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i^ 


'  Noblemen  of  Scotland* 


DRAMATIS  PERSON.^^. 

DuNCAi»f,  King  of  Scotland, 
Maux)lm,       \^i,s<m,. 

Macbeth,    |  ^^„^^  ^y-^^  ^^^^  ^.^^^ 

Macduff, 
Lenox, 

ROSSE, 

Menteth, 

Angus, 

Cathness,    J 

Fleance,  Son  to  Banquo. 

SiWARD,  Earl  of  Northumberland^  General  oj  the  English  Forces. 

Young  SrWARD,  his  Son. 

Seyton,  an  Officer  attending  Macbeth. 

Boy,  Son  to  Macdufi'. 

An  English  Docioi. 

A  Scotcli  Doctor. 

A  Soldier.     A  Porter.     An  Old  Man.  / 

Lady  Macbeth. 

Lady  Macduff. 

Gentlewoman  aticndivg  on  Lady  Macbeth. 

Hecate,  and  three  Wiiclies. 

Lords,  Gentlemen,  Officers,  Soldiers,  Murderers,  Attendant.^,  and  >fessengcr5. 

The  Ghost  of  Basqv Of  and  other  Apparitions. 


SCKNE, — In  the  end  ofthcfouiih  Act,  in  England  ;  through  the  rest 

of  the  Play,  in  Scotland. 


MACBETH. 


ACT  I. 
SCENE  l.—An  open  Place. 

ThundiT  and  lightning.    Enter  three  Witchesu 

1  Witch,  When  shall  we  three  meet  again 
In  thunder,  lightning,  or  in  rain  1 

2  Witch.  When  the  hurlyburly's  donp, 
When  the  battle's  lost  and  won. 

3  Witch,  That  will  be  ere  the  set  of  sun. 

1  WUch,  Where  the  place  f 

2  Witch,  Upon  the  heath, 

3  Witch,  There  to  meet  with  Macbeth. 
I  Witch,  I  come,  Graymalkin ! 

AIL  Paddock  calls : — Anon ! — 

Fair  is  foul,  and  foul  is  fair : 

Hover  through  the  fog  and  fillhy  air*  [Witches  vanish 

I 

SCENE  II.— -4  Camp  near  Fores. 

Alarum  within.    Enter  KiNO  DuNCAN,  Malcolm,  Donalrain,  Lenox,  wiik 

Attendants,  meeting  a  bleeding  Soldier. 

Dun.  What  bloody  man  is  that?     He  can  report, 
As  seemeth  by  his  plight,  of  the  revolt 
The  newest  state. 

Mctl,  This  is  the  sergeant. 

Who,  like  a  good  and  hardy  soldier,  fought 
'Gainst  my  captivity. — Hail,  brave  friend !  . 
Say  to  the  king  the  knowledge  of  the  broil. 
As  thou  didst  leave  it. 

Sold,  Doubtful  it  stood  ; 


I      , 
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[act  I. 


As  two  spent  swimmers,  that  do  cling  together 

And  choke  their  art     The  merciless  Macdonwald 

(Worthy  to  be  a  rebel, — for,  to  that. 

The  multiplying  villanies  of  nature 

Do  swarm  upon  him)  from  the  western  isles 

Of  Kernes  and  Gallowglasses  is  supplied ; 

And  Fortune,  on  his  damned  quarry  smiling, 

Show'd  like  a  rebel's  whore :  but  all 's  too  weak : 

For  brave  Macbeth,  (well  he  deserves  that  name,; 

Disdaining  Fortune,  with  his  brandish'd  steel. 

Which  smok*d  with  bloody  executioji, 

Like  valour's  minion, 

Carv'd  out  his  passage  till  he  fac*d  the  slave ; 

Which  ne'er  shook  hands,  nor  bade  farewell  to  hini. 

Till  he  unseam'd  him  from  the  nave  to  the  chops, 

And  fix'd  his  head  upon  our  battlements. 

Dun,  O  valiant  cousin !  worthy  gentleman ! 

Sold,  As  whence  the  sun  'gins  his  reflection 
Shipwrecking  storms  and  direful  thunders  break ; 
So  from  that  spring,  whence  comfort  seem'd  to  corae^ 
Discomfort  swells.     Mark,  king  of  Scotland,  mark : 
No  sooner  justice  had,  with  valour  arm'd, 
Compell'd  these  skipping  Kernes  to  trust  their  heels. 
But  the  Norweyan  lord,  surveying  vantage. 
With  flirbish'd  arms,  and  new  supplies  of  men. 
Began  a  fresh  assault. 

Dun,  Disma/d  not  this 

Our  captains,  Macbeth  and  Banquo) 

Sold,  Yes; 

As  sparrows  eagles,  or  the  hare  the  lion. 
If  I  say  sooth,  I  must  report  they  were 
As  cannons  overchaig'd  with  double  cracks ; 
So  they  doubly  redoubled  strokes  upon  the  foe : 
Except  they  meant  to  bathe  in  reeking  wounds. 
Or  memorize  another  Golgotha, 
I  cannot  tell : — 
But  I  am  faint,  my  gashes  cry  for  help. 

Dun,  So  well  thy  words  become  thee  as  thy  wounds : 
They  smack  of  honour  both. — Go,  get  him  surgeons. 

\Eont  Soldier,  atiemicd 
Who  comes  here  ? 

Mai,  The  worthy  thane  of  Rosse. 

Lm.  What  a  haste  looks  through  his  eyes ! 
So  should  he  look,  that  seems  to  speak  things  strange. 
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Enter  RossE. 

Rosse,  God  save  the  king ! 

Dun.  Whence  cam'st  thou,  worthy  thane  1 

Rosse.  From  Fife,  great  king ; 
AVhere  the  Norweyan  banners  flout  the  sky 
And  fan  our  people  cold. 
Norway  himself,  with  terrible  numbers, 
Assisted  by  that  most  disloyal  traitor, 
The  thane  of  Cawdor,  began  a  dismal  conflict ; 
Till  that  Bellona's  bridegroom,  lapp'd  in  proof^ 
Confronted  him  with  self-comparisons. 
Point  against  point  rebellious,  arm  'gainst  army 
Curbing  his  lavish  spirit :  and,  to  conclude, 
The  victory  fell  on  us ; — 

Dun.  Great  happiness  1  , 

Rosse.  That  now 
Sweno,  the  Norways*  king,  craves  composition ; 
Nor  would  wejdeign  him  burial  of  his  men 
Till  he  disbursed,  at  Saint  Colmes'  Inch, 
Ten  thousand  dollars  to  our  general  use. 

Dun.  No  more  that  thane  of  Cawdor  shall  deceive 
Our  bosom  interest : — go,  pronounce  his  present  death. 
And  with  his  former  title  greet  Macbeth. 

Rosse.  I  '11  see  it  done. 

Dun.  What  he  hath  lost,  noble  Macbeth  hath  woa  \Exeunt. 

SCENE  III.— ^  Heath. 

Thunder.    Enter  the  three  Witchea, 

1  Witch,  Where  hast  thou  been,  sister? 

2  Witch.  Killing  swine. 

3  Witch.  Sister,  where  thoul 

1  Witch.  A  sailor's  wife  had  chesnuts  in  her  lap, 
And  mounch'd,  and  mounch'd,  and  mounch'd : — 

"  Give  me,"  quoth  I : — 
"  Aroint  thee,  witch  T'  the  rump-fed  ronyon  cries. 
Her  husband 's  to  Aleppo  gone,  master  o'  the  Tiger : 
But  in  a  sieve  I  '11  thither  sail, 
And,  like  a  rat  without  a  tail, 
I  '11  do,  I  '11  do,  and  I  'U  do. 

2  Witch.  I'll  give  thee  a  wind* 
I  Witch.  Thou  art  kind. 

3  Witch.  And  I  another. 

1  Witch.  I  myself  have  all  the  other; 
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And  the  very  ports  they  blow, 
All  the  quarters  that  they  know 
I'  the  shipman's  card 
I  'U  drain  him  dry  as  hay : 
Sleep  shall  neither  iright  nor  day 
Hang  upon  his  pent-house  lid ; 
He  shall  live  a  man  forbid  : 
Weary  sev*n-nights,  nine  times  nine. 
Shall  he  dwindle,  peak,  and  pine : 
Though  his  bark  cannot  be  lost, 
Yet  it  shall  be  tempest-toss'd. — 
Look  what  I  have. 

2  Witch.  Show  me,  show  me. 

I  Witch.  Here  I  have  a  pilot's  thumb, 
Wreck'd  as  homeward  he  did  come.  \prum  withiju 

3  Witch.  A  drum,  a  drum ! 
Macbeth  doth  come. 

AIL  The  weird  sisters,  hand  in  hand. 
Posters  of  the  sea  and  land. 
Thus  do  go  about,  about : 
Thrice  to  thine,  and  thrice  to  mine, 
And  thrice  again,  to  make  up  nine : — 
Peace ! — the  chann  's  wound  up. 

Enter  Macbeth  and  Banquo. 

M<ub.  So  foul  and  fair  a  day  I  have  not  seen. 

Ban.  How  far  is 't  call'd  to  Fores  ? — ^\Vhat  are  these. 
So  withered,  and  so  wild  in  their  attire, 
That  look  not  hke  th'  inhabitants  o*  the  earth, 
And  yet  are  on't? — live  youl  or  are  you  aught 
That  man  may  question  ]    You  seem  to  understand  me, 
By  each  at  once  her  choppy  finger  laying 
Upon  her  skinny  lips : — You  should  be  women, 
And  yet  your  beards  forbid  me  to  interpret 
That  you  are  so. 

Macb.  Speak,  if  you  can ; — ^what  are  you  ? 

1  Witch.  All  hail,  Macbeth !  hail  to  thee,  thane  of  Glamis ! 

2  Witch.  All  hail,  Macbeth !  hail  to  thee,  thane  of  Cawdor ! 

3  Witch.  All  hail,  Macbeth !  that  shalt  be  king  hereafter. 
Ban.  Good  Sir,  why  do  you  start ;  and  seem  to  fear 

Things  that  do  sound  so  fair? — V  the  name  of  truth, 
Are  ye  fantastical,  or  that  indeed 
Which  outwardly  ye  show  %    My  noble  partner 
You  greet  with  present  grace,  and  great  prediction 


SCENE  iii.J  MACBETH.  7 

Of  noble  having,  and  of  royal  hope, 

That  he  seems  rapt  withal : — to  me  you  speak  not : 

If  you  can  look  into  the  seeds  of  time, 

And  say  which  grain  will  grow,  and  which  will  not, 

Speak  then  to  me,  who  neither  beg,  nor  fear, 

Your  favours,  nor  your  hate. 

1  IVttch.  H.iil! 

2  Witch,  Hail! 

3  WMt.  Hail! 

1  Witch.  Lesser  than  Macbeth,  and  greater. 

2  Witch.  Not  so  happy,  yet  much  happier. 

3  Witch.  Tnou  shalt  get  kings,  though  thou  be  none : 
So,  all  hail,  Macbeth  and  Banquo ! 

I  Witch.  Banquo  and  Macbeth,  all  hail  I 

Macb.  Stay,  you  imperfect  speakers,  tell  me  more : 
By  SineFs  death,  I  know,  I  am  thane  of  Glamis  ; 
But  how  of  Cawdor  ?  the  thane  of  Cawdor  lives, 
A  prosperous  gentleman  ;  and  to  be  king 
Stands  not  within  the  prospect  of  belief, 
No  more  than  to  be  Cawdor.     Say,  from  whence       ' 
You  owe  this  strange  intelligence ;  or  why 
Upon  this  blasted  heath  you  stop  our  way 
With  such  prophetic  greeting : — speak,  I  charge  you. 

[Witches  vanish. 

Ban,  The  earth  hath  bubbles,  as  the  water  has, 
.  And  these  are  of  them  : — ^whither  are  they  vanished  % 

Macb.  Into  the  air ;  and  what  seem*d  corporal,  melted 
As  breath  into  the  wind. — ^'Would  they  had  stayed  I 

Ban,  Were  such  things  here  as  we  do  speak  about  1 
Or  have  we  eaten  on  the  insane  root, 
That  takes  the  reason  prisoner  1 

Macb,  Your  children  shall  be  kings. 

Ban,  You  shall  be  king. 

Alacb,  And  thane  of  Cawdor  too, — ^went  it  not  so  % 

Ban,  To  the  self-same  tune  and  words.    Who 's  here  J 

Enter  RossE  and  Angus. 

Rosse,  The  king  hath  happily  received,  Macbeth, 
The  news  of  thy  success :  and  when  he  reads 
Thy  personal  venture  in  the  rebels'  fight. 
His  wonders  and  his  praises  do  contend, 
Which  should  be  thine,  or  his :  silenc'd  with  that, 
In  viewing  o*er  the  rest  o'  the  self-same  day, 
He  finds  thee  in  the  stout  Norweyan  ranks. 
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Nothing  afeard  of  what  thyself  didst  make. 
Strange  images  of  death.    As  thick  as  tale, 
Came  post  with  post ;  and  every  one  did  bear 
Thy  praises  in  his  kingdom's  great  defence, 
And  pour'd  them  down  before  him. 

Ang.  We  are  sent 

To  give  thee,  from  our  royal  master,  thanks ; 
Only  to  herald  thee  into  his  sight, 
Not  pay  thee. 

Rosse.  And,  for  an  earnest  of  a  greater  honour, 
He  bade  me,  from  him,  call  thee  thane  of  Cawdor : 
In  which  addition,  hail,  most  worthy  thane ! 
For  it  is  thine. 

Ban,  What,  can  the  devil  speak  truel 

Macb,  The  thane  of  Cawdor  lives :  why  do  you  dress  me 
In  borrowed  robes  ? 

Ang,  Who  was  the  thane,  lives  yet ; 

But  under  heavy  judgment  bears  that  life 
Which  he  deserves  to  lose.     Whether  he  was  combined 
With  those  of  Norway,  or  did  line  the  rebel 
With  hidden  help  and  vantage,  or  that  with  both 
He  laboufd  in  his  country's  wreck,  I  know  not ; 
But  treasons  capital,  confessed,  and  proVd, 
Have  overthrown  him. 

Macb,  [Asi/fe,]  Glamis,  and  thane  of  Cawdor : 

The  greatest  is  behind. — \Aloud,'\  Thanks  for  your  pains. — 
Do  you  not  hope  your  children  shall  be  kings, 
When  those  that  gave  the  thane  of  Cawdor  to  me. 
Promised  no  less  to  them  1 

Ban,  That,  trusted  home. 

Might  yet  enkindle  you  unto  the  crown. 
Besides  the  thane  of  Cawdor.     But  'tis  strange : 
And  oftentimes,  to  win  us  to  our  harm. 
The  instruments  of  darkness  tell  us  truths ; 
Win  us  with  honest  trifles,  to  betray  us 
In  deepest  consequence. — 
Cousins,  a  word,  I  pray  you. 

Macb.  [Aside]  Two  truths  are  told. 

As  happy  prologues  to  the  swelling  act 
Of  the  imperial  theme. — [Aloud]  I  thank  you,  gentlemen. — 
[Aside,]  This  supernatural  soliciting 
Cannot  be  ill ;  cannot  be  good  : — if  ill, 
Why  hath  it  given  me  earnest  of  success, 
Commencing  in  a  truth  ?     I  am  thane  of  Cawdor : 
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If  good,  why  do  I  yield  to  that  suggestion 
Whose  horrid  image  doth  unfix  my  hair, 
And  make  my  seated  heart  knock  at  my  ribs^ 
Against  the  use  of  nature?    Present  fears 
Are  less  than  horrible  imaginings : 
My  thought,  whose  murder  yet  is  but  fantastical. 
Shakes  so  my  single  state  of  man,  that  function 
Is  smothered  in  surmise ;  and  nothing  is, 
But  what  is  not 

Ban,  Look,  how  our  partner 's  rapt 

Macb.  ^Aside?^  If  chance  will  have  me  king,  why,  chance 
may  crown  me, 
Without  my  stir. 

Ban,  New  honours  come  upon  him. 

Like  our  strange  garments, — cleavcf  not  to  their  mould, 
But  with  the  aid  of  use. 

Macb.  [Aside.]  Come  what  come  may. 

Time  and  the  hour  runs  through  the  roughest  day. 

Ban.  Worthy  Macbeth,  we  stay  upon  your  leisure. 

Macb.  Give  me  your  favour :  my  dull  brain  was  wrought 
With  things  forgotten. — Kind  gentlemen,  your  pains 
Are  registered  where  everv  day  I  turn 
The  leaf  to  read  them. — Let  us  toward  the  king.-^ 
[Aside  to  Banquo.]  Think  upon  what  hath  chanc'd ;  and,  at 

more  time. 
The  interim  having  weighed  it,  let  us  speak 
Our  free  hearts  each  to  other. 

Ban.  Very  gladly. 

Mcub.  Till  then,  enough. — Come,  friends.  [Eouunt. 

SCENE  IV.— Fores.     A  Room  in  the  Palace. 

Flourish,    Enter  Duncan,  Malcolm,  Donalbain,  Lkkox, 

and  Attendants. 

Dun.  Is  execution  done  on  Cawdor  1    Are  not 
Those  in  commission  yet  returned  1 

Mai.  My  liege, 

They  are  not  yet  come  back.     But  I  have  spoke 
With  one  that  saw  him  die :  who  did  report. 
That  very  frankly  he  confessed  his  treasons ; 
Implor'd  your  highness'  pardon ;  and  set  forth 
A  deep  repentance :  nothing  in  his  life 
Became  him  like  the  leaving  it ;  he  died 
As  one  that  had  been  studied  in  his  death. 
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To  throw  away  the  dearest  thing  he  ow*d, 
As  'twere  a  careless  trifle. 

Dun,  There 's  no  art 

To  find  the  mind's  construction  in  the  face : 
He  was  a  gentleman  on  whom  I  built 
An  absolute  trust — 

£H/gr  Macbeth,  Banquo,  Rosse,  ami  Angus. 

O  worthiest  cousin  I 
The  sin  of  my  ingratitude  even  now 
Was  heavy  on  me :  thou  art  so  far  before, 
That  swiftest  wing  of  recompense  is  slow 
To  overtake  thee.     Would  thou  hadst  less  deserv'd : 
That  the  proportion  both  of  thanks  and  payment 
Might  have  been  mine  !  only  I  have  left  to  say, 
More  is  thy  due  than  more  than  all  can  pay. 

M{ud.  The  service  and  the  loyalty  I  owe, 
In  doing  it,  pays  itself.     Your  highness'  part 
Is  to  receive  our  duties :  and  our  duties 
Are  to  your  throne  and  state,  children  and  servants ; 
Which  do  but  what  they  should,  by  doing  every  thing 
Safe  toward  your  love  and  honour. 

JDun,  Welcome  hither : 

I  have  begun  to  plant  thee,  and  will  labour 
To  make  thee  full  of  growing. — Noble  Banquo. 
Thou  hast  no  less  deserv'd,  nor  must  be  known 
No  less  to  have  done  so ;  let  me  infold  thee, 
And  hold  thee  to  my  heart 

Ban,  There  if  I  grow. 

The  harvest  is  your  own. 

Dun,  My  plenteous  joys 

Wanton  in  fulness,  seek  to  hide  themselves 
In  drops  of  sorrow. — Sons,  kinsmen,  thanes, 
And  you  whose  places  are  the  nearest,  know, 
We  will  establish  our  estate  upon 
Our  eldest,  Malcolm ;  whom  we  name  hereafter, 
The  prince  of  Cumberland :  which  honour  must 
Not,  unaccompanied,  invest  him  only ; 
But  signs  of  nobleness,  like  stars,  shall  shine 
On  all  deservers. — From  hence  to  Inverness, 
And  bind  us  farther  to  you. 

Macd.  The  rest  is  labour,  which  is  not  us'd  for  you  r 
I  '11  be  myself  the  harbinger,  and  make  joyful 
The  hearing  of  my  wife  with  your  approach ; 
So,  humbly  take  my  leave. 
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I>un,  My  worthy  Cawdor ! 

Macd.  [Aside.]  The  prince  of  Cumberland  I  that  is  a  step. 
On  which  I  must  fall  down,  or  else  o'er-leap^ 
For  in  my  way  it  lies.     Stars,  hide  your  fires ! 
Let  not  light  see  my  black  and  deep  desires ; 
The  eye  wink  at  the  hand ;  yet  let  that  be, 
Which  the  eye  fears,  when  it  is  done,  to  see !  \_Exi/. 

Dun.  True,  worthy  Panquo,--he  is  full  so  valiant; 
And  in  his  commendations  I  am  fed, — 
It  is  a  banquet  to  me.     Let  us  after  him, 
Whose  care  is  gone  before  to  bid  us  welcome : 
It  is  a  peerless  kinsman.  [Flourish,     Exeunt. 


SCENE  V. — Inverness.    A  Room  in  Macbeth's  Castle, 

Enter  Lady  Macbeth,  reading  a  letter. 

Lady  M.  "  They  met  me  in  the  day  of  success ;  and  I  have 
learned  by  the  perfectest  report,  they  have  more  in  them  than  mor- 
tal knowledge.  When  I  burned  in  desire  to  question  them  farther, 
they  made  themselves  air,  into  which  they  vanished.  Whiles  I  stood 
rapt  in  the  wonder  of  it,  came  missives  from  the  king,  who  all-hailed 
me,  *  Thane  of  Cawdor ; '  by  which  title,  before,  these  weird  sisters 
saluted  me,  and  referred  me  to  the  coming  on  of  time,  \ni\  *  Hail, 
king  that  shalt  be ! '  This  have  I  thought  good  to  deliver  thee,  my 
dearest  partner  of  greatness,  that  thou  mightest  not  lose  the  dues  of 
rejoicing,  by  being  ignorant  of  what  greatness  is  promised  thee.  Lay 
it  to  thy  heart,  and  farewell." 

Glamis  thou  art,  and  Cawdor ;  and  shalt  be 

What  thou  art  promis'd  : — yet  do  I  fear  thy  nature ; 

It  is  too  full  o'  the  milk  of  human  kindness. 

To  catch  the  nearest  way :  thou  wouldst  be  great ; 

Art  not  without  ambition ;  but  without 

The  illness  should  attend  it :  what  thou  wouldst  highly. 

That  wouldst  thou  holily ;  wouldst  not  play  false. 

And  yet  wouldst  wrongly  win :  thou'dst  have,  great  Glamis, 

That  which  cries,  "  Thus  thou  must  do,  if  thou  have  it ; 

And  that  which  rather  thou  dost  fear  to  do. 

Than  wishest  should  be  undone."     Hie  thee  hither. 

That  I  may  pour  my  spirits  in  thine  ear ; 

And  chastise  with  the  valour  of  my  tongue 

All  tliat  impedes  thee  from  the  golden  round. 

Which  fate  and  metaphysical  aid  doth  seem 

To  have  thee  crown'd  withal.— 
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Enter  an  Attendant 

What  IS  your  tidings  1 

Atten»  The  king  comes  here  to-night 

Lady  M.  Thou  *rt  mad  to  say  it : 

Is  not  thy  master  with  him  %  who,  were 't  so, 
Would  have  inform'd  for  preparation. 

Atten,  So  please  you,  it  is  true : — our  thane  is  coming : 
One  of  my  fellows  had  the  speed  of  him ; 
Who,  almost  dead  for  breath,  had  scarcely  more 
Than  would  make  up  his  message. 

Lady  M.  Give  him  tending ; 

He  brings  great  news. — \Exit  Attendant]     The  raven  himself 

is  hoarse 
That  croaks  the  fatal  entrance  of  Duncan 
Under  my  battlements.     Come,  you  spirits 
That  tend  on  mortal  thoughts,  unsex  me  here  ; 
And  fill  me,  fi*om  the  crown  to  the  toe,  top-full 
Of  direst  cruelty  I  make  thick  my  blood, 
Stop  up  th'  access  and  passage  to  remorse ; 
That  no  compunctious  visitings  of  nature 
Shake  my  fell  purpose,  nor  keep  peace  between 
Th'  effect  and  it !     Come  to  my  woman's  breasts, 
And  take  my  milk  for  gall,  you  murdering  ministers, 
Wherever  in  your  sightless  substances 
You  wait  on  nature's  mischief!     Come,  thick  night, 
And  pall  thee  in  the  dunnest  smoke  of  hell. 
That  my  keen  knife  see  not  the  wound  it  makes. 
Nor  heaven  peep  through  the  blanket  of  the  dark, 
To  cry,  "  Hold,  hold !  "— 

Enter  Macbeth. 

Great  Glamis !  worthy  Cawdor  ■ 
Greater  than  both,  by  the  all-hail  hereafter  1 
Thy  letters  have  transported  me  beyond 
This  ignorant  present,  and  I  feel  now 
The  future  in  the  instant 

Macb.  My  dearest  love, 

Duncan  comes  here  to-night 

Lady  M.  And  when  goes  hence  I 

Macb.  Tomorrow,  as  he  purposes. 

Lady  M.  O,  never 

Shall  sun  that  morrow  see ! 
Your  face,  my  thane,  is  as  a  book  where  men 
May  read  strange  matters : — ^to  beguile  the  time. 
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Look  like  the  time ;  bear  welcome  in  your  eye, 
Your  hand,  your  tongue :  look  like  the  innocent  flower, 
But  be  the  serpent  under  it     He  that 's  coming 
Must  be  provided  for :  and  you  shall  put 
This  nighf  s  great  business  into  my  despatch ; 
Wliich  shall  to  all  our  nights  and  days  to  come 
Give  solely  sovereign  sway  and  masterdom. 

Mach.  We  will  speak  farther. 

Lady  M,  Only  look  up  clear ; 

To  alter  favour  ever  is  to  fear : 
Leave  all  the  rest  to  me.  [^Exeunt 

SCENE  VI.— Inverness.     Before  t/ie  Castle. 

i/auihoys.     Servants  of  Macbeth   attending.     Enter  Duncan,   Malcolm, 
DoNALBAiN,  Banquo,  Lenox,  Macduff,  Rosse,  Angus,  and  Attendants. 

Dun,  This  castle  hath  a  pleasant  seat ;  the  air 
Nimbly  and  sweetly  recommends  itself 
Unto  our  gentle  senses. 

Ban,  This  guest  of  summer, 

The  temple-haunting  martlet,  does  approve, 
By  his  lov'd  mansionry,  that  the  heaven's  breath 
Smells  wooingly  here :  no  jutty,  frieze, 
Buttress,  nor  coigne  of  vantage,  but  this  bird 
Hath  made  his  pendent  bed,  and  procreant  cradle : 
Where  they  most  breed  and  haunt,  I  have  observed, 
The  air  is  delicate. 

Enter  Lady  Macbeth. 

Dun,  See,  see,  our  honoured  hostess ! — 

The  love  that  follows  us  sometime  is  our  trouble, 
Which  still  we  thank  as  love.     Herein  I  teach  you. 
How  you  shall  bid  God  yield  us  for  your  pains,* 
And  thank  us  for  your  trouble. 

Lady  M,  All  our  service. 

In  every  point  twice  done,  and  then  done  double, 
Were  poor  and  single  business  to  contend 
Against  those  honours  deep  and  broad,  wherewith 
Your  majesty  loads  our  house :  for  those  of  old. 
And  the  late  dignities  heap'd  up  to  them, 
We  rest  your  hermits. 

Dun,  Where 's  the  thane  of  Cawdor  ? 

We  cours'd  him  at  the  heels,  and  had  a  purpose 
To  be  his  purveyor :  but  he  rides  well ; 
And  his  great  love,  sharp  as  his  spur,  hath  holp  him 
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To  his  home  before  us.     Fair  and  noble  hostess, 
We  are  your  guest  to-night 

Lady  M.  Your  servants  ever 

Have  theirs,  themselves,  and  what  is  theirs,  in  compt. 
To  make  their  audit  at  your  highness'  pleasure, 
Still  to  return  your  own. 

Dun.  Give  me  your  hand ; 

Conduct  me  to  mine  host :  we  love  him  highly. 
And  shall  continue  our  graces  towards  him. 
By  your  leave,  hostess.  \Exeunt 


SCENE  VII. — Inverness.    A  Passage-room  in  ihe  Castle. 

Hautboys  and  torches.    Enter ^  andpetss^  a  Sewer,  and  divers  Servants  with  dis/ie; 

and  service.     Then,  enter  Macbeth. 

Macb,  If  it  were  done,  when  'tis  done,  then  'twere  well 
It  were  done  quickly :  if  the  assassination 
Could  trammel  up  the  consequence,  and  catch. 
With  his  surcease,  success  j  that  but  this  blow 
Might  be  the  be-all  and  the  end-all  here, 
But  here,  upon  this  bank  and  shoal  of  time, — 
We  'd  jump  the  life  to  come.     But  in  these  cases, 
We  still  have  judgment  here ;  that  we  but  teach 
,  Bloody  instructions,  which,  being  taught,  return 
To  plague  th'  inventor:  this  even-handed  justice 
Commends  th'  ingredients  of  our  poisoned  chalice 
To  our  own  lips.     He 's  here  in  double  trust : 
First,  as  I  am  his  kinsman  and  his  subject. 
Strong  both  against  the  deed ;  then,  as  his  host. 
Who  should  against  his  murderer  shut  the  door. 
Not  bear  the  knife  mysel£     Besides,  this  Duncan 
Hath  borne  his  faculties  so  meek,  hath  been 
So  clear  in  his  great  office,  that  his  virtues 
Will  plead  like  angels,  trumpet-tongu'd,  against 
The  deep  damnation  of  his  taking-off; 
And  pity,  like  a  naked  new-bom  babe. 
Striding  the  blast,  or  heaven's  cherubin,  hors'd 
Upon  tlie  sightless  couriers  of  the  air. 
Shall  blow  the  horrid  deed  in  every  eye, 
That  tpars  shall  drown  the  wind. — I  have  no  spur 
To  prick  the  sides  of  my  intent,  but  onlv 
Vaulting  ambition,  which  o'er-leaps  itself, 
And  falls  on  the  other. — 
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EnUr  Lady  Macbeth. 

How  now !  what  news! 
Lady  M.  He  has  almost  supp'd :  why  have  you  left  the 

chamber) 
Macb,  Hath  he  ask'd  for  me) 

Lady  M.  Know  you  not  he  has! 

Macb.  We  will  proceed  no  farther  in  this  business : 
He  hath  honoured  me  of  late ;  and  I  have  bought 
Golden  opinions  from  all  sorts  of  people, 
Which  would  be  worn  now  in  their  newest  gloss. 
Not  cast  aside  so  soon. 

Lady  M,  Was  the  hope  drunk, 

Wherein  you  dressed  yourself)  hath  it  slept  since! 
And  wakes  it  now,  to  look  so  green  and  pale 
At  what  it  did  so  freely)    From  this  time, 
Such  I  account  thy  love.    Art  thou  afeard 
To  be  the  same  in  thine  own  act  and  valour, 
As  thou  art  in  desire )    Wouldst  thou  have  that 
Which  thou  esteem'st  the  ornament  of  life, 
And  live  a  coward  in  thine  own  esteem, 
letting  "  I  dare  not "  wait  upon  "  I  would," 
Like  the  poor  cat  i'  the  adage ) 

Macb,  Pr'ythee,  peace : 

I  dare  do  all  that  may  become  a  man ; 
Who  dares  do  more  is  none. 

Lady  M,  What  beast  was 't,  then, 

That  made  you  break  tliis  enterprise  to  me ) 
When  you  durst  do  it,  then  you  were  a  man ; 
And,  to  be  more  than  what  you  were,  you  would 
Be  so  much  more  the  man.     Nor  time,  nor  place, 
Did  then  sldhere,  and  yet  you  would  make  both : 
They  have  made  themselves,  and  that  their  fitness  now 
Does  unmake  you.     I  have  given  suck,  and  know 
How  tender  'tis  to  love  the  babe  that  milks  me :. 
I  would,  while  it  was  smiling  in  my  face, 
Have  pluck'd  my  nipple  from  his  boneless  gums. 
And  dash*d  the  brains  out,  had  1  so  sworn  as  you 
Have  done  to  this. 
Macb,  If  we  should  fail ) 

Lady  M.  We  fail  I 

But  screw  your  courage  to  the  sticking-place, 
And  we  11  not  fail     When  Duncan  is  asleep, 
(Whereto  the  rather  shall  his  day's  hard  journey 
Soundly  invite  him,)  his  two  chamberlains 
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Will  I  with  wine  and  wassail  so  convince. 
That  memory,  the  warder  of  the  brain, 
Shall  be  a  fume,  and  the  receipt  of  reason 
A  limbeck  only :  when  in  swinish  sleep 
Their  drenched  natures  lie,  as  in  a  death. 
What  cannot  you  and  I  perform  upon 
Th'  unguarded  Duncan  1  what  not  put  upon 
His  spungy  officers,  who  shall  bear  the  guilt 
Of  our  great  quell] 

Macb,  Bring  forth  men-children  only  ; 

For  thy  undaunted  mettle  should  compose 
Nothing  but  males.    Will  it  not  be  receiv'd. 
When  we  have  mark'd  with  blood  those  sleepy  two 
Of  his  own  chamber,  and  us'd  their  very  daggers, 
That  they  have  done 't  ? 

Lady  M.  Who  dares  receive  it  other. 

As  we  shall  make  our  griefis  and  clamour  roar 
Upon  his  deatlt? 

Macb,  I  am  settled,  and  bend  up 

Each  corporal  agent  to  this  terrible  feat 
Away,  and  mock  the  time  with  fairest  show : 
False  face  must  hide  what  the  false  heart  doth  know.    [Exeunt. 


^!&^ 


ACT  II. 
SCENE  I.^Inverness.     Court  within  Macbeth's  Castu 

Enter  Banquo,  prteeded  by  Fleancb,  with  a  totVA* 

Ban,  How  goes  the  night,  boy) 

i%:  The  moon  is  down ;  1  have  not  heard  the  clock. 

Ban,  And  she  goes  down  at  twelve. 

F/e.  I  take 't,  'tis  later.  Sir. 

Ban.  Hold,  take  my  sword : — ^there  's  husbandry  in  heaven,- 
Their  candles  are  all  out : — take  thee  that  too. — 
A  heavy  summons  lies  like  lead  upon  me. 
And  yet  I  would  not  sleep : — merciful  powers, 
Restrain  in  me  the  cursed  thoughts  that  nature 
Gives  way  to  in  repose ! — Give  me  my  sword— 
Who 's  there  % 

£  filer  Macbeth,  and  a  Servant  witA  a  tfrck, 
Macb.  A  friend. 
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Ban,  What,  Sir,  not  yet  at  rest  1    The  king's  a-bed z 
He  hath  been  in  unusual  pleasure,  and 
Sent  forth  great  largess  to  your  offices : 
This  diamond  he  greets  your  wife  withal, 
By  the  name  of  most  kind  hostess ;  and  shut  up 
In  measureless  content 

Macb.  Being  unprepared, 

Our  will  became  the  servant  to  defect ; 
Which  else  should  free  have  wrought 

Ban,  All 's  well— 

I  dreamt  last  night  of  the  three  weird  sisters : 
To  you  they  have  showed  some  truth. 

Macb,  I  think  not  of  them : 

Yet,  when  we  can  entreat  an  hour  to  serve, 
We  would  spend  it  in  some  words  upon  that  business. 
If  you  would  grant  the  time. 
Ban.  At  your  kindest  leisure. 

Macb.  If  you  shall  cleave  to  my  consent, — when  'tis, 
It  shall  make  honour  for  you. 

Ban.  So  I  lose  none 

In  seeking  to  augment  it,  but  still  keep 
My  bosom  franchis'd,  and  allegiance  clear, 
I  shall  be  counselled. 
Macb.  Good  repose  the  while  I 

Ban.  Thanks,  Sir :  the  like  to  you  I 

[Exeunt  Banquo  a/ui  Fleance. 
Macb.  Go  bid  thy  mistress,  when  my  drink  is  ready. 
She  strike  upon  the  bell.     Get  thee  to  bed. —     [Exit  Seivant 
Is  this  a  dagger  which  I  see  before  me. 
The  handle  toward  my  hand  ]    Come,  let  me  clutch  thee : — 
I  have  thee  not,  and  yet  I  see  thee  stiU. 
Art  thou  not,  fatal  vision,  sensible 
To  feeling  as  to  sight  ?  or  art  thou  but 
A  dagger  of  the  mind,  a  false  creation, 
Proceeding  from  the  heat-oppressfed  brain  t 
I  see  thee  yet,  in  form  as  palpable 
As  this  which  now  I  draw. 
Thou  marshall'st  me  the  way  that  I  was  going ; 
And  such  an  instrument  I  was  to  use. 
Mine  eyes  are  made  the  fools  o*  the  other  senses, 
Or  else  worth  all  the  rest :  I  see  thee  still ; 
And  on  thy  blade  and  dudgeon  gouts  of  blood, 
Which  was  not  so  before. — There's  no  such  thing: 
It  is  the  bloody  business,  which  informs 

VOL.  IV.  B 
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Thus  to  mine  eyes. — Now  o'er  the  one  half  world 

Nature  seems  dead,  and  wicked  dreams  abuse 

The  curtain'd  sleep ;  witchcraft  celebrates 

Pale  Hecate's  oflferings ;  and  withered  murder, 

Alarum'd  by  his  sentinel,  the  wolf, 

Whose  howl's  his  watch,  thus  with  his  stealthy  pace, 

With  Tarquin's  ravishing  strides,  towards  his  design 

Moves  like  a  ghost — Thou  sure  and  firm-set  earth. 

Hear  not  my  steps,  which  way  they  walk,  for  fear 

Thy  very  stones  prate  of  my  whereabout. 

And  take  the  present  horror  from  the  time. 

Which  now  suits  with  it — ^Whiles  I  threat,  he  lives  : 

Words  to  the  heat  of  deeds  too  cold  breath  gives.  [A  bell  tings. 

I  go,  and  it  is  done ;  the  bell  invites  me. 

Hear  it  not,  Duncan ;  for  it  is  a  knell 

That  summons  thee  to  heaven  or  to  helL  \Extt 


SCENE  II.— 5%?  Saffu. 

Enter  Lady  Macbeth. 
Lady  M,  That  which  hath  made  them  drunk  hath  made  me 
bold; 
What  hath  quench'd  them  hath  given  me  fire. — Hark ! — ^Peace  1 
It  was  the  owl  that  shriek'd,  the  fatal  bellman, 
Which  gives  the  stem'st  good-night — He  is  about  it : 
The  doors  are  open ;  and  the  surfeited  grooms 
Do  mock  their  charge  with  snores:    I  have  drugg'd  their 

possets. 
That  death  and  nature  do  contend  about  them. 
Whether  they  live,  or  die. 
Macb.  [IVMin.]  Who's  there  1  what,  ho! 
Zady  M.  Alack,  I  am  afraid  they  have  awak'd. 
And  'tis  not  done : — the  attempt,  and  not  the  deed. 
Confounds  us. — Hark ! — I  laid  their  daggers  ready ; 
He  could  not  miss  them. — Had  he  not  resembled 
My  father  as  he  slept,  I  had  done't — My  husband  I 

Enter  Macbeth. 

Macb.  I  have  done  the  deed. — Didst  thou  not  hear  a  noise  1 
Lady  M.  I  heard  the  owl  scream,  and  the  crickets  cry. 
Did  not  you  speak? 
Macb.  When  1 

Lady  M.  Now. 

Macb.  As  I  descended? 

Lady  M.  Ay. 
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Macb,  Hark!— 
Who  lies  r  the  second  chamber? 

Lady  M.  Donalbain. 

Macb,  \Laokirtg  on  his  hands,]  This  is  a  sorry  sight 

Zady  M.  A  foolish  thought,  to  say  a  sorry  sight 

Mach.  There's  one  did  laugh  in's  sleep,  and  one  cried, 
*•  murder  I " 
That  they  did  wake  each  other :  I  stood  and  heard  them : 
But  they  did  say  their  prayers,  and  addressed  them 
Again  to  sleep. 

Lady  M.  There  are  two  lodg'd  together. 

Mach.  One  cried,  "  God  bless  us ! "  and,  "  Amen,"  the  other ; 
As  they  had  seen  me  with  these  hangman's  hands. 
Listening  their  fear,  I  could  not  say  "  Amen," 
When  they  did  say,  "  God  bless  us." 

Lady  M.  Consider  it  not  so  deeply. 

Ma^,  But  wherefore  could  not  I  pronounce  ^' Amenl" 
I  had  most  need  of  blessing,  and  ''  Amen  " 
Stuck  in  my  throat 

Lady  M.  These  deeds  must  not  be  thought 

After  these  ways ;  so,  it  will  make  us  mad. 

Macb.  Methought  I  heard  a  voice  cry,  "  Sleep  no  more ! 
Macbeth  does  murder  sleep," — ^the  innocent  sleep. 
Sleep  that  knits  up  the  ravelPd  sleave  of  care. 
The  death  of  each  day's  life,  sore  labour's  bath, 
Balm  of  hurt  minds,  great  nature's  second  course. 
Chief  nourisher  in  life's  feast, — 

Lady  M.  What  do  you  mean  f 

Macb.  Still  it  cried,  ''  Sleep  no  more  1 "  to  all  the  house : 
^  Glamis  hath  murder'd  sleep,  and  therefore  Cawdor 
Shall  sleep  no  more, — Macbeth  shall  sleep  no  more ! " 

Lady  M,  Who  was  it  that  thus  cried  1    Why,  worthy  thane^. 
You  do  unbend  your  noble  strength,  to  think 
So  brainsickly  of  things. — Go  get  some  water. 
And  wash  this  filthy  witness  firom  your  hand. — 
Why  did  you  bring  these  daggers  from  the  place) 
They  must  lie  there :  go  carry  them ;  and  smear 
The  sleepy  grooms  with  blood 

Macb.  I  '11  go  no  more : 

I  am  afraid  to  think  what  I  have  done ; 
I/x>k  on't  again,  I  dare  not 

Lcuiy  M.  Infirm  of  purpose  I 

Give  me  the  daggers :  the  sleeping,  and  the  dead, 
Are  but  as  pictures :  'tis  the  eye  of  childhood 
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That  fears  a  painted  devil     If  he  do  bleed, 
I  *11  gild  the  faces  of  the  grooms  withal : 
For  it  must  seem  their  guilt  [Exif.    Knocking  heard, 

Macb.  Whence  is  that  knocking? 

How  is 't  with  me,  when  every  noise  appals  me  1 
What  hands  are  here !     Ha  I  they  pluck  out  mine  eyes ! 
Will  all  great  Neptune's  ocean  wash  this  blood 
Clean  from  my  handl    No;  this  my  hand  will  rather 
The  multitudinous  seas  incamardine. 
Making  the  green — one  red. 

Re-enter  Lady  Macbeth. 
Lady  M,  My  hands  are  of  your  colour ;  but  I  shame 

To  wear  a  heart  so  white. — ^Knockif^,^  I  hear  a  knocking 
At  the  south  entry ; — retire  we  to  our  chamber ; 
A  little  water  clears  us  of  this  deed : 
How  easy  is  it,  then !    Your  constancy 
Hath  left  you  unattended. — ^Knockit^?^  Hark !  more  knock- 
ing: 
Get  on  your  night-gown,  lest  occasion  call  us. 
And  show  us  to  be  watchers : — ^be  not  lost 
So  poorly  in  your  thoughts. 
Macb.  To  know  my  deed,  'twere  best  not  know  myself.  [Knocking. 
Wake  Duncan  with  thy  knocking !     I  would  thou  couldst ! 

[Exeunt* 

SCENE  III,— The  Same. 
Knocking  heard.    Enter  a  Porter. 

Porter,  Here's  a  knocking,  indeed  I  If  a  man  were  porter  of 
hell-gate,  he  should  have  old  turning  the  key. — [Knocking,"]  Knock, 
knock,  knock !  Who 's  there,  i'  the  name  of  Beelzebub  9  Here 's  a 
farmer,  that  hanged  himself  on  the  expectation  of  plenty :  come  in 
time;  have  napkins  enough  about  you;  here  you'll  sweat  for't. — 
[Knocking,]  Knock,  knock!  Who's  there,  in  the  other  devil's 
namel — ^'Faith,  here's  an  equivocator,  that  could  swear  in  both 
the  scales  against  either  scale ;  who  committed  treason  enough  for 
God's  sake,  yet  could  not  equivocate  to  heaven :  O,  come  in,  equir 
vocator. — [Knocking,]  Knock,  knock,  knock!  Who's  there i — • 
'Faith,  here's  an  English  tailor  come  hither,  for  stealing  out  of  a 
French  hose:  come  in,  tailor;  here  you  may  roast  your  goose. — 
[Knocking,]  Knock,  knock ;  never  at  quiet !  What  are  you  1 — But 
this  place  is  tOo  cold  for  hell.  I  '11  devil-porter  it  no  farther :  I  had 
thought  to  have  let  in  some  of  all  professions,  that  go  the  primrose 
way  to  the  everlasting  bonfire. — [Knocking,]  Anon,  anon !  I  pray  you, 
remember  the  porter.  [Opens  the  gate. 
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Enter  Macduff  and  Lenox. 

Macd.  Was  it  so  late,  friend,  ere  you  went  to  bed, 
That  you  do  lie  so  late  1 

Port,  Taith,  Sir,  we  were  carousing  till  the  second  cock:  and 
drink,  Sin  is  a  great  provoker  of  three  things. 

Macd,  What  three  things  does  drink  especially  provoke  1 

Port.  Marry,  Sir,  nose-painting,  sleep,  and  urine.  Lechery,  Sir,  it 
provokes,  and  unprovokes ;  it  provokes  the  desire,  but  it  takes  away 
the  performance :  therefore,  much  drink  may  be  said  to  be  an  equi- 
vocator  with  lechery :  it  makes  him,  and  it  mars  him ;  it  sets  him  on, 
and  it  takes  him  off;  it  persuades  him,  and  disheartens  him ;  makes 
him  stand  to,  and  not  stand  to ;  in  conclusion,  equivocates  him  in  a 
sleep,  and,  giving  him  the  lie,  leaves  him. 

Macd,  I  believe,  drink  gave  thee  the  lie  last  night 

Port.  That  it  did,  Sir,  i'  the  very  throat  on  me :  but  I  requited 
him  for  his  lie ;  and,  I  think,  being  too  strong  for  him,  though  he 
took  up  my  legs  sometime,  yet  I  made  a  shift  to  cast  him. 

Macd.  Is  thy  master  stirring  ? — 

Our  knocking  has  awak'd  him ;  here  he  comes. 

Enter  Macbeth. 

Len.  Good  morrow,  noble  Sir. 

Macb.  Good  morrow,  both. 

Afacd.  Is  the  king  stirring,  worthy  thane  % 

Macb.  Not  yet 

Macd.  He  did  command  me  to  call  timely  on  him : 

I  have  almost  slipp'd  the  hour. 
Macb.  I  '11  bring  you  to  him. 

Macd,  I  know  this  is  a  joyful  trouble  to  you ; 

But  yet  *tis  one. 
Macb.  The  labour  we  delight  in  physics  pain. 

This  is  the  door. 
Macd.  I  '11  make  so  bold  to  call, 

For  'tis  my  limited  service.  [JSxit. 

Len.  Goes  the  king  hence  to-day  % 

Macb.  He  does : — he  did  appoint  so. 

Lau  The  night  has  been  unruly :  where  we  lay. 

Our  chimneys  were  blown  down ;  and',  as  they  say, 

Lamentings  heard  i'  the  air ;  strange  screams  of  death ; 

And  prophesying,  with  accents  terrible, 

Of  dire  combustion,  and  confus'd  events. 

New  hatch'd  to  the  woful  time :  the  obscure  bird 

Clamour'd  the  livelong  night :  some  say,  the  earth 

Was  feverous,  and  did  shake. 
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Macb.  'Twas  a  rough  night 

Len.  My  young  remembrance  cannot  parallel 

A  fellow  to  it 

Re-enter  Macduff. 

Macd,  O  horror !  horror !  horror  1    Tongue  nor  heart 
Cannot  conceive,  nor  name  thee ! 

Macb,  Len,  What's  the  matter  1 

Macd,  Confusion  now  hath  made  his  master-piece ! 
Most  sacrilegious  murder  hath  broke  ope 
The  Lord's  anointed  temple,  and  stole  thence 
The  life  o'  the  building  1 

Macb.  What  is't  you  say?  the  life? 

Lcn.  Mean  you  his  majesty  9 

Macd.  Approach  the  chamber,  and  destroy  your  sight 

With  a  new  Gorgon :— do  not  bid  me  speak ; 

See,  and  then  speak  yourselves. — 

[Exeunt  Macbeth  and  Lenox. 

Awake,  awake ! — 

Ring  the  alarum-bell : — murder  and  treason ! — 

Banquo  and  Donalbain !  Malcolm !  awake ! 

Shake  ofif  this  downy  sleep,  death's  counterfeit, 

And  look  on  death  itself!  up,  up,  and  see 

The  great  doom's  image !    Malcolm !  Banquo ! 

As  from  your  graves  rise  up,  and  walk  like  sprites 

To  countenance  this  horror  1     Ring  the  belL 

[Aiarum-bcli  rings. 
Enter  Lady  Macbeth. 

Lcuiy  M,  What's  the  business. 
That  such  a  hideous  trumpet  calls  to  parley 
The  sleepers  of  the  house )  speak,  speak  1 

Macd,  O  gentle  lady, 

'Tis  not  for  you  to  hear  what  I  can  speak : 
The  repetition,  in  a  woman's  ear, 
Would  murder  as  it  fell — 

Enter  Banquo. 

O  Banquo,  Banquo, 
Our  royal  master's  murder'd  I 

Lady  M.  Woe,  alas  I 

What,  in  our  house? 

Ban,  Too  cruel,  anywhere. — 

Dear  Duff,  I  pr'ythee,  contradict  thyself. 
And  say  it  is  not  so. 

Re-enter  Macbeth  and  Lenox. 
Macb,  Had  I  but  died  an  hour  before  this  chance. 


SCEHE  III.]  MACBETH.  2 

I  had  liv'd  a  blessed  time ;  for,  from  this  instant, 
There's  notliing  serious  in  mortality : 
All  is  but  toys :  renown  and  grace  is  dead ; 
The  wine  of  life  is  drawn,  and  the  mere  lees 
Is  left  this  vault  to  brag  of. 

£n/gr  Malcolm  and  Donalbaik. 

Don,  What  is  amiss  ? 

Macd.  You  are,  and  do  not  know 't  2 

The  spring,  the  head,  the  fountain  of  your  blood 
Is  stopp'd, — the  very  source  of  it  is  stopped. 

Afacd.  Your  royal  father's  murder'd. 

Afa/,  O,  by  whom  ? 

Zm.  Those  of  his  chamber,  as  it  seem'd,  had  done 't : 
Their  hands  and  faces  were  all  badg'd  with  blood ; 
So  were  their  daggers,  which,  unwip'd,  we  found 
Upon  their  pillows :  they  star'd,  and  were  distracted, 
No  man's  life  was  to  be  trusted  with  them. 

A£a^d,  O,  yet  I  do  repent  me  of  my  fury. 
That  I  did  kill  them. 

Mud.  Wherefore  did  you  sol 

Macd.  Who  can  be  wise,  amaz'd,  temperate  and  furious, 
Loyal  and  neutral,  in  a  moment  ?    No  man : 
The  expedition  of  my  violent  love 
Outran  the  pauser  reason.     Here  lay  Duncan, 
His  silver  skin  lac'd  with  his  golden  blood ; 
And  his  gash'd  stabs  look'd  like  a  breach  in  nature, 
For  ruin's  wasteful  entrance :  there,  the  murderers, 
Steep'd  in  the  colours  of  their  trade,  their  daggers 
Unmannerly  breech'd  with  gore :  who  could  refrain, 
That  had  a  heart  to  love,  and  in  that  heart 
Courage  to  make  his  love  known  1 

Lady  M,  Help  me  hence,  ho  I 

Macd,  Look  to  the  lady. 

Mai.  [Aside  to  Don.]  Why  do  we  hold  our  tongues. 

That  most  may  claim  this  argument  for  ours  1 

Don,  [Aside  to  Mal.]  What  should  be  spoken 
Here,  Where  our  fate,  hid  in  an  auger-hole. 
May  rush,  and  seize  us  ?    Let 's  away :  our  tears 
Are  not  yet  brew'd. 

Mal,  [Aside  to  Don.]  Nor  our  strong  sorrow 
Upon  the  foot  of  motion. 

£an.  Look  to  the  lady : — 

[Lady  Macbeth  is  carried  out. 
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And  when  we  have  our  naked  frailties  hid, 

That  suffer  in  exposure,  let  us  meet, 

And  question  this  most  bloody  piece  of  work. 

To  know  it  farther.     Fears  and  scruples  shake  us : 

In  the  great  hand  of  God  I  stand ;  and  thence. 

Against  the  undivulg'd  pretence  I  fight 

Of  treasonous  malice. 

Macd.  And  so  do  I. 

AU.  So  aU. 

Macb.  Let's  briefly  put  on  manly  readiness, 
And  meet  i'  the  hall  together. 

AU.  Well  contended. 

\Exeunt  all  but  Mal.  and  Don. 

Mai,  What  will  you  do?    Let's  not  consort  with  them : 
To  show  an  unfelt  sorrow  is  an  office 
Which  the  false  man  does  easy.     I  '11  to  England. 

Don,  To  Ireland,  I ;  our  separated  fortune 
Shall  keep  us  both  the  safer :  where  we  are, 
There's  daggers  in  men's  smiles :  the  near  in  blood, 
The  nearer  bloody. 

Mal,  This  murderous  shafl  that 's  shot 

Hath  not  yet  lighted ;  and  our  safest  way 
Is  to  avoid  the  aim.     Therefore,  to  horse ; 
And  let  us  not  be  dainty  of  leave-taking, 
But  shift  away :  there 's  warrant  in  that  theft 
Which  steals  itself,  when  there's  no  mercy  left  \ExeunL 


SCENE  IV.— Inverness.     Without  the  Castle. 

Enter  RossE  and  an  Old  Man. 

Old  M,  Threescore  and  ten  I  can  remember  well : 
Within  the  volume  of  which  time  I  have  seen 
Hours  dreadful,  and  things  strange ;  but  this  sore  night 
Hath  trifled  former  knowings. 

Rosse,  Ah,  good  father. 

Thou  seest,  the  heavens,  as  troubled  with  man's  act. 
Threaten  his  bloody  stage :  by  the  clock,  'tis  day, 
And  yet  dark  night  strangles  the  travelling  lamp : 
Is 't  night's  predominance,  or  the  day's  shame. 
That  darkness  does  the  face  of  earth  entomb. 
When  living  light  should  kiss  iti 

Old  M,  'Tis  unnatural, 

Even  like  the  deed  that 's  done.     On  Tuesday  last, 
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A  falcon,  towering  in  her  pride  of  place, 
Was  by  a  mousing  owl  hawk'd  at,  and  kill'd. 

Rosse.  And  Duncan's  horses,  (a  thing  most  strange  and  cer- 
Beauteous  and  swifl,  the  minions  of  their  race,  [tain,) 

Tum'd  wild  in  nature,  broke  their  stalls,  flung  out, 
Contending  'gainst  obedience,  as  they  would 
Make  war  with  mankind. 

Old  M.  'Tis  said,  they  eat  each  other. 

Rosse,  They  did  so, — to  th'  amazement  of  mine  eyes, 
That  looked  upon't — Here  comes  the  good  Macduff. 

Enter  Macduff. 
How  goes  the  world.  Sir,  now] 

Macd.  Why,  see  you  noti 

Rosse,  Is't  known  who  did  this  more  than  bloody  deedl 

Macd.  Those  that  Macbeth  hath  slain. 

Rosse.  Alas,  the  day ! 

What  good  could  they  pretend  1 

Macd.  They  were  subom'd : 

Malcolm  and  Donalbain,  the  king's  two  sons. 
Are  stol'n  away  and  fled ;  which  puts  upon  them 
Suspicion  of  the  deed. 

Rosse.  'Gainst  nature  still : 

Thriftless  ambition,  that  wilt  ravin  up 
Thine  own  life's  means ! — Then,  'tis  most  like, 
The  sovereignty  will  fall  upon  Macbeth. 

Macd.  He  is  already  nam'd ;  and  gone  to  Scone 
To  be  invested. 

Rosse.  Where  is  Duncan's  body? 

Macd.  Carried  to  Colme-kill, 
The  sacred  store-house  of  his  predecessors. 
And  guardian  of  their  bones. 

Rosse.  Will  you  to  Scone? 

Macd.  No,  cousin,.  I '11  to  Fife. 

Rosse.  Well,  I  will  thither. 

Macd.  Well,  may  you  see  things  well  done  there, — adieu, — 
Lest  our  old  robes  sit  easier  than  our  new ! 

Rosse.  Farewell,  father. 

Old  M.  God's  benison  go  with  you ;  and  with  those 
That  would  make  good  of  bad,  and  friends  of  foes !       \ExeunL 
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ACT  III. 
SCENE  I.— Fores.    A  Room  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  Banquo. 

Ban.  Thou  hast  it  now, — King,  Cawdor,  Glamis,  all, 
As  the  weird  women  promised ;  and,  I  fear, 
Thou  play'dst  most  foully  for 't :  yet  it  was  said, 
It  should  not  stand  in  thy  posterity ; 
But  that  myself  should  be  the  root  and  father 
Of  many  kings.     If  there  come  truth  from  them, 
(As  upon  thee,  Macbeth,  their  speeches  shine,) 
Why,  by  the  verities  on  thee  made  good, 
May  they  not  be  my  oracles  as  well. 
And  set  me  up  in  hope  1    But,  hush ;  no  more. 

Sinnet  sounded.    Enter  Macbeth,  as  King;  Lady  Macbeth,  as  Queen; 
Lenox,  Rosse,  Lords,  Indies,  an^/ Attendants. 

Macb.  Here's  our  chief  guest 

Lady  M,  If  he  had  been  forgotten, 

It  had  been  as  a  gap  in  our  great  feast, 
And  all-thing  unbecoming. 

Macb,  To-night  we  hold  a  solemn  supper,  Sir, 
And  I  '11  request  your  presence. 

Ban.  Let  your  highness 

Command  upon  me ;  to  the  which  my  duties 
Are  with  a  most  indissoluble  tie 
For  ever  knit 

Macb.  Ride  you  this  afternoon  1 

Ban.  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

Macb.  We  should  have  else  desifd  your  good  advice 
(Which  still  hath  been  both  grave  and  prosperous) 
In  this  day's  council ;  but  we  '11  take  to-morrow. 
Is  *t  far  you  ride  ? 

Ban.  As  far,  my  lord,  as  will  fill  up  the  time 
Twixt  this  and  supper :  go  not  my  horse  the  better, 
I  must  become  a  borrower  of  the  night 
For  a  dark  hour,  or  twain. 

Macb.  Fail  not  our  feast 

Ban.  My  lord,  I  will  not 

Macb.  We  hear,  our  bloody  cousins  are  bestowed 
In  England,  and  in  Ireland ;  not  confessing 
Their  cruel  parricide,  filling  their  hearers 
With  strange  invention :  but  of  that  to-morrow ; 


ic»NE  I.]  MACBETH.  2  ^ 

When,  therewithal,  we  shall  have  cause  of  state 
Craving  us  jointly.     Hie  you  to  horse :  adieu, 
Till  you  return  at  night    Goes  Fleance  with  you 

Ban.  Ay,  my  good  lord :  our  time  does  call  upon  us. 

Macb,  I  wish  your  horses  swift,  and  sure  of  foot ; 
And  so  I  do  commend  you  to  their  backs. 
Farewell —  \Exit  BANQua 

Let  every  man  be  master  of  his  time 
Till  seven  at  night :  to  make  society 
The  sweeter  welcome,  we  will  keep  ourself 
Till  supper-time  alone :  while  then,  God  be  with  you ! 

\Exmnt  Lady  Macbeth,  Lords,  Ladies,  d^r. 
Sirrah,  a  word  with  you:  attend  those  men 
Our  pleasure] 

Aiten,  They  are,  my  lord,  without  the  palace  gate. 

Mach.  Bring  them  before  us. — \Exit  Atten.]  To  be  thus  is 
But  to  be  safely  thus :— our  fears  in  Banquo  [nothing  \ 

Stick  deep ;  and  in  his  royalty  of  nature 
Reigns  that  which  would  be  fear'd :  'tis  much  he  dares ; 
And,  to  that  dauntless  temper  of  his  mind. 
He  hath  a  wisdom  that  doth  guide  his  valour 
To  act  in  safety.     There  is  none  but  he 
Whose  being  I  do  fear :  and,  under  him. 
My  Genius  is  rebuked ;  as,  it  is  said, 
Mark  Antony's  was  by  Caesar.     He  chid  the  sisters, 
When  first  they  put  the  name  of  King  upon  me, 
And  bade  them  speak  to  him ;  then,  prophet-like 
They  hail'd  him  father  to  a  line  of  kings : 
Upon  my  head  they  plac'd  a  fruitless  crown. 
And  put  a  barren  sceptre  in  my  gripe. 
Thence  to  be  wrench'd  with  an  unlineal  hand. 
No  son  of  mine  succeeding.     If 't  be  so. 
For  Banquo's  issue  have  I  fiFd  my  mind; 
For  them  the  gracious  Duncan  have  I  murder'd; 
Put  rancours  in  the  vessel  of  my  peace 
Only  for  them ;  and  mine  eternal  jewel 
Given  to  the  common  enemy  of  man, 
To  make  them  kings,  the  seed  of  Banquo  kings! 
Rather  than  so,  come,  fate,  into  the  list. 
And  champion  me  to  the  utterance! — Who's  there? 

Reenter  Attendant,  with  two  Murderers, 

Now  go  to  the  door,  and  stay  there  till  we  call 

[Exit  Attendant 
Was  it  not  yesterday  we  spoke  together? 


28  MACBETH.  [act  in. 

I  Mur.  It  was,  so  please  your  highness. 

Macb,  Well  then,  now 

Have  you  considered  of  my  speeches?    Know, 
That  it  was  he,  in  the  times  past,  which  held  you 
So  under  fortune;  which  you  thought  had  been 
Our  innocent  self:  this  I  made  good  to  you 
In  our  last  conference,  pass'd  in  probation  with  you. 
How  you  were  borne  in  hand,  how  cross'd,  the  instruments 
Who  wrought  with  them,  and  all  things  else  that  might. 
To  half  a  soul,  and  to  a  notion  craz'd, 
Say,  "  Thus  did  Banquo." 

I  Mur.  You  made  it  known  to  us 

Macb,  I  did  so;  and  went  farther,  which  is  now 
Our  point  of  second  meeting.     Do  you  find 
Your  patience  so  predominant  in  your  nature, 
That  you  can  let  this  go?    Are  you  so  gospell'd. 
To  pray  for  this  good  man,  and  for  his  issue. 
Whose  heavy  hand  hath  bow^d  you  to  the  grave, 
And  beggared  yours  for  ever? 

1  MuK  We  are  men,  my  liege. 
Macb,  Ay,  in  the  catalogue  ye  go  for  men, 

As  hounds,  and  grey-hounds,  mongrels,  spaniels,  ciu:s, 
Shoughs,  water-rugs,  and  demi-wolves,  are  clepfed 
All  by  the  name  of  dogs:  the  valu'd  file 
distinguishes  the  swifl,  the  slow,  the  subtle. 
The  house-keeper,  the  hunter,  every  one 
According  to  the  gift  which  bounteous  nature 
Hath  in  him  clos'd;  whereby  he  does  receive 
Particular  addition,  from  the  bill 
That  writes  them  all  alike:  and  so  of  men. 
Now,  if  you  have  a  station  in  the  file. 
Not  i'  the  worst  rank  of  manhood,  say  it; 
And  I  will  put  that  business  in  yoiu:  bosoms. 
Whose  execution  takes  your  enemy  off; 
Grapples  you  to  the  heart  and  love  of  us, 
Who  wear  our  health  but  sickly  in  his  life, 
Which  in  his  death  were  perfect 

2  Mur,  I  am  one,  my  liege> 
Whom  the  vile  blows  and  buffets  of  the  world 

Have  so  incensed,  that  I  am  reckless  what 
I  do  to  spite  the  world. 

I  Mur,  And  I  another, 

So  weary  with  disasters,  tugg'd  with  fortune. 
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That  I  would  set  my  life  on  any  chance, 
To  mend  it,  or  be  rid  on't 

Macb,  Both  of  you 

Know  Banquo  was  your  enemy. 

2  Mur,  True,  my  lord. 

Mach,  So  is  he  mine;  and  in  such  bloody  distance, 
That  every  minute  of  his  being  thrusts 
Against  my  nearest  of  life:  and  though  I  could 
With  bare-fac'd  power  sweep  him  from  my  sight, 
And  bid  my  will  avouch  it,  yet  I  must  not. 
For  certain  friends  that  are  both  his  and  mine, 
Whose  loves  I  may  not  drop,  but  wail  his  fall 
Whom  I  myself  struck  down :  and  thence  it  is, 
That  I  to  your  assistance  do  make  love; 
Masking  the  business  from  the  common  eye 
For  sundry  weighty  reasons. 

2  Mur.  We  shall,  my  lord. 

Perform  what  you  command  us. 

1  Mur,  Though  our  lives — 

Macb,  Your  spirits  shine  through  you.     Within  this  hoar,  at 
most, 
I  will  advise  you  where  to  plant  yourselves; 
Acquaint  you  with  the  perfect  spy  o'  the  time. 
The  moment  on't;  for't  must  be  done  to-night. 
And  something  from  the  palace;  always  thought. 
That  I  require  a  clearness :  and  with  him, 
(To  leave  no  rubs  nor  botches  in  the  work,) 
Fleance  his  son,  that  keeps  him  company. 
Whose  absence  is  no  less  material  to  me 
Than  is  his  father's,  must  embrace  the  fate 
Of  that  dark  hour.     Resolve  yourselves  apart: 
I  '11  come  to  you  anon. 

2  Mur^  We  are  resolv'd,  my  lord. 
Macb,  I'll  call  upon  you  straight:  abide  within. 

\Eouuni  Murderers. 
It  is  concluded: — Banquo,  thy  soul's  flight. 
If  it  find  heaven,  must  find  it  out  to-night.  \Exit 

Scene  II. — Fores.    AnotJier  Room  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  Lady  Macbeth  and  a  Servant 
Lady  M.  Is  Banquo  gone  from  court? 
Serv.  Ay,  Madam,  but  returns  again  to-night 
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Lady  M,  Say  to  the  king,  I  would  attend  his  leisure 
For  a  few  words. 

Serv.  Madam,  I  will  \ExiL 

Lady  M.  Naught 's  had,  all 's  spent. 

Where  our  desire  is  got  without  content: 
'Tis  safer  to  be  that  which  we  destroy, 
Than,  by  destruction,  dwell  in  doubtful  joy. 

Enter  Macbeth. 
How  now,  my  lord !  why  do  you  keep  alone, 
Of  sorriest  fancies  your  companions  making; 
Using  those  thoughts,  which  should  indeed  have  died 
With  them  they  think  on?    Things  without  all  remedy, 
Should  be  without  regard :  what 's  done,  is  done. 

Mach,  We  have  scotch'd  the  snake,  not  kilFd  it : 
She'll  close,  and  be  herself;  whilst  our  poor  malice 
Remains  in  danger  of  her  former  tooth. 
But  let  the  frame  of  things  disjoint, 
Both  the  worlds  suffer. 
Ere  we  will  eat  our  meal  in  fear,  and  sleep 
In  the  affliction  of  these  terrible  dreams. 
That  shake  us  nightly:  better  be  with  the  dead. 
Whom  we,  to  gain  our  peace,  have  sent  to  peace. 
Than  on  the  torture  of  the  mind  to  lie 
In  restless  ecstacy.     Duncan  is  in  his  grave; 
After  life's  fitful  fever,  he  sleeps  well; 
Treason  has  done  his  worst:  nor  steel,  nor  poison, 
Malice  domestic,  foreign  levy,  nothing. 
Can  touch  him  farther. 

Lady  M,  Come  on; 

Gentle  my  lord,  sleek  o'er  your  rugged  looks; 
Be  bright  and  jovial  among  your  guests  to-night 

Macb,  So  shall  I,  love ;  and  so,  I  pray,  be  you : 
Let  your  remembrance  apply  to  Banquo; 
Present  him  eminence,  both  with  eye  and  tongue : 
Unsafe  the  while,  that  we 

Must  lave  our  honours  in  these  flattering  streams ; 
And  make  our  faces  vizards  to  our  hearts, 
Disguising  what  they  are. 

Lady  M.  You  must  leave  this. 

Macb.  O,  full  of  scorpions  is  my  mind,  dear  wife ! 
Thou  know'st  that  Banquo,  and  his  Fleance,  live. 

Lady  M,  But  in  them  nature's  copy's  not  eteme. 

Macb.  There 's  comfort  yet ;  they  are  assailable  ; 
Then  be  thou  jocund :  ere  the  bat  hath  flown 
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His  cloister'd  flight ;  ere^  to  black  Hecate's  summons^ 
The  shard-borne  beetle,  with  his  drowsy  hums, 
Hath  rung  night's  3rawning  peal,  there  shall  be  done 
A  deed  of  dreadful  note. 

Lady  M.  What 's  to  be  done  1 

Mach,  Be  innocent  of  the  knowledge,  dearest  chuck^ 
Till  thou  applaud  the  deed. — Come,  seeling  night, 
Scarf  up  the  tender  eye  of  pitiful  day  \ 
And  with  tl^y  bloody  and  invisible  hand, 
Cancel,  and  tear  to  pieces  that  great  bond 
Which  keeps  me  pale ! — Light  thickens;  and  the  crow 
Makes  wing  to  the  rooky  wood : 
Good  things  of  day  begin  to  droop  and  drowse ; 
Whiles  night's  black  agents  to  their  preys  do  rouse. — 
Thou  marvell'st  at  my  words :  but  hold  thee  still ; 
Things,  bad  begun,  make  strong  themselves  by  ill : 
So,  pr'ythee,  go  with  me.  \Exeunt, 

SCENE  III. — Fores.    A  Parky  with  a  path  leading  to  the  Palace  gate. 

Enter  three  Murderers. 

1  Mur,  But  who  did  bid  thee  join  \i4th  us  1 

3  Mur.  Macbeth. 

2  Mur.  He  needs  not  our  mistrust ;  since  he  delivers 
Our  offices,  and  what  we  have  to  do, 

To  the  direction  just 

1  Mur,  Then  stand  with  us. 
The  west  yet  glimmers  with  some  streaks  of  day : 
Now  spurs  the  lated  traveller  apace, 

To  gain  the  timely  inn ;  and  near  approaches 
The  subject  of  our  watch. 

3  Mur.  Hark  I  I  hear  horses. 
Ban,  [  Within,']  Give  us  a  light  there,  ho ! 

2  Mur  Then,  'tis  he :  the  resi 
That  are  within  the  note  of  expectation 

Already  are  i'  the  court 

1  Mur,  His  horses  go  about 

3  Mur  Almost  a  mile :  but  he  does  usually, 
So  all  men  do,  from  hence  to  the  palace  gate 
Make  it  their  walk. 

2  Mur.  A  light,  a  light  1 

3  Mur.  Tis  he. 
I  Mur.  Stand  to 't 

Enter  Banquo  and  Flbance,  with  a  torch. 
Ban.  It  will  be  rain  to-night 
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I  MuK  Let  it  come  down. 

{Assaults  Banquo. 
Ban,  O,  treachery ! — Fly,  good  Fleance,  fly,  fly,  fly  I 
Thou  mayst  revenge. — O  slave  I 

\pics,    Fleance  escapes, 
3  Mur.  Who  did  strike  out  the  light? 

1  Mur,  Was't  not  the  way? 
3  Mur.  There 's  but  one  down  \  the  son  is  fled. 

2  Mur.  We  have  lost  best  half  of  our  affair. 

I  Mur.  Well,  let 's  away,  and  say  how  much  is  done. 

\Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV.— Fores.     A  Room  of  State  in  the  Palace. 

A  banquet  prepared.    Enter  Macbeth,  Lady  Macbeth,  Rosse,  Lenox, 

Lords,  tfffi/ Attendants. 

Macb.  You  know  your  own  degrees,  sit  down :  at  first 
And  last,  the  hearty  welcome. 

Lords.  Thanks  to  your  majesty. 

Mcub.  Ourself  will  mingle  with  society. 
And  play  the  humble  host. 
Our  hostess  keeps  her  state ;  but,  in  best  time. 
We  will  require  her  welcome. 

Lady  M.  Pronounce  it  for  me,  Sir,  to  all  our  friends ; 
For  my  heart  speaks,  tJiey  are  welcome. 

Mcu:h.  See,  they  encounter  thee  with  their  hearts'  thanks. — 
Both  sides  are  even :  here  I  '11  sit  i'  the  midst : 

Enter  first  Murderer,  to  the  door. 

Be  large  in  mirth ;  anon,  we  '11  drink  a  measure 
The  table  round. — There 's  blood  upon  thy  face. 

Mur.  'Tis  Banquo's  then. 

Mach.  Tis  better  thee  without,  than  he  within. 
Is  he  despatch'd  ? ' 

Mur.  My  lord,  his  throat  is  cut ;  that  I  did  for  him. 

Mach.  Thou  art  the  best  o'  the  cut-throats :  yet  he 's  good 
That  did  the  like  for  Fleance :  if  thou  didst  it. 
Thou  art  the  nonpareil. 

Mur,  Most  royal  Sir, 

Fleance  is  'scap'd. 

Mcub.  Then  comes  my  fit  again :  I  had  else  been  perfect ; 
Whole  as  the  marble,  founded  as  the  rock ; 
As  broad  and  general  as  the  casing  air : 
But  now,  I  am  cabin'd,  cribb'd,  confin'd,  bound  in 
To  saucy  doubts  and  fears.— But  Banquo 's  safe  1 
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Mur.  Ay,  my  good  lord :  safe  in  a  ditch  he  bides, 
With  twenty  trenchfed  gashes  on  his  head ; 
The  least  a  death  to  nature. 

Macb,  Thanks  for  that. — 

There  the  grown  serpent  lies :  the  worm,  that's  fled, 
Hath  nature  that  in  time  will  venom  breed, 
No  teeth  for  the  present. — Get  thee  gone ;  to-morrow 
We  '11  hear,  ourselves,  again.  [Exit  Murderer. 

Lady  M,  My  royal  lord. 

You  do  not  give  the  cheer :  the  feast  is  sold 
That  is  not  often  vouch'd,  while  'tis  a  making, 
*Tis  given  with  welcome.     To  feed,  were  best  at  home ; 
From  thence,  the  sauce  to  meat  is  ceremony, — 
Meeting  were  bare  without  it 

Macb,  Sweet  remembrancer ! — 

Now,  good  digestion  wait  on  appetite, 
And  health  on  both  1 

Len.  May  it  please  your  highness  sit  ? 

\The  Ghost  of  BKsqvo  appears^  and  sits  in  Macbeth's 
place. 

Macb,  Here  had  we  now  our  country's  honour  roofd. 
Were  the  grac'd  person  of  our  Banquo  present ; 
Who  may  I  rather  challenge  for  unkindness. 
Than  pity  for  mischance  1 

Rosse,  His  absence,  Sir, 

Lays  blame  upon  his  promise.     Please  it  your  highness 
To  grace  us  with  your  royal  company? 

Macb.  The  table 's  full 

Len.  Here  is  a  place  reserv'd.  Sir. 

Macb,  Where? 

Len,    Here,  my  good  lord.      What  is't  that  moves  your 
highness? 

Mcub,  Which  of  you  have  done  this  ? 

Lurds,  What,  my  good  lord  ? 

Mcub,  Thou  canst  not  say  I  did  it :  never  shake 
Thy  gory  locks  at  me. 

Rosse,  Gentlemen,  rise ;  his  highness  is  not  welL 

Lady  M,  Sit,  worthy  friends : — ^my  lord  is  often  thus, 
And  hath  been  from  his  youth :  pray  you,  keep  seat ; 
The  fit  is  momentary ;  upon  a  thought 
He  will  again  be  well :  if  much  you  note  him, 
You  shall  ofifend  him,  and  extend  his  passion : 
Feed,  and  regard  him  not. — Are  you  a  man? 

VOL.  IV.  c 
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Mctcb.  Ay,  and  a  bold  one,  that  dare  look  on  that 
Which  might  appal  the  devil 

Lady  M,  O  proper  stuff! 

This  is  the  very  painting  of  your  fear : 
This  is  the  air-drawn  dagger,  which,  you  said, 
Led  you  to  Duncan.     O,  these  flaws  and  starts 
(Impostors  to  true  fear)  would  well  become 
A  woman's  story  at  a  winter's  fire, 
Authorized  by  her  grandam.     Shame  itself! 
Why  do  you  make  such  faces?    When  all's  done. 
You  look  but  on  a  stooL 

Macb.    Preythee,  see  there!    behold!   look!    lo!   how  say 
you?— 
Why,  what  care  I  ?    If  thou  canst  nod,  speak  too.— 
If  charnel-houses,  and  our  graves,  must  send 
Those  that  we  bury  back,  our  monimients 
Shall  be  the  maws  of  kites.  [^Ghost  disapptars. 

Lady  M,  What,  quite  unmanned  in  folly '* 

Macb,  If  I  stand  here,  I  saw  him. 

Lady  M,  Fie,  for  shame ! 

Macb,  Blood  hath  been  shed  ere  now,  i'  th'  olden  time, 
Ere  human  statute  purg'd  the  gentle  weal ; 
Ay,  and  since  too,  murders  have  been  performed 
Too  terrible  for  the  ear :  the  times  have  been, 
That,  when  the  brains  were  out,  the  man  would  die, 
And  there  an  end ;  but  now,  they  rise  again. 
With  twenty  mortal  murders  on  their  crowns, 
And  push  us  from  our  stools :  this  is  more  strange 
Than  such  a  murder  is. 

Lady  M.  My  worthy  lord, 

four  noble  fiiends  do  lack  you. 

Macb,  I  do  foiget : — 

Do  not  muse  at  me,  my  most  worthy  friends ; 
I  have  a  strange  infirmity,  which  is  nothing 
To  those  that  know  me.     Come,  love  and  health  to  all  j 
Then,  I  '11  sit  down. — Give  me  some  wine,  fill  fiilL— 
I  drink  to  the  general  joy  of  the  whole  table. 
And  to  our  dear  fiiend  Banquo,  whom  we  miss ; 
Would  he  were  here !  to  all,  and  him,  we  thirs^ 
And  all  to  all 

Lords,  Our  duties,  and  the  pledge. 

Ghost  re^appears, 

Macb,  Avaunt !  and  quit  my  sight !    Let  the  earth  hide  thee  J 
Thy  bones  are  marrowless,  thy  blood  is  cold  j 
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Thou  hast  no  speculation  in  those  eyes 
Which  thou  dost  glare  with. 

Lady  M,  Think  of  this,  good  peers. 

But  as  a  thing  of  custom :  'tis  no  other ; 
Only  it  spoils  the  pleasure  of  the  time. 

Afacb.  What  man  dare,  I  dare : 
Approach  thou  like  the  rugged  Russian  bear, 
The  arm'd  rhinoceros,  or  the  Hyrcan  tiger ; 
Take  any  shape  but  that,  and  my  firm  nerves 
Shall  never  tremble :  or  be  alive  again, 
And  dare  me  to  the  desert  with  thy  sword ; 
If  trembling  I  inhabit  then,  protest  me 
The  baby  of  a  girL    Hence,  horrible  shadow ! 
Unreal  mockery,  hence ! —  [Ghost  disappears. 

Why,  so ; — ^being  gone, 
I  am  a  man  again. — ^Pray  you,  sit  still. 

Lady  M.   You  have  displac'd  the  mirth,  broke  the  good 
meeting, 
With  most  admir'd  disorder. 

Afadf,  Can  such  things  be. 

And  overcome  us  like  a  summer's  cloud, 
Without  our  special  wonder?    You  make  me  strange 
Even  to  the  disposition  that  I  owe, 
When  now  I  think  you  can  behold  such  sights, 
And  keep  the  natural  ruby  of  your  cheeks, 
When  mine  are  blanch'd  with  fear. 

Rosse.  What  sights,  my  lord  ? 

Lady  M,  I  pray  you,  speak  not ;  he  grows  worse  and  worse ; 
Question  enrages  him :  at  once,  good  night : — 
Stand  not  upon  the  order  of  your  going. 
But  go  at  once. 

Len,  Good  night ;  and  better  health 

Attend  his  majesty  I 

Lxuly  M,  A  kind  good  night  to  all ! 

\Exeunt  aU  except  Macbeth  and  Lady  Macbeth. 

Macb,  It  will  have  blood ;  they  say,  blood  will  have  blood : 
Stones  have  been  known  to  move,  and  trees  to  speak ; 
Augurs,  and  understood  relations,  have 
By  magot-pies,  and  choughs,  and  rooks,  brought  forth 
The  secret'st  man  of  blood. — ^What  is  the  night  1 

Lady  M,  Almost  at  odds  with  morning,  which  is  which. 

Macb,  How  sa/st  thou,  that  Macduflf  denies  his  person 
At  our  great  bidding? 

Lady  M,  Did  you  send  to  him,  Sir? 
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Macb.  I  hear  it  by  the  way ;  but  I  will  send : 
There 's  not  a  one  of  them,  but  in  his  house 
I  keep  a  servant  fee'd.     I  will  to-morrow 
(And  betimes  I  will)  to  the  weird  sisters : 
More  shall  they  speak ;  for  now  I  am  bent  to  know, 
By  the  worst  means,  the  worst    For  mine  own  good. 
Ail  causes  shall  give  way :  I  am  in  blood 
Stept  in  so  far,  that,  should  I  wade  no  more, 
Returning  were  as  tedious  as  go  o'er : 
Strange  things  I  have  in  head,  that  will  to  hand ; 
Which  must  be  acted  ere  they  may  be  scanned. 

Lady  M.  You  lack  the  season  of  all  natures,  sleep. 

Macb,  Come,  we'll  to  sleep.     My  strange  and  self-abuse 
Is  the  initiate  fear,  that  wants  hard  use : — 
We  are  yet  but  young  in  deed.  [Exeunt 


SCENE  Y.—Tke  Heath. 
Thunder.    Enter  the  three  Witches,  meeting  Hecate. 

I  Witch.  Why,  how  now,  Hecate !  you  look  ange:Iy« 
Hec.  Have  I  not  reason,  beldams  as  you  are. 

Saucy  and  overbold  ]    How  did  you  dare 

To  trade  and  traffic  with  Macbeth, 

In  riddles,  and  afifairs  of  death ; 

And  I,  the  mistress  of  your  charms, 

The  close  contriver  of  all  harms. 

Was  never  calFd  to  bear  my  part. 

Or  show  the  glory  of  our  art  % 

And,  which  is  worse,  all  you  have  done 

Hath  been  but  for  a  wayward  son. 

Spiteful  and  wrathful ;  who,  as  others  do^ 

Loves  for  his  own  ends,  not  for  you. 

But  make  amends  now :  get  you  gone, 

And  at  the  pit  of  Acheron 

Meet  me  i'  the  morning :  thither  he 

Will  come  to  know  his  destiny : 

Your  vessels  and  your  spells  provide, 

Your  charms,  and  every  thing  beside. 

I  am  for  the  air ;  this  night  I  '11  spend 

Unto  a  dismal  and  a  fatal  end : 

Great  business  must  be  wrought  ere  noon : 

Upon  the  comer  of  the  moon 

There  hangs  a  vaporous  drop  profound ; 

1 11  catch  it  ere  it  come  to  groimd : 
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And  that,  distill'd  by  magic  sleights. 
Shall  raise  such  artificial  sprites, 
As,  by  the  strength  of  their  illusion, 
Shall  draw  him  on  to  his  confusion : 
He  shall  spurn  fate,  scorn  death,  and  bear 
His  hopes  'bove  wisdom,  grace,  and  fear : 
And,  you  all  know,  security 
Is  mortals'  chiefest  enemy. 

Song  within,  "  Come  away,  come  away,"  &*c- 

Hark !  I  am  call'd ;  my  little  spirit,  see. 

Sits  in  a  foggy  cloud,  and  stays  for  me.  [Exit. 

I    Witch,    Come,  let's  make  haste;    she'll  soon  be  back 

again.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  VI.— Fores.    A  Room  in  the  Palace, 

Enter  Lenox  and  another  Lord. 
Len,  My  former  speeches  have  but  hit  your  thoughts. 
Which  can  interpret  farther :  only,  I  say, 
Things  have  been  strangely  borne.    The  gracious  Duncan 
Was  pitied  of  Macbeth : — marry,  he  was  dead : — 
And  the  right-valiant  Banquo  walk'd  too  late ; 
Whom,  you  may  say,  if 't  please  you,  Fleance  kill'd, 
For  Fleance  fled :  men  must  not  walk  too  late. 
Who  cannot  want  the  thought,  how  monstrous 
It  was  for  Malcolm  and  for  Donalbain 
To  kill  their  gracious  father?  damnM  fact ! 
How  it  did  grieve  Macbeth !  did  he  not  straight. 
In  pious  rage,  the  two  delinquents  tear, 
That  were  the  slaves  of  drink,  and  thralls  of  sleep  1 
Was  not  that  nobly  done  ?    Ay,  and  wisely  too ; 
For  'twould  have  anger'd  any  heart  alive, 
To  hear  the  men  deny't.    So  that,  I  say, 
He  has  borne  all  things  well :  and  I  do  think. 
That,  had  he  Duncan's  sons  under  his  key, 
(As,  an't  please  heaven,  he  shall  not,)  they  should  find 
What  'twere  to  kill  a  father ;  so  should  Fleance. 
But,  peace ! — for  from  broad  words,  and  'cause  he  fail'd 
His  presence  at  the  tyrant's  feast,  I  hear, 
Macduff  lives  in  disgrace :  Sir,  can  you  tell 
Where  he  bestows  himself? 

Lord,  The  son  of  Duncan, 

From  whom  this  tyrant  holds  the  due  of  birth, 
lives  in  the  English  court ;  and  is  receiv'd 
Of  the  most  pious  Edward  with  such  grace, 
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That  the  malevolence  of  fortune  nothing 
Takes  from  his  high  respect :  thither  Macduflf 
Is  gone  to  pray  the  holy  king,  upon  his  aid 
To  wake  Northumberland  and  warlike  Siward : 
That,  by  the  help  of  these,  (with  Him  above 
To  ratify  the  work,)  we  may  again 
Give  to  our  tables  meat,  sleep  to  our  nights ; 
Free  from  our  feasts  and  banquets  bloody  knives ; 
Do  faithful  homage,  and  receive  free  honours ; — 
All  which  we  pine  for  now :  and  this  report 
Hath  so  exasperate  the  king,  that  he 
Prepares  for  some  attempt  of  war. 

Len.  Sent  he  to  Macduff  1 

Lord.  He  did :  and  with  an  absolute,  "  Sir,  not  I," 
The  cloudy  messenger  turns  me  his  back, 
And  hums,  as  who  should  say,  "You'll  rue  the  time 
That  clogs  me  with  this  answer/' 

Ltfu  And  that  well  might 

Advise  him  to  a  caution,  to  hold  what  distance 
His  wisdom  can  provide.    Some  holy  angel 
Fly  to  the  court  of  England,  and  unfold 
His  message  ere  he  come ;  that  a  swift  blessing 
May  soon  return  to  this  our  suffering  country 
Under  a  hand  accurs'd ! 

Lord.  I  '11  send  my  prayers  with  him ! 

\Exeunt. 


muf^ 


ACT  IV. 

SCENE  I. — A  dark  Cave.    In  the  middle^  a  cauldron  boiling* 

Thunder.    Enter  the  three  Witches. 

1  Witch.  Thrice  the  brinded  cat  hath  mew'd. 

2  Witch.  Thrice ;  and  once  the  hedge-pig  whin'4 

3  Witch.  Harper  cries : — 'tis  time,  'tis  time. 

I  Witch.  Round  about  the  cauldron  go ; 
In  the  poison'd  entrails  throw. — 
Toad,  Uiat  under  cold  stone. 
Days  and  nights  has  thirty-one 
Swelter'd  venom  sleeping  got, 
Boil  thou  first  i'  the  charmfed  pot 
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AU,  Double,  double  toil  and  trouble  \ 
Fire,  bum ;  and,  cauldron,  bubble. 

2  Witch.  Fillet  of  a  fenny  snake. 
In  the  cauldron  boil  and  bake ; 
Eye  of  newt,  and  toe  of  frog, 
Wool  of  bat,  and  tongue  of  dog, 
Adder's  fork,  and  blind-worm's  stingy 
Lizard's  leg,  and  owlef  s  wing, — 
For  a  charm  of  powerful  trouble, 
like  a  hell-broth  boil  and  bubble. 

All,  Double,  double  toil  and  trouble ; 
Fire,  bum ;  and,  cauldron,  bubble. 

3  Witch.  Scale  of  dragon ;  tooth  of  wolf; 
Witches'  mummy ;  maw  and  gulf 

Of  the  ravin'd  salt-sea  shark ; 
Root  of  hemlock,  digg'd  i'  the  dark ; 
liver  of  blaspheming  Jew ; 
Gall  of  goat ;  and  slips  of  yew, 
Silver'd  in  the  moon's  eclipse ; 
Nose  of  Turk,  and  Tartar's  lips ; 
Finger  of  birth-strangled  babe, 
Ditch-deliver'd  by  a  drab, — 
Make  the  gmel  thick  and  slab : 
Add  thereto  a  tiger's  chaudron. 
For  the  ingredients  of  our  cauldron. 
AU,  Double,  double  toil  and  trouble ; 
,    Fire,  bum ;  and,  cauldron,  bubble. 

2  Witch,  Cool  it  with  a  baboon's  blood  ; 
Then  the  charm  is  firm  and  good. 

Enter  Hecate. 
Hec.  O,  well  done  I    I  commend  your  paini. 
And  every  one  shall  share  i'  the  gains. 
And  now  about  the  cauldron  sing. 
Like  elves  and  fairies  in  a  ring, 
Enchanting  all  that  you  put  in. 
\Music  and  a  songy  "  Black  spirits,"  6*^.     Exit  Hecati; 
2  Witch.  By  the  pricking  of  my  tiiumbs, 
Something  wicked  this  way  comes : — 
Open,  locks,  whoever  knocks. 

Enter  Macbeth, 
Macb.  How  now,  you  secret,  black,  and  midnight  hags ! 
What  is't  you  dol 

All.  A  deed  without  a  name. 
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Macb,  I  cdnjure  you,  by  that  which  you  profess, 
(Howe'er  you  come  to  know  it,)  answer  me : 
Though  you  untie  the  winds,  and  let  them  fight 
Against  the  churches ;  though  the  yesty  waves 
Confound  and  swallow  navigation  up ; 
Though  bladed  com  be  lodg'd,  and  trees  blown  down  , 
Though  castles  topple  on  their  warders'  heads ; 
Though  palaces  and  pyramids  do  slope 
Their  heads  to  their  foundations  \  though  the  treasure 
Of  nature's  germins  tumble  all  together. 
Even  till  destruction  sicken, — answer  me 
To  what  I  ask  you. 

1  Witch.  Speak. 

2  Witch,  Demand 

3  Witch.  We  '11  answer. 

I  WUch.  Say,  if  thou'dst  rather  hear  it  from  our  mouths, 
Or  from  our  masters'  1 
Macb,  Call  them :  let  me  see  them. 

I  Witch,  Pour  in  sow's  blood,  that  hath  eaten 
Her  nine  farrow ;  grease,  that 's  sweaten 
From  the  murderer^s  gibbet,  throw 
Into  the  flame. 

All,  Come,  high  or  low ; 

Thyself  and  office  deftly  show. 

Thunder^     An  Apparition  of  an  armed  head  rises, 

Mcub,  Tell  me,  thou  unknown  power, — 

I  Witch,  He  knows  thy  thought 

Hear  his  speech,  but  say  thou  naught 

App,  Macbeth  I    Macbeth !    Macbeth !  beware  Macduff ; 
Beware  the  thane  of  Fife. — Dismiss  me : — enough.      {Descends. 

Macb,  Whate'er  thou  art,  for  thy  good  caution  thanks ; 
Thou  hast  harp'd  my  fear  aright : — but  one  word  more, — 

I  Witch,  He  will  not  be  commanded :  here's  another. 
More  potent  than  the  first. 

Thunder.    An  Apparition  of  a  bloody  child  rises. 

App,  Macbeth!     Macbeth!     Macbeth! — 

Macb.  Had  I  three  ears,  I  'd  hear  thee. 

App.  Be  bloody,  bold,  and  resolute ;  laugh  to  scorn 
The  power  of  man,  for  none  of  woman  bom 
Shall  harm  Macbeth.  [Descefids. 

Macb.  Then  live,  Macduff:  what  need  I  fear  of  thee? 
But  yet  I  '11  make  assiu-ance  double  sure. 
And  take  a  bond  of  fate :  thou  shalt  not  live ; 
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That  I  may  tell  pale-hearted  fear  it  lies, 
And  sleep  in  spite  of  thunder. — ^What  is  this, 

Thunder,    An  Apparition  of  a  child  crowned^  with  a  tree  in  his  hand,  nsn. 

That  rises  like  the  issue  of  a  king, 

And  wears  upon  his  baby  brow  the  round 

And  top  of  sovereignty? 

AH,  Listen,  but  speak  not  to  *t. 

Afip.  Be  lion-mettled,  proud ;  and  take  no  care 
Who  chafes,  who  frets,  or  where  conspirers  are : 
Macbeth  shall  never  vanquished  be,  until 
Great  Bimam  wood  to  high  Dunsinane  hill 
Shall  come  against  him.  [Desccruis. 

Macb.'  That  will  never  be : 

Who  can  impress  the  forest ;  bid  the  tree 
Unfix  his  earth-bound  root?  sweet  bodements  !  good ! 
Rebellious  head,  rise  never,  till  the  wood 
Of  Bimam  rise,  and  our  high-plac'd  Macbeth 
Shall  live  the  lease  of  nature,  pay  his  breath 
To  time  and  mortal  custom. — ^Yet  my  heart 
Throbs  to  know  one  thing :  tell  me,  (if  your  art 
Can  tell  so  much,)  shall  Banquo's  issue  ever 
Reign  in  this  kingdom  ? 

AIL  Seek  to  know  no  more. 

Macb,  I  will  be  satisfied  :  deny  me  this, 
And  an  eternal  curse  fall  on  you !     Let  me  know : — 
^Vhy  sinks  that  cauldron?  [Hautboys,']  and  what  noise  is  this? 

1  Witch.  Show! 

2  Witch,  Show! 

3  WiUh.  Show! 

All.  Show  his  eyes,  and  grieve  his  heart ; 
Come  like  shadows,  so  depart 

£ight  Kings  appear^  and  pass  in  order;  the  last  with  a  glass  in  his  hand: 

Banquo  follcwing. 

Macb.  Thou  art  too  like  the  spirit  of  Banquo ;  down  ! 
Thy  crown  does  sear  mine  eyeballs : — and  thy  hair, 
Thou  other  gold-bound  brow,  is  like  the  first  :^ 
A  third  is  like  the  former. — Filthy  hags ! 
Why  do  you  show  me  this? — A  fourth? — Start,  eyes ! — 
What,  will  the  line  stretch  out  till  the  crack  of  doom? — 
Another  yet? — ^A  seventh  ? — I  '11  see  no  more : — 
And  yet  the  eighth  appears,  who  bears  a  glass. 
Which  shows  me  many  more ;  and  some  I  see, 
That  two-fold  balls  and  treble  sceptres  carry ; 
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Horrible  sight ! — Now,  I  see,  'tis  true ; 

For  the  blood-bolter'd  Banquo  smiles  upon  me, 

And  points  at  them  for  his. — What,  is  this  sol 

I  IVifcA.  Ay,  Sir,  all  this  is  so : — ^but  why 
Stands  Macbeth  thus  amazedly  ? — 
Come,  sisters,  cheer  we  up  his  sprites, 
And  show  the  best  of  our  delights : 
I  '11  charm  the  air  to  give  a  sound, 
While  you  perform  your  antic  round ; 
That  this  great  king  may  kindly  say, 
Our  duties  did  his  welcome  pay. 

[Music.     Tke  Witches  dance^  and  then  vanish^ 

Mach.  Where  are  theyl    Gonel — Let  this  pernicious  hour 
Stand  aye  accursed  in  the  calendar ! — 
Come  in  1  without  there  I 

EtiUr  Lenox. 

Len.  What 's  your  grace's  will  ] 

Macb,  Saw  you  the  weird  sisters  1 

Len,  No,  my  lord. 

Macb,  Came  they  not  by  you  ? 

Len.  No,  indeed,  my  lord. 

Macb.  Infected  be  the  air  whereon  they  ride ; 
And  damn'd  all  those  that  trust  them ! — I  did  hear 
The  galloping  of  horse :  who  was 't  came  by] 

Len.  'Tis  two  or  three,  my  lord,  that  bring  you  word, 
Macduff  is  fled  to  England. 

Macb.  Fled  to  England ! 

Len.  Ay,  rtiy  good  lord. 

Mcub.  Time,  thou  anticipat'st  my  dread  exploits : 
The  flighty  purpose  never  is  overtook. 
Unless  the  deed  go  with  it :  from  this  moment. 
The  very  firstlings  of  my  heart  shall  be 
The  firstlings  of  my  hand.    And  even  now. 
To  crown  my  thoughts  with  acts,  be  it  thought  and  done : 
The  castle  of  Macdufl"  I  will  surprise ; 
Seize  upon  Fife ;  give  to  the  edge  o'  the  sword 
His  wife,  his  babes,  and  all  unfortunate  souls 
That  trace  him  in  his  line.     No  boasting  like  a  fool ; 
This  deed  I  '11  do,  before  this  purpose  cool : 
But  no  more  sights ! — ^Where  are  these  gentlemen  % 
Come,  bring  me  where  they  are.  \Exeunt. 
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SCENE  II. — Fife.    A  Room  in  Macduff's  Castle, 

Enter  LADY  Macduff,  Mer  Son,  and  RosSB. 

L,  Macd,  What  had  he  done  to  make  him  fly  the  land? 
Rosse,  You  must  have  patience,  Madam. 
Z.  Macd,  He  had  none  s 

His  flight  was  madness :  when  our  actions  do  not, 
Our  fears  do  make  us  traitors. 

Rosse,  You  know  not 

Whether  it  was  his  wi3dom,  or  his  fear. 

Z.  Macd,  Wisdom !  to  leave  his  wife,  to  leave  his  babes. 
His  mansion,  and  his  titles,  in  a  place 
From  whence  himself  does  fly  1    He  loves  us  not ; 
He  wants  the  natural  touch :  for  the  poor  wren. 
The  most  diminutive  of  birds,  will  fight. 
Her  young  ones  in  her  nest,  against  the  owL 
All  is  the  fear,  and  nothing  is  the  love ; 
As  little  is  the  wisdom,  where  the  flight 
So  runs  against  all  reason. 

Rosse.  My  dearest  coz*, 

I  pray  you,  school  yourself:  but,  for  your  husband, 
He  is  noble,  wise,  judicious,  and  best  knows 
The  fits  o'  the  season.    I  dare  not  speak  much  farther : 
But  cruel  are  the  times,  when  we  are  traitors. 
And  do  not  know  ourselves ;  when  we  hold  rumour 
From  what  we  fear,  yet  know  not  what  we  fear, 
But  float  upon  a  wild  and  violent  sea, 
Each  way  and  move. — I  take  my  leave  of  you : 
Shall  not  be  long  but  I  '11  be  here  again : 
Things  at  the  worst  will  cease,  or  else  climb  upward 
To  what  they  were  before. — My  pretty  cousin. 
Blessing  upon  you  1 

Z.  Mcud.  Fathered  he  is,  and  yet  he 's  fatherless. 

Rosse,  I  am  so  much  a  fool,  should  I  stay  longer. 
It  would  be  my  disgrace,  and  your  discomfort 
I  take  my  leave  at  once.  [Exit 

L,  Macd,  Sirrah,  your  father 's  dead : 

And  what  will  you  do  now?    How  will  you  live? 

Son,  As  birds  do,  mother. 

Z.  Macd,  What,  with  worms  and  flies ) 

Son,  With  what  I  get,  I  mean ;  and  so  do  they. 

Z.  Macd,  Poor  bird  !•  thou  'dst  never  fear  the  net,  nor  lime, 
The  pit-fall,  nor  the  gin. 
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Son.  Why  should  I,  mother?    Poor  birds  they  are  not  set  for. 
My  father  is  not  dead,  for  all  your  saying. 

Z.  Macd.  Yes,  he  is  dead :  how  wilt  thou  do  for  a  father! 

Son,  Nay,  how  will  you  do  for  a  husband  ? 

Z.  Macd.  Why,  I  can  buy  me  twenty  at  any  market 

Son.  Then  you  '11  buy  'em  to  sell  again. 

Z.  Macd.  Thou  speak'st  with  all  thy  wit ; 

And  yet,  i'  faith,  with  wit  enough  for  thee. 

Son,  Was  my  father  a  traitor,  mother? 

Z.  Macd.  Ay,  that  he  was. 

Son.  What  is  a  traitor] 

Z.  Macd.  Why,  one  that  swears  and  lies. 

Son.  And  be  all  traitors  that  do  so  ? 

Z.  Macd.  Every  one  that  does  so  is  a  traitor,  and  must  be  hanged. 

S(m.  And  must  they  all  be  hanged,  that  swear  and  lie  ? 

Z.  Macd.  Every  one. 

Son.  Who  must  hang  them  1 

Z.  Macd.  Why,  the  honest  men. 

Son.  Then  the  liars  and  swearers  are  fools ;  for  there  are  liars  and 
swearers  enough  to  beat  the  honest  men,  and  hang  up  them. 

Z.  Mcud.  Now  God  help  thee,  poor  monkey !     But  how  wilt  thou 
do  for  a  father? 

Son.  If  he  were  dead,  you  'd  weep  for  him :  if  you  would  not,  it 
were  a  good  sign  that  I  should  quickly  have  a  new  father. 

L.  Mac^.  Poor  prattler,  how  thou  talk'st ! 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess.  Bless  you,  fair  dame !     I  am  not  to  you  known, 

Though  in  your  state  of  honour  I  am  perfect 

I  doubt  some  danger  does  approach  you  nearly : 

If  you  will  take  a  homely  man's  advice. 

Be  not  found  here ;  hence,  with  your  little  ones. 

To  fright  you  thus,  methinks,  I  am  too  savage ; 

To  do  worse  to  you  were  fell  cruelty. 

Which  is  too  nigh  your  person.     Heaven  preserve  you ! 

I  dare  abide  no  longer.  [Exit, 

L.  Macd.  Whither  should  I  fly  ? 

I  have  done  no  harm :  but  I  remember  now 

I  am  in  this  earthly  world ;  where,  to  do  harm 

Is  often  laudable ;  to  do  good,  sometime 

Accounted  dangerous  folly :  why  then,  alas, 

Do  I  put  up  that  womanly  defence, 

To  say  I  have  done  no  harm? — ^What  are  these  faces  I— 

Enter  Murderers. 

Mur.  Where  is  your  husband  % 
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L.  Mcud,  I  hope,  in  no  place  so  unsanctified, 
Where  such  as  thou  mayst  find  him. 

Mur.  He 's  a  traitor. 

Son,  Thou  liest,  thou  shag-hair'd  villain. 

Mur.  A^Tiat,  you  t^ ! 

\Stabbing  him. 

Young  fiy  of  treachery ! 

Son.  He  has  killed  me,  mother : 

Run  away,  I  pray  you  !  \pies, 

{Exit  Lady  Macduff,  crying  "  Murder ! "  and  pursued 
by  the  Murderers. 

SCENE  III.— England.    Before  the  King's  Palace, 

Enter  MALCOLM  and  Macduff. 
Mai.  Let  us  seek  out  some  desolate  shade,  and  there 
Weep  our  sad  bosoms  empty. 

Macd  Let  us  rather 

Hold  fast  the  mortal  sword ;  and,  like  good  men, 
Bestride  our  down-fall'n  birthdom :  each  new  mom, 
New  widows  howl,  new  orphans  cry ;  new  sorrows 
Strike  heaven  on  the  face,  that  it  resounds 
As  if  it  felt  with  Scotland,  and  yell'd  out 
Like  syllable  of  dolour. 

Mai.  What  I  believe,  I  '11  wail , 

What  know,  believe  ;  and  what  I  can  redress, 
As  I  shall  find  the  time  to  friend,  I  will 
What  you  have  spoke,  it  may  be  so  perchance. 
This  tyrant,  whose  sole  name  blisters  our  tongues. 
Was  once  thought  honest :  you  have  lov'd  him  well ; 
He  hath  not  touch'd  you  yet.     I  am  young :  but  something 
You  may  discern  of  him  through  me ;  and  wisdom 
To  offer  up  a  weak,  poor,  innocent  lamb 
To  appease  an  angry  god. 
Macd.  I  am  not  treacherous. 
Mai,  But  Macbeth  is. 

A  good  and  virtuous  nature  may  recoil. 
In  an  imperial  charge.     But  I  shall  crave  your  pardon ; 
That  which  you  are,  my  thoughts  cannot  transpose  : 
Angels  are  bright  still,  though  the  brightest  fell : 
Though  all  things  foul  would  wear  the  brows  of  grace, 
Yet  grace  must  still  look  so. 

Macd.  I  have  lost  my  hopes. 

Mai.  Perchance,  even  there,  where  I  did  find  my  doubts. 
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Why  in  that  rawness  left  you  wife  and  child 

(Those  precious  motives,  those  strong  knots  of  love) 

Without  leave-taking? — I  pray  you, 

Let  not  my  jealousies  be  your  dishonours. 

But  mine  own  safeties : — ^you  may  be  rightly  just, 

Whatever  I  shall  think. 

Macd,  Bleed,  bleed,  poor  country  1 

Great  tyranny,  lay  thou  thy  basis  sure. 
For  goodness  dares  not  check  thee !  wear  thou  thy  wrongs, 
The  title  is  affeer'd  ! — Fare  thee  well,  lord : 
I  would  not  be  the  villain  that  thou  think'st, 
For  the  whole  space  that's  in  the  tyrant's  grasp,' 
And  the  rich  East  to  boot 

MaL  Be  not  offended  : 

I  speak  not  as  in  absolute  fear  of  you. 
I  think  our  country  sinks  beneath  the  yoke ; 
It  weeps,  it  bleeds ;  and  each  new  day  a  gash 
Is  added  to  her  wounds:  I  think,  withal, 
There  would  be  hands  uplifted  in  my  right ; 
And  here,  from  gracious  England,  have  I  offer 
Of  goodly  thousands :  but,  for  all  this. 
When  I  shall  tread  upon  the  tyrant's  head. 
Or  wear  it  on  my  sword,  yet«ay  poor  country 
Shall  have  more  vices  than  it  had  before  ; 
More  suffer,  and  more  sundry  ways  than  ever. 
By  him  that  shall  succeed. 

Macd:  What  should  he  bel 

Mai,  It  is  myself  I  mean :  in  whom  I  know 
All  the  particulars  of  vice  so  graded. 
That,  when  they  shall  be  open'd,  black  Macbeth 
Will  seem  as  pure  as  snow ;  and  the  poor  state 
Esteem  him  as  a  lamb,  being  compar'd 
With  my  confineless  harms. 

Macd,  Not  in  the  legions 

Of  horrid  hell  can  come  a  devil  more  damn'd 
In  evils  to  top  Macbeth. 

Mai,  I  grant  him  bloody, 

Luxurious,  avaricious,  false,  deceitful. 
Sudden,  malicious,  smacking  of  every  sin 
That  has  a  name :  but  there 's  no  bottom,  none, 
In  my  voluptuousness  :  your  wives,  your  daughters^ 
Your  matrons,  and  your  maids,  could  not  fill  up 
The  cistern  of  my  lust ;  and  my  desire 
All  continent  impediments  would  o'erbear. 
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That  did  oppose  my  will :  better  Macbeth, 
Than  such  a  one  to  reign. 

Macd.  Boundless  intemperance 

In  nature  is  a  tyranny ;  it  hath  been 
Th'  untimely  emptying  of  the  happy  throne, 
And  fall  of  many  kings.     But  fear  not  yet 
To  take  upon  you  what  is  yours :  you  may 
Convey  your  pleasures  in  a  spacious  plenty, 
And  yet  seem  cold,  the  time  you  may  so  hoodwink.. 
We  have  willing  danies  enough ;  there  cannot  be 
That  vulture  in  you,  to  devour  so  many 
As  will  to  greatness  dedicate  themselves, 
Finding  it  so  inclined. 

Mai.  With  this,  there  grows. 

In  my  most  ill-compos'd  afifection,  such 
A  stanchless  avarice,  tha^  were  I  king, 
I  should  cut  ofif  the  nobles  for  their  lands ; 
Desire  his  jewels,  and  this  other's  house  : 
And  my  more-having  would  be  as  a  sauce 
To  make  me  hunger  more ;  that  I  should  forge 
Quarrels  unjust  against  the  good  and  loyal. 
Destroying  them  for  wealth. 

Macd,  This  avarice 

Sticks  deeper ;  grows  with  more  pernicious  root 
Than  summer-seeming  lust ;  and  it  hath  been 
The  sword  of  our  slain  kings :  yet  do  not  fear ; 
Scotland  hath  foisons  to  fill  up  your  will, 
Of  your  mere  own :  all  these  are  portable, 
With  other  graces  weigh'd. 

Mai,  But  I  have  none :  the  king-becoming  graces^ 
As  justice,  verity,  temperance,  stableness. 
Bounty,  perseverance,  mercy,  lowliness. 
Devotion,  patience,  courage,  fortitude, 
I  have  no  relish  of  them ;  but  abound 
In  the  division  of  each  several  crime. 
Acting  it  many  ways.     Nay,  had  I  power,  I  should 
Pour  the  sweet  milk  of  concord  into  hell. 
Uproar  the  universal  peace,  confound 
All  unity  on  earth. 

Macd.  O  Scotland,  Scotland ! 

MaL  If  such  a  one  be  fit  to  govern,  speak : 
I  am  as  I  have  spoken. 

Macd,  Fit  to  govern  1 

Na  not  to  live. — O  nation  miserable  1 
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With  an  untitled  tyrant,  bloody-sceptcr'd, 

When  shalt  thou  see  thy  wholesome  days  again. 

Since  that  the  truest  bsue  of  thy  throne 

By  his  own  interdiction  stands  accursed, 

And  does  blaspheme  his  breed? — ^Thy  royal  father 

Was  a  most  sainted  king :  the  queen  that  bore  thee^ 

Oft'ner  upon  her  knees  than  on  her  feet, 

Died  every  day  she  liv'd.    Fare  thee  welL 

These  evils  thou  repeat* st  upon  thyself 

Have  banish'd  me  from  Scotland. — O  my  breast^ 

Thy  hope  ends  here ! 

Mai.  Macduff,  this  noble  passion, 

Child  of  integrity,  hath  from  my  soul 
Wip'd  the  black  scruples,  reconciled  my  thoughts 
To  thy  good  truth  and  honour.     Devilish  Macbeth 
By  many  of  these  trains  hath  sought  to  win  me 
Into  his  power ;  and  modest  wisdom  plucks  me 
From  over-credulous  haste :  but  God  above 
Deal  between  thee  and  me !  for  even  now 
I  put  myself  to  thy  direction,  and 
Unspeak  mine  own  detraction ;  here  abjure 
The  taints  and  blames  I  laid  upon  myself 
For  strangers  to  my  nature.     I  am  yet 
Unknown  to  woman  ;  never  was  forsworn ; 
Scarcely  have  coveted  what  was  mine  own ; 
At  no  time  broke  my  faith ;  would  not  betray 
The  devil  to  his  fellow ;  and  delight 
No  less  in  truth,  than  life  :  my  first  false  speaking 
Was  this  upon  myself: — ^what  I  am  truly. 
Is  thine,  and  my  poor  country's,  to  command  : 
Whither,  indeed,  before  thy  here-approach. 
Old  Siward,  with  ten  thousand  warlike  men, 
Already  at  a  point,  was  setting  forth : 
Now  we  '11  together ;  and  the  chance  of  goodness 
Be  like  our  warranted  quarrel  1     Why  are  you  silent  ? 

Macd,  Such  welcome  and  unwelcome  things  at  once, 
Tis  hard  to  reconcile. 

Enter  a  Doctor. 

Mai.  Well ;  more  anon. — Comes  the  king  forth,  I  pray  you  I 
Doct.  Ay,  Sir ;  there  are  a  crew  of  wretched  souls. 

That  stay  his  cure :  their  malady  convinces 

The  great  assay  of  art ;  but,  at  his  touch, 

Such  sanctity  hath  heaven  given  his  hand. 

They  presentiy  amend. 
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MaL  I  thank  you,  doctor.        \Exit  Doctor. 

Macd.  What 's  the  disease  he  means  % 

MaL  Tis  caU'd  the  evil : 

A  most  miraculous  work  in  this  good  king ; 
Which  often,  since  my  here  remain  in  England, 
I  have  seen  him  do.     How  he  solicits  heaven. 
Himself  best  knows :  but  strangely-visited  people. 
All  swoln  and  ulcerous,  pitiful  to  the  eye, 
The  mere  despair  of  surgery,  he  cures  ; 
Hanging  a  golden  stamp  about  their  necks. 
Put  on  with  holy  prayers :  and  'tis  spoken, 
To  the  succeeding  royalty  he  leaves 
The  healing  benediction.     With  this  strange  virtue. 
He  hath  a  heavenly  gift  of  prophecy  ; 
And  sundry  blessings  hang  about  his  throne. 
That  speak  him  full  of  grace. 

Macd.  See,  who  comes  here  1 

Med,  My  countryman  ;  but  yet  I  know  him  not 

Enter  RosSE. 

Macd,  My  ever-gentle  cousin,  welcome  hither. 

Mai,  I  know  him  now : — good  God,  betimes  remove 
The  means  that  makes  us  strangers ! 

Rosse,  Sir,  amen. 

Macd.  Stands  Scotland  where  it  did ) 

Rosse,  Alas,  poor  country,— 

Almost  afraid  to  know  itself!     It  cannot 
Be  call'd  our  mother,  but  our  grave :  where  nothing. 
But  who  knows  nothing,  is  once  seen  to  smile ; 
Where  sighs,  and  groans,  and  shrieks  that  rent  the  air. 
Are  made,  not  mark'd ;  where  violent  sorrow  seems 
A  modem  ecstasy :  the  dead  man's  knell 
Is  there  scarce  ask'd,  for  whom ;  and  good  men's  lives 
Exphre  before  the  flowers  in  their  caps. 
Dying  or  ere  they  sicken. 

Macd.  O,  relation. 

Too  nice,  and  yet  too  true ! 

Mai.  What  is  the  newest  grief? 

Rosse,  That  of  an  hour's  age  doth  hiss  the  speaker ; 
Each  minute  teems  a  new  one. 

Macd.  How  does  my  wife  1 

Rosse.  Why,  well 

Macd  And  all  my  children ) 

Rosse.  Well  tea 

Macd.  The  tyrant  has  not  batter'd  at  their  peace  t 
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Rosse,  No  \  they  were  well  at  peace,  when  I  did  leave  thenL 

Macd.  Be  not  a  niggard  of  your  speech :  how  goes  it  ? 

Rosse,  When  I  came  hither  to  transport  the  tidings, 
Which  I  have  heavily  borne,  there  ran  a  rumour 
Of  many  worthy  fellows  that  were  out ; 
Which  was  to  my  belief  witnessed  the  rather, 
For  that  I  saw  the  tyrant's  power  a-foot : 
Now  is  the  time  of  help ;  your  eye  in  Scotland 
Would  create  soldiers,  make  our  women  fight, 
To  doff  their  dire  distresses. 

MaL  Be  it  their  comfort. 

We  are  coming  thither :  gracious  England  hath 
Lent  us  good  Siward,  and  ten  thousand  men  \ 
An  older,  and  a  better  soldier,  none 
That  Christendom  gives  out 

Rosse,  Would  I  could  answer 

This  comfort  with  the  like  !     But  I  have  words, 
That  would  be  howl'd  out  in  the  desert  air, 
Where  hearing  should  not  latch  them. 

Macd,  What  concern  they  I 

The  general  cause]  or  is  it  a  fee-grief. 
Due  to  some  single  breast? 

Rosse,  No  mind  that 's  honest 

But  in  it  shares  some  woe  ;  though  the  main  part 
Pertains  to  you  alone. 

Macd,  If  it  be  mine. 

Keep  it  not  from  me,  quickly  let  me  have  it 

Rosse,  Let  not  your  ears  despise  my  tongue  for  ever, 
Which  shall  possess  them  with  the  heaviest  sound 
That  ever  yet  they  heard. 

Macd,  H'm !  I  guess  at  it 

Rosse.  Your  castle  is  surprised ;  your  wife  and  babes 
Savagely  slaughter'd :  to  relate  the  manner. 
Were,  on  the  quarry  of  these  murder'd  deer. 
To  add  the  death  of  yoii. 

MaL  Merciful  heaven  ! — 

What,  man  !  ne'er  pull  your  hat  upon  your  brows ; 
Give  sorrow  words  :  the  grief,  that  does  not  speak. 
Whispers  the  o'er-fraught  heart,  and  bids  it  break. 

Macd.  My  children  too  ? 

Rosse,  Wife,  children,  ser\'ants,  all 

ITiat  could  be  found. 

Macd,  And  I  must  be  from  thence  \ — 

Mv  wife  kill'd  too  ? 
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J^osse.  I  have  said. 

Mai.  £e  comforted : 

Let's  make  us  medicines  of  our  great  revenge, 

To  cure  this  deadly  grie£ 
Macd,  He  has  ho  children. — ^All  my  pretty  ones  ? 

Did  you  say,  all^-0  hell-kite !— AlH 

What,  all  my  pretty  chickens,  and  their  dam, 

At  one  fell  swoop  ? 
MaL  Dispute  it  like  a  man. 

Macd.  I  shall  do  so ; 

But  I  must  also  feel  it  as  a  man : 

I  cannot  but  remember  such  things  were. 

That  were  most  precious  to  me. — Did  heaven  look  on. 

And  would  not  take  their  part  1    Sinful  Macduff, 

They  were  all  struck  for  thee  1     Naught  that  I  am, 

Not  for  their  own  demerits,  but  for  mine. 

Fell  slaughter  on  their  souls :  Heaven  rest  them  now  1 
Jifal.  Be  this  the  whetstone  of  your  sword  :  let  grief 

Convert  to  anger  j  blunt  not  the  heart,  enrage  it. 
Macd.  O,  I  could  play  the  woman  with  mine  eyes. 

And  braggart  with  my  tongue ! — But,  gentle  Heavens, 

Cut  short  all  intermission ;  front  to  front. 

Bring  thou  this  fiend  of  Scotland,  and  myself; 

Withm  my  sword*s  length  set  him ;  if  he  'scape, 

Heaven  forgive  him  too ! 
Mai.  This  tune  goes  manly. 

Come,  go  we  to  the  king ;  our  power  is  ready ; 

Our  lack  is  nothing  but  our  leave :  Macbeth 

Is  ripe  for  shaking,  and  the  powers  above 

Put  on  their  instruments.     Receive  what  cheer  you  may ; 

The  night  is  long  that  never  finds  the  day  \Exfunt, 


'%&^ 


ACT  V. 
SCENE  I.— DuNSiNANE.    A  Room  in  the  Castle, 

Enter  a  Doctor  of  Physic  and  a  waiting  Gentlewoman. 

I}cd,  I  have  two  nights  watched  with  you,  but  can  perceive  no 
truth  in  your  report     When  was  it  she  last  walked  ? 

Gent.  Since  his  majesty  went  into  the  field,  I  have  seen  her  rise 
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from  her  bed,  throw  her  night-gown  upon  her,  unlock  her  closet,  take 
forth  paper,  fold  it,  write  upon  it,  read  it,  afterwards  seal  it,  and 
again  return  to  bed ;  yet  all  this  while  in  a  most  fast  sleep. 

Doct.  A  great  perturbation  in  nature, — ^to  receive  at  once  the 
benefit  of  sleep,  and  do  the  effects  of  watching ! — In  this  slumbery 
agitation,  besides  her  walking  and  other  actual  performances,  what, 
at  any  time,  have  you  heard  her  say  ] 

Gent  That,  Sir,  which  I  will  not  report  after  her. 

Dod,  You  may,  to  me ;  and  'tis  most  meet  you  should. 

Gmt.  Neither  to  you,  nor  any  one ;  having  no  witness  to  confirm 
my  speech. — Lo  you,  here  she  comes ! 

Enter  Lady  Macbeth,  with  a  lighted  taper, 

'J^his  is  her  very  guise ;  and,  upon  my  life,  fast  asleep.  Observe  her ; 
stand  close. 

Doct.  How  came  she  by  that  light? 

Gmt.  Why,  it  stood  by  her :  she  has  light  by  her  continually  j  'tis 
her  command. 

Doct.  You  see,  her  eyes  are  open. 

Gent,  Ay,  but  their  sense  is  shut 

Doct  What  is  it  she  does  now  ?    Look,  how  she  rubs  her  hands. 

Gmt,  It  is  an  accustomed  action  with  her,  to  seem  thus  washing 
her  hands :  I  have  known  her  continue  in  this  a  quarter  of  an  hour. 

Lady  M.  Yet  here's  a  spot 

£>act.  Hark !  she  speaks :  I  will  set  down  what  comes  from  her, 
to  satisfy  my  remembrance  the  more  strongly. 

Lady  M,  Out,  damned  spot !  out,  I  say ! — One,  two ;  why,  then 
'tis  time  to  do 't — Hell  is  murky ! — Fie,  my  lord,  fie !  a  soldier,  and 
afeard  1  What  need  we  fear  who  knows  it,  when  none  can  call  our 
power  to  account] — Yet  who  would  have  thought  the  old  man  to 
have  had  so  much  blood  in  him  ] 

Doct,  Do  you  mark  that  1 

Lady  M»  The  thane  of  Fife  had  a  wife ;  where  is  she  now  ? — 
What,  will  these  hands  ne'er  be  clean? — No  more  o'  that,  my  lord, 
no  more  o'  that :  you  mar  all  with  this  starting. 

L>oct.  Go  to,  go  to ;  you  have  known  what  you  should  not 

Gmt.  She  has  spoke  what  she  should  not,  I  am  sure  of  that : 
Heaven  knows  what  she  has  known. 

Lady  M,  Here 's  the  smell  of  the  blood  still :  all  the  perfumes  of 
Arabia  will  not  sweeten  this  little  hand.     Oh,  oh,  oh ! 

Doct  What  a  sigh  is  there !    The  heart  is  sorely  charged. 

Gent,  I  would  not  have  such  a  heart  in  my  bosom,  for  the  dignity 
of  the  whole  body. 

Doct  Well,  well,  well,— 
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Gent.  Pray  God,  it  be,  Sir. 

Dad.  This  disease  is  beyond  my  practice :  yet  I  have  known  those 

which  have  walked  in  their  sleep,  who  have  died  holily  in  their  beds. 

Lady  M.  Wash  your  hands,  put  on  your  night-gown ;  look  not  so 

pale : — I  tell  you  yet  again,  Banquo  's  buried ;  he  cannot  come  out 

on 's  grave. 

Dod.  Even  so  1 

Lady  M.  To  bed,  to  bed ;  there 's  knocking  at  the  gate :  come, 
come,  come,  come,  give  me  your  hand:  what's  done,  cannot  be 
undone :  to  bed,  to  bed,  to  bed.  \Exit. 

Z>od.  Will  she  go  now  to  bed  ? 
Gent.  Directly. 

Doct.  Foul  whisperings  are  abroad :  unnatural  deeds 
Do  breed  unnatural  troubles :  infected  minds 
To  their  deaf  pillows  will  discharge  their  secrets : 
More  needs  she  the  divine,  than  the  physician : — 
God,  God,  forgive  us  all !     Look  after  her ; 
Remove  from  her  the  means  of  all  annoyance. 
And  still  keep  eyes  upon  her : — so,  good  night : 
My  mind  she  has  mated,  and  amaz'd  my  sight : 
I  think,  but  dare  not  speak. 
Gefit.  Good  night,  good  doctor. 

\ExeunU 

SCENE  II. — The  Country  near  Dunsinane. 

Emter^  with  drum  and  colours^  Menteth,  Cathness,  Angus,  Lenox,  and 

Soldiers. 

Ment.  The  English  power  is  near,  led  on  by  Malcolm, 

His  uncle  Siward,  and  the  good  Macduff: 

Revenges  bum  in  them  3  for  their  dear  causes 

Would,  to  the  bleeding,  and  the  grim  alarm. 

Excite  the  mortified  man. 
Ang.  Near  Bimam  wood 

Shall  we  well  meet  them  ;  that  way  are  they  coming. 
Cath.  Who  knows  if  Donalbain  be  with  his  brother  ? 
Len.  For  certain.  Sir,  he  is  not :  I  have  a  file 

Of  all  the  gentry :  there  is  Siward's  son. 

And  many  unrough  youths,  that  even  now 

Protest  their  first  of  manhood. 
Ment^  What  does  the  tyrant? 

Cath.  Great  Dunsinane  he  strongly  fortifies : 

Some  say,  he 's  mad :  others,  that  lesser  hate  him. 

Do  call  it  valiant  fury ;  but,  for  certain. 
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He  cannot  buckle  his  distempered  cause 
Within  the  belt  of  rule. 

Ang,  Now  does  he  feel 

His  secret  murders  sticking  on  his  hands ; 
Now  minutely  revolts  upbraid  his  faith-breach ; 
Those  he  commands  move  only  in  command, 
Nothing  in  love  :  now  does  he  feel  his  title 
Hang  loose  about  him,  like  a  giant's  robe 
Upon  a  dwarfish  thief. 

Mmt  Who,  then,  shall  blame 

His  pester'd  senses  to  recoil  and  start, 
When  all  that  is  within  him  does  condemn 
Itself  for  being  there  % 

Cath,  Well,  march  we  on, 

To  give  obedience  where  'tis  truly  oVd : 
Meet  we  the  medicine  of  the  sickly  weal ; 
And  with  him  pour  we,  in  our  country's  purge, 
Each  drop  of  us. 

Lm,  Or  so  much  as  it  needs. 

To  dew  the  sovereign  flower,  and  drown  the  weeds. 
Make  we  our  march  towards  £imam.  \Exeunt^  inarching. 


SCENE  in. — DuNSiNANE.     A  Room  in  the  Castle, 

Enter  Macbeth,  Doctor,  and  Attendants. 
Mach,  Bring  me  no  more  reports ;  let  them  fly  all  ; 
Till  Birnam  wood  remove  to  Dunsinane, 
I  cannot  taint  with  fear.     What 's  the  boy  Malcolm  % 
Was  he  not  bom  of  woman  ?     The  spirits  that  know 
All  mortal  consequences  have  pronounced  me  thus, — 
"  Fear  not,  Macbeth ;  no  man  that 's  bom  of  woman 
Shall  e'er  have  power  upon  thee.*' — Then  fly,  false  thanes, 
And  mingle  with  the  English  epicures : 
The  mind  I  sway  by,  and  the  heart  I  bear. 
Shall  never  sag  with  doubt,  nor  shake  with  fear. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

The  devil  damn  thee  black,  thou  cream-fac'd  loon 
Where  gotf  st  thou  that  goose  look  ? 

Serv.  There  is  ten  thousand — 

Macb,  Geese,  villain? 

Serv,  Soldiers,  Sir, 

Macb,  Go  prick  thy  face,  and  over-red  thy  fear, 
Thou  lily-liver'd  boy.     What  soldiers,  patch? 
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Death  of  thy  soul!  those  linen  cheel'    of  thine 
Are  counsellors  to  fear.     What  soldiers,  whey-face  1 

Scrv.  The  English  force,  so  please  you. 

Macb.  Take  thy  face  hence. —  \Exii  Serv. 

Seyton  ! — I  am  sick  at  heart, 
When  I  behold — Seyton,  I  say ! — This  push 
Will  cheer  me  ever,  or  disseat  me  now. 
I  have  liv'd  long  enough :  my  way  of  life 
Is  fall'n  into  the  sear,  the  yellow  leaf; 
And  tliat  which  should  accompany  old  age, 
As  honour,  love,  obedience,  troops  of  friends, 
I  must  not  look  to  have ;  but,  in  their  stead, 
Curses,  not  loud,  but  deep,  mouth-honour,  breath. 
Which  the  poor  heart  would  fain  deny,  and  dare  not. — 
Seyton! 

^w/^r  Seyton. 

Sey.  What  is  your  gracious  pleasure  ] 

Macb.  What  news  more  I 

Sty.  All  is  confirm'd,  my  lord,  which  was  reported. 

Macb^  I  '11  fight,  till  from  my  bones  my  flesh  be  hacked. 
Give  me  my  armour. 

Sey.  'Tis  not  needed  yet. 

Macb,  I  '11  put  it  on. — 
Send  out  more  horses,  skirr  the  country  round ; 
Hang  those  that  talk  of  fear. — Give  me  mine  armour. — 
How  does  your  patient,  doctor  ? 

Doct.  Not  so  sick,  my  lord, 

As  she  is  troubled  with  thick-coming  fancies, 
That  keep  her  from  her  rest 

Macb.  Cure  her  of  that : 

Canst  thou  not  minister  to  a  mind  diseased ; 
Pluck  from  the  memory  a  rooted  sorrow ; 
Raze  out  the  written  troubles  of  the  brain  ; 
And,  with  some  sweat  oblivious  antidote. 
Cleanse  the  stuflPd  bosom  of  that  perilous  stuff, 
Which  weighs  upon  the  heart  ] 

Doct.  Therein  the  patient 

Must  minister  to  himself. 

Macb.  Throw  physic  to  the  dogs, — I  '11  none  of  it. — 
Come,  put  mine  armoiu:  on ;  give  me  my  staff: — 
Seyton,  s>end  out — Doctor,  the  thanes  fly  from  me. — 
Come,  Sir,  despatch. — If  thou  couldst,  doctor,  cast 
The  water  of  my  land,  find  her  disease, 
And  purge  it  to  a  sound  and  pristine  health. 
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I  would  applaud  thee  to  the  very  echo, 

That  should  applaud  again. — Pull 't  off,  I  say. — 

What  rhubarb,  senna,  or  what  purgative  drug. 

Would  scour  these  English  hence  ?    Hear'st  thou  of  them  ? 

Doct,  Ay,  my  good  lord  \  your  royal  preparation 
Makes  us  hear  something. 

Macb.  Bring  it  after  me. — 

I  will  not  be  afraid  of  death  and  bane, 
Till  Bimam  forest  come  to  Dunsinane. 

\Exeuni  all  except  Doctor. 

Doct,  Were  I  from  Dunsinane  away  and  clear, 
Profit  again  should  hardly  draw  me  here.  \ExiL 

SCENE  IV. — Country  near  Dunsinane  :  a  Wood  in  view. 

Enter ^  with  drum  and  colours^  Malcolm,  Old  Siward  and  his  Son,  Macduff, 
Menteth,  Cathness,  Angus,  Lenox,  Rosse,  and  Soldiers  marching. 

Mai.  Cousins,  I  hope  the  days  are  near  at  hand 
That  chambers  will  be  safe. 

MenU  We  doubt  it  nothing. 

Siw,  What  wood  is  this  before  us? 

Ment.  The  wood  of  Bimam. 

Mai.  Let  every  soldier  hew  him  down  a  bough. 
And  bear 't  before  him :  thereby  shall  we  shadow 
The  numbers  of  our  host,  and  make  discovery 
Err  in  report  of  us. 

Sold.  It  shall  be  done. 

Siw.  We  learn  no  other  but  the  confident  tyrant 
Keeps  still  in  Dunsinane,  and  will  endure 
Our  setting  down  before 't. 

Mai.  'Tis  his  main  hope  • 

For  where  there  is  advantage  to  be  given, 
Both  more  and  less  have  given  him  the  revolt ; 
And  none  serve  with  him  but  constraint  things. 
Whose  hearts  are  absent  too. 

Macd.  Let  our  just  censures 

Attend  the  true  event,  and  put  we  on 
Industrious  soldiership. 

Siw.  The  time  approaches, 

That  will  with  due  decision  make  us  know 
What  we  shall  say  we  have,  and  what  we  owe. 
Thoughts  speculative  their  unsure  hopes  relate ; 
But  certain  issue  strokes  must  arbitrate : 
Towards  which,  advance  the  war.  {Exeunt^  marching. 
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SCENE  v.— DuNSiNANE.     IVitAm  the  CastU. 

EnUr^  with  drum  and  colours^  Macbeth,  Seyton,  and  Soldiers. 

Macb.  Hang  out  our  banners  on  the  outward  walls ; 
The  ay  is  still,  "  They  come :"  our  castle's  strength 
Will  laugh  a  siege  to  scorn :  here  let  them  lie, 
Till  famine  and  the  ague  eat  them  up : 
Were  they  not  forc'd  with  those  that  should  be  ours, 
We  might  have  met  them  dareful,  beard  to  beard, 
And  beat  them  backward  home. —        \A  cry  within  of  Women. 

What  is  that  noise  ? 

Sey.  It  is  the  ay  of  women,  my  good  lord.  \Exit. 

Macb.  I  have  almost  forgot  the  taste  of  fears : 
The  time  has  been,  my  senses  would  have  cool'd 
To  hear  a  night-shriek ;  and  my  fell  of  hair 
Would  at  a  dismal  treatise  rouse,  and  stir, 
As  life  were  in 't :  I  have  supp'd  full  with  horrors ; 
Direness,  familiar  to  my  slaughterous  thoughts, 
Cannot  once  start  me. — 

Re-enter  Seyton. 

Wherefore  was  that  cry  f 

Sey.  The  queen,  my  lord,  is  dead. 

Macb.  She  should  have  died  hereafter ; 
There  would  have  been  a  time  for  such  a  word — 
To-morrow,  and  to-morrow,  and  to-morrow, 
Creeps  in  this  petty  pace  from  day  to  day, 
To  the  last  syllable  of  recorded  time ; 
And  all  our  yesterdays  have  lighted  fools 
The  way  to  dusty  death.     Oui,  out,  brief  candle  I 
Life 's  but  a  walking  shadow ;  a  poor  player, 
That  struts  and  frets  his  hour  upon  the  stage. 
And  then  is  heard  no  more :  it  is  a  tale 
Told  by  an  idiot,  full  of  sound  and  fury, 
Sigfaifying  nothing. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 
Thou  com'st  to  use  thy  tongue  j  thy  story,  quickly. 

Mess.  Gracious  my  lord, 
I  should  report  that  which  I  say  I  saw, 
But  know  not  how  to  do  it. 

M<ub.  Well,  say.  Sir. 

Mess.  As  I  did  stand  my  watch  upon  the  hill, 
I  look'd  toward  Bimam,  and  anon,  methought, 
The  wood  began  to  move. 
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Macb.  Liar  and  slave  ! 

Mess.  Let  me  endure  your  wrath,  if' t  be  not  so : 
Within  this  three  mile  may  you  see  it  coming ; 
I  say,  a  moving  grove. 

Macb.  If  thou  speak'st  false, 

Upon  the  next  tree  shalt  thou  hang  alive. 
Till  famine  cling  thee :  if  thy  speech  be  sooth, 
I  care  not  if  thou  dost  for  me  as  much- — 
I  pull  in  resolution ;  and  begin 
To  doubt  th'  equivocation  of  the  fiend, 
That  lies  like  truth :  "  Fear  not,  till  Bimam  wood 
Do  come  to  Dunsinane  f — and  now  a  wood 
Comes  toward  Dunsinane. — Arm,  arm,  and  out ! — 
If  this  which  he  avouches  does  appear. 
There  is  nor  flying  hence,  nor  tarrying  here. 
I  'gin  to  be  a-weary  of  the  sun. 
And  wish  th'  estate  o'  the  world  were  now  undone. — 
Ring  the  alarum  bell ! — Blow,  wind !  come,  wrack ! 
At  least  we  '11  die  with  harness  on  our  back.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  VL— Dunsinane.     A  Plain  before  the  Castle. 

EnUr^  with  drum  and  colours^  Malcolm,  Old  Si  WARD,  Macduff,  drv., 

and  their  army  with  boughs. 

Mai.  Now  near  enough ;  your  leafy  screens  throw  down, 
And  show  like  those  you  are. — You,  worthy  uncle. 
Shall,  with  my  cousin,  your  right-noble  son. 
Lead  our  first  battle :  worthy  Macduff,  and  we, 
Shall  take  upon  us  what  else  remains  to  do, 
According  to  our  order. 

Siw.  Fare  you  well. — 

Do  we  but  find  the  tyrant's  power  to-night. 
Let  us  be  beaten,  if  we  cannot  fight. 

Macd.  Make  all  our  trumpets  speak ;  give  them  all  breath, 
Those  clamorous  harbingers  of  blood  and  death. 

\Exeunt.     Alarums. 

SCENE  ^\l.— Another  Part  of  the  Plain. 

Alarums.    Enter  Macbeth. 
Macb.  They  have  tied  me  to  a  stake ;  I  cannot  fly, 
But,  bear-like,  I  must  fight  the  course. — What 's  he 
That  was  not  bom  of  woman  ?    Such  a  one 
Am  I  to  fear,  or  none. 
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Enter  Young  SlWARD. 

Yo,  Siw.  What  is  thy  name  ? 

Macb,  Thou  'It  be  afraid  to  hear  it 

Yo.  Siw.  No ;  though  thoU  call'st  thyself  a  hotter  name, 
Than  any  is  in  hell. 

Macb.  My  name 's  Macbeth. 

Yo.  Siw.  The  devil  himself  could  not  pronounce  a  title 
More  hateful  to  mine  ear. 

Macb.  No,  nor  more  tearful. 

Yo.  Siw.  Thou  liest,  abhorred  tyrant ;  with  my  sword 
I  'U  prove  the  lie  thou  speak'st 

\^They  Jig^it,  and  Young  Siwaiu>  is  slain. 

Macb.  Thou  wast  bom  of  woman : — 

But  swords  I  smile  at,  weapons  laugh  to  scorn, 
Brandish'd  by  man  that  *s  of  a  woman  bom.  [E.xif. 

Alarums,    Enter  Macduff. 
Macd.  That  way  the  noise  is. — Tyrant,  show  thy  face ! 
If  thou  be'st  slain,  and  with  no  stroke  of  mine. 
My  wife  and  children's  ghosts  will  haunt  me  still. 
I  cannot  strike  at  wretched  kernes,  whose  arms 
Are  hifd  to  bear  their  staves ;  either  thou,  Macbeth, 
Or  else  my  sword,  with  an  unbatter'd  edge, 
I  sheathe  again  undeeded.     There  thou  shouldst  be  ; 
By  this  great  clatter,  one  of  greatest  note 
Seems  bmited : — let  me  find  him,  fortime  ! 
And  more  I  beg  not  {Exit.    Alarum. 

Enter  Malcolm  and  Old  Siward. 

Siw.  This  way,  my  lord ; — The  castle 's  gently  rendered : 
The  tyrant's  people  on  both  sides  do  fight ; 
The  noble  thanes  do  bravely  in  the  war  \ 
The  day  almost  itself  professes  yours, 
And  little  is  to  do 

Mai.  We  have  met  with  foes 

That  strike  beside  us. 

Siw.  Enter,  Sir,  the  castle.  {Exeunt  Alarum, 

Re-enter  Macbetil 

Macb.  Why  should  I  play  the  Roman  fool,  and  die 
On  mine  own  sword  ?  whiles  I  see  lives,  the  gashes 
Do  better  upon  them. 

Re-enter  Mac  DUFF. 

Macd.  Turn,  hell-hound,  turn  I 

Mcub.  Of  all  men  else  I  have  avoided  thee : 
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But  get  thee  back ;  my  soul  is  too  much  charg'd 
With  blood  of  thine  already, 

Macd.  I  have  no  words, — 

My  voice  is  in  my  sword ;  thou  bloodier  villain 
Than  terms  can  give  thee  out !  \They  fighU 

Macb.  Thou  losest  labour : 

As  easy  mayst  thou  the  intrenchant  air 
With  thy  keen  sword  impress,  as  make  me  bleed : 
Let  fall  thy  blade  on  vulnerable  crests ; 
I  bear  a  charmed  life,  which  must  not  yield 
To  one  of  woman  bom. 

Macd,  Despair  thy  charm ; 

And  let  the  angel  whom  thou  still  hast  serv'd 
Tell  thee,  Macduflf  was  from  his  mother's  womb 
Untimely  ripp'd. 

Mach.  Accursfed  be  that  tongue  that  tells  me  so, 
For  it  hath  cow'd  my  better  part  of  man ! 
And  be  these  juggling  fiends  no  more  believed, 
That  palter  with  us  in  a  double  sense ; 
That  keep  the  word  of  promise  to  our  ear. 
And  break  it  to  our  hope. — I  *11  not  fight  with  thee. 

Mcud,  Then  yield  thee,  coward, 
And  live  to  be  the  show  and  gaze  o'  the  time  : 
We  '11  have  thee,  as  our  rarer  monsters  are, 
Painted  upon  a  pole,  and  underwrit, 
"  Here  may  you  see  the  tyrant" 

Macb.  I  will  not  yield, 

To  kiss  the  ground  before  young  Malcolm's  feet, 
And  to  be  baited  with  the  rabble's  curse. 
Though  Bimam  wood  be  come  to  Dunsinane, 
And  thou  oppos'd,  being  of  no  woman  bom. 
Yet  I  will  try  the  last : — before  my  body 
I  throw  my  warlike  shield :  lay  on,  Macduflf; 
And  damn'd  be  he  that  first  cries,  "  Hold,  enough !" 

\Excunt^  fighting, 

Rcirtat,    Flourish,    Re<nter^  with  drum  and  colours^  ^iKLZOlM^  Old  %\\iKBiT>^ 

RossE,  Thanes,  and  Soldiers. 

MaL  I  would  the  friends  we  miss  were  safe  arrived. 

Siw,  Some  must  go  off:  and  yet,  by  these  I  see, 
So  great  a  day  as  this  is  cheaply  bought 

Med,  Macduff  is  missing,  and  your  noble  son. 

Rosse.  Your  son,  my  lord,  has  paid  a  soldier's  debt : 
He  only  liv'd  but  till  he  was  a  man ; 
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The  which  no  sooner  had  his  prowess  confirm'd 
In  the  unshrinking  station  where  he  fought, 
But  hke  a  man  he  died. 

Siw.  Then  he  is  dead  ] 

JRosse,  Ay,  and  brought  off  the  field  :  your  cause  of  sorrow 
Must  not  be  measured  by  his  worth,  for  then 
It  hath  no  end. 

Siw.  Had  he  his  hurts  before  ? 

Eosse,  Ay,  on  the  front. 

Siw.  Why  then,  God's  soldier  be  he ! 

Had  I  as  many  sons  as  I  have  hairs, 
I  would  not  wish  them  to  a  fairer  death : 
And  so,  his  knell  is  knoll'd. 

Mai.  He 's  worth  more  sorrow, 

And  that  I  'U  spend  for  him. 

Siw.  He 's  worth  no  more : 

They  say  he  parted  well,  and  paid  his  score  : 
And  so,  God  be  with  him  ! — Here  comes  newer  comfort. 

Re-enter  Macduff  with  Macbeth's  head. 

M(ud.  Hail,  king !  for  so  thou  art :  behold,  where  stands 
The  usurper's  cursed  head  :  the  time  is  free : 
I  see  thee  compassed  with  thy  kingdom's  pearl. 
That  speak  my  salutation  in  their  minds  j 
Whose  voices  I  desire  aloud  with  mine, — 
Hail,  king  of  Scotland ! 
All.  Hail,  king  of  Scotland !        \Flourisk 

Mai.  We  shall  not  spend  a  large  expense  of  time. 
Before  we  reckon  with  your  several  loves. 
And  make  us  even  with  you.     My  thanes  and  kinsmen. 
Henceforth  be  earls, — the  first  that  ever  Scotland 
In  such  an  honour  nam'd.     What 's  more  to  do. 
Which  would  be  planted  newly  with  the  time, — 
As  calling  home  our^xil'd  friends  abroad. 
That  fled  tlie  snares  of  watchful  tyranny ; 
Producing  forth  the  cruel  ministers 
Of  this  dead  butcher,  and  his  fiend-like  queen,— 
Who,  as  'tis  thought,  by  self  and  violent  hands 
Took  oflf  her  life ; — this,  and  what  needful  else 
That  calls  upon  us,  by  the  grace  of  Grace, 
We  will  perform  in  measure,  time,  and  place : 
SOy  thanks  to  all  at  once,  and  to  each  one, 
Whom  we  invite  to  see  us  crown'd  at  Scone. 

\Ftcuri5h.    Exeunt 
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ACT  I. 

SCENE  I— Elsinore.    A  Platform  before  the  Castk. 

Francisco  on  his  post.    Enter  to  him  Bernardo. 

Ber.  Who's  there? 

Fran.  Nay,  answer  me :  stand,  and  unfold 

Yourself. 

Ber,  Long  live  the  king ! 

Fran.  Bernardo? 

Ber,  He. 

Fran,  You  come  most  carefully  upon  your  hour. 

Ber,  Tis  now  struck  twelve ;  get  thee  to  bed,  Francisco. 

Fran,  For  this  relief  much  thanks :  'tis  bitter  cold, 
And  I  am  sick  at  heart 

Ber.  Have  you  had  quiet  guard? 

Fran,  Not  a  mouse  stirring. 

Ber.  Well,  good  night 
If  you  do  meet  Horatio  and  Marcellus, 
The  rivals  of  my  watch,  bid  them  make  haste. 

Fran.  I  think  I  hear  them. — Stand,  ho  I    Who  is  there  ? 

Enter  Horatio  and  Marcellus. 

Hor,  Friends  to  this  ground. 

Mar.  And  liegemen  to  the  Dane. 

Fran,  Give  you  good  night 

Mar.  0 1  farewell,  honest  soldier : 

Who  hath  relieVd  you? 

Fran.  Bernardo  has  my  place. 

Give  you  good  night  \ExiU 

TOL.  IV.  s 
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Mar,  Holla !    Bernardo ! 

Ber,  Say. 

What,  is  Horatio  there  1 

Hor,  A  piece  of  him. 

Ber,  Welcome,  Horatio  : — welcome,  good  Marcellus. 

Mar,  What,  has  this  thing  appeared  again  to-night? 

Ber,  I  have  seen  nothing. 

Mar,  Horatio  says,  'tis  but  our  fantasy, 
And  will  not  let  belief  take  hold  of  him. 
Touching  this  dreaded  sight,  twice  seen  cf  us : 
Therefore  I  have  entreated  him  along 
With  us  to  watch  the  minutes  of  this  night ; 
That,  if  again  this  apparition  come. 
He  may  approve  our  eyes,  and  speak  to  it. 

Hor,  Tush,  tush,  'twill  not  appear. 

Ber,  Sit  down  a  while ; 

And  let  us  once  again  assail  your  ears. 
That  are  so  fortified  against  our  story, 
What  we  two  nights  have  seen. 

Hor,  Well,  sit  we  down, 

And  let  us  hear  Bernardo  speak  of  this. 

Ber,  Last  night  of  all, 
When  yon  same  star,  that 's  westward  from  the  pole, 
Had  made  his  course  to  illume  that  part  of  heaven 
Where  now  it  bums,  Marcellus  and  myself, 
The  bell  then  beating  one,-^ 

Mar,  Peace  I  break  thee  off;  look,  where  it  comes  again  ! 

Enter  Ghost 

Ber,  In  the  same  figure,  like  the  king  that  *s  dead. 

Mar,  Thou  art  a  scholar ;  speak  to  it,  Horatio. 

Ber,  Looks  it  not  like  the  king]  mark  it,  Horatio. 

Hor,  Most  like : — it  harrows  me  with  fear  and  wonder. 

Ber,  It  would  be  spoke  ta 

Mar,  Question  it,  Horatio. 

Hor,  What  art  thou,  that  usurp'st  this  time  of  night. 
Together  with  that  fair  and  warlike  form, 
In  which  the  majesty  of  buried  Denmark 
Did  sometimes  march  %  by  heaven  I  charge  thee,  speak ! 

Mar,  It  is  offended. 

Ber,  See,  it  stalks  away. 

Hor,  Stay  I  speak,  speak  I     I  charge  thee,  speak ! 

\Ex:t  Ghost 

Mar,  'Tis  gone,  and  will  not  answer. 


SCENE  1.]        HAMLET,  PRINCE  OF  DENMARK.  67 

Ber.  How  now,  Horatio !  you  tremble,  and  look  pale ; 
Is  not  this  something  more  than  fantasy? 
"What  think  you  on't? 

Jfar.  Before  my  God,  I  might  not  this  believe, 
Without  the  sensible  and  true  avouch 
Of  mine  own  eyes. 

Mar,  Is  it  not  like  the  king? 

Jfor.  As  thou  art  to  thyself: 
Such  was  the  very  armour  he  had  on. 
When  he  th'  ambitious  Norway  combated ; 
So  frown'd  he  once,  when,  in  an  angry  parle. 
He  smote  the  sledded  Polack  on  the  ice. 
'Tis  strange. 

Afar,  Thus,  twice  before,  and  just  at  this  dead  hour, 
With  martial  stalk  hath  he  gone  by  our  watch. 

Hot,  In  what  particular  thought  to  work,  I  know  not ; 
But,  in  the  gross  and  scope  of  my  opinion. 
This  bodes  some  strange  eruption  to  our  state. 

Mar,  Good  now,  sit  down,  and  tell  me,  he  that  knows. 
Why  this  same  strict  and  most  observant  watch 
So  nightly  toils  the  subject  of  the  land ; 
And  why  such  daily  cast  of  brazen  cannon. 
And  foreign  mart  for  implements  of  war ; 
Why  such  impress  of  shipwrights,  whose  sore  task 
Does  not  divide  the  Sunday  from  the  week ; 
What  might  be  toward,  that  this  sweaty  haste 
Doth  make  the  night  joint  labourer  with  the  day  : 
Who  is 't  that  can  inform  me  ? 

Hor,  That  can  I ; 

At  least,  the  whisper  goes  so.     Our  last  king, 
Whose  image  even  but  now  appeared  to  us. 
Was,  as  you  know,  by  Fortinbras  of  Norway, 
Thereto  prick'd  on  by  a  most  emulate  pride, 
Dar'd  to  the  combat ;  in  which  our  valiant  Hamlet 
(For  so  this  side  of  our  known  world  esteem'd  him) 
Did  slay  this  Fortinbras ;  who,  by  a  seal'd  compact, 
Well  ratified  by  law  and  heraldry. 
Did  forfeit,  with  his  life,  all  those  his  lands 
Which  he  stood  seized  of,  to  the  conqueror : 
Against  the  which,  a  moiety  competent 
Was  gagM  by  our  king ;  which  had  retum'd 
To  the  inheritance  of  Fortinbras, 
Had  he  been  vanquisher ;  as,  by  the  same  co-mart. 
And  carriage  of  the  article  design'd. 
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His  fell  to  Hamlet.     Now,  Sir,  young  Fortinbias, 

Of  unimproved  mettle  hot  and  full, 

Hath  in  the  skirts  of  Norway,  here  and  there, 

Shark'd  up  a  list  of  landless  resolutes. 

For  food  and  diet,  to  some  enterprise 

That  hath  a  stomach  in 't :  which  is  no  other 

(As  it  doth  well  appear  unto  our  state) 

But  to  recover  of  as,  by  strong  hand 

And  terms  compulsative,  those  'foresaid  lands 

So  by  his  father  lost :  and  this,  I  take  it, 

Is  the  main  motive  of  our  preparations, 

The  source  of  this  our  watch,  and  the  chief  head 

Of  tliis  post-haste  and  romage  in  the  land. 

Ber.  I  think  it  be  no  other,  but  e'en  so : 
Well  may  it  sort,  that  this  portentous  figure 
Comes  arm^d  through  our  watch ;  so  Hke  the  king 
That  was,  and  is,  the  question  of  these  wars. 

Hor,  A  mote  it  is  to  trouble  the  mind's  eye. 
In  the  most  high  and  palmy  state  of  Rome, 
A  little  ere  the  mightiest  Julius  fell. 
The  graves  stood  tenantless,  and  the  sheeted  dead 
Did  squeak  and  gibber  in  the  Roman  streets : 
As,  stars  with  trains  of  fire,  and  dews  of  blood. 
Disasters  in  the  sun ;  and  the  moist  star. 
Upon  whose  influence  Neptune's  empire  stands, 
Was  sick  almost  to  dooms-day  with  eclipse : 
And  even  the  like  precurse  of  fierce  events, — 
As  harbingers  preceding  still  the  fates. 
And  prologue  to  the  omen  coming  on, — 
Have  heaven  and  earth  together  demonstrated 
Unto  our  climatures  and  countrymen. — 
But,  soft,  behold !  lo,  where  it  comes  again ! 

Re-enter  Ghost 

I'll  cross  it,  though  it  blast  me. — Stay,  illusion  1 

If  thou  hast  any  sound,  or  use  of  voice, 

Speak  to  me : 

If  there  be  any  good  thing  to  be  done, 

That  may  to  thee  do  ease,  and  grace  to  me. 

Speak  to  me : 

If  thou  art  privy  to  thy  country's  fate. 

Which,  happily,  foreknowing  may  avoid, 

O,  speak  1 

Or  if  thou  hast  uphoarded  in  thy  life 

Extorted  treasure  in  the  womb  of  earth. 
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For  which,  they  say,  you  spirits  oh  walk  in  death, 

[Cock  crows. 
Speak  of  it :  stay,  and  speak ! — Stop  it,  Marcellus. 

Afar.  Shall  I  strike  at  it  with  my  partisan] 

Ifor.  Do,  if  it  will  not  stand. 

Bcr.  Tis  here ! 

Bbr.  'Tis  here ! 

[£xit  Ghost 

Afar.  'Tis  gone ! 
We  do  it  wrong,  being  so  majestical, 
To  oflfer  it  the  show  of  violence ; 
For  it  is,  as  the  air,  invulnerable, 
And  our  vain  blows  malicious  mockery. 

Ber.  It  was  about  to  speak,  when  the  cock  crew. 

Ifor.  And  then  it  started,  like  a  guilty  thing 
Upon  a  fearful  summons.     I  have  heard. 
The  cock,  that  is  the  trumpet  to  the  mom. 
Doth  with  his  lofty  and  shrill-sounding  throat 
Awake  the  god  of  day ;  and  at  his  warning, 
Whether  in  sea  or  fire,  in  earth  or  air, 
Th'  extravagant  and  erring  spirit  hies 
To  his  confine :  and  of  the  truth  herein 
This  present  object  made  probation. 

Afar.  It  faded  on  the  crowing  of  the  cock. 
Some  say,  that  ever  'gainst  that  season  comes 
Wherein  our  Saviour's  birth  is  celebrated. 
This  bird  of  dawning  singeth  all  night  long : 
And  then,  they  say,  no  spirit  can  walk  abroad ; 
The  nights  are  wholesome ;  then  no  planets  strike, 
No  fairy  takes,  nor  witch  hath  power  to  charm ; 
So  hallow'd  and  so  gracious  is  the  time. 

Ifor.  So  have  I  heard,  and  do  in  part  believe  it 
But,  look,  the  mom,  in  russet  mantle  clad, 
Walks  o*er  the  dew  of  yon  high  eastern  hill. 
Break  we  our  watch  up :  and,  by  my  advice, 
Let  us  impart  what  we  have  seen  to-night 
Unto  young  Hamlet ;  for,  upon  my  life. 
This  spirit,  dumb  to  us,  will  speak  to  hinL 
Do  you  consent  we  shall  acquaint  him  with  it. 
As  needful  in  our  loves,  fitting  our  duty  1 

Afar.  Let's  do't,  I  pray;  and  I  this  morning  know 
Where  we  shall  find  him  most  conveniently.  [Exeunf, 


-*.t"  V--^ 


.s^J     ^• 


'^H  i^^^vsv^^^.^. 


v>    i-.-i 


%^  ---A^v  t^,^--; :  ■^r;!^/^^?^^f^  :0^.^/j^' ■••^..:v  '^  •: 


.  v'vc. ;  ,v.„ 


.  -,  ■.--^■>^:^^:  r.^t^ciS^^iv^- 


u-.v  ;'>    •'- 


#:r-;^^:'^*^^^i:"^'w.-  .^' 


,  ^>■  r\   :-■'■'■.- -A- 


\ir  *  ■<    v> 


::^:-^ri^^''-'<^^<m^f^^'-m':t'^^^'  :- 


v^'-v-'iviv;-'.:^' ■■'•';:-'>>, 


^'^^^^  ^>,K>4^<:,plSy|^ 


^^'-^^•)f^i? 


tk..^- 


^:^tjH^,:^^i^^*#K^i^^^ 


.^''T'li^^^ 


,/-^J.*-V>>,  ■/•'".■    '; 


-''i:-:^*' 


■■^s^^3 


'-mij^i^^i^^^^         , 


i'^:>/K^y'^' 


72  HAMLET,  PRINCE  OF  DENMARK.  [act  l 

Nor  the  dejected  haviour  of  the  visage, 
Together  with  all  forms,  modes,  shows  of  grief. 
That  can  denote  me  truly :  these,  indeed,  seem, 
For  they  are  actions  that  a  man  might  play : 
But  I  have  that  within,  which  passeth  show ; 
These,  but  the  trappings  and  the  suits  of  woe. 

King.  'Tis  sweet  and  commendable  in  your  nature,  Hamlet,|, 
To  give  these  mourning  duties  to  your  father : 
But,  you  must  know,  your  father  lost  a  father ; 
That  father  lost,  lost  his ;  and  the  survivor  bound. 
In  filial  obligation,  for  some  term 
To  do  obsequious  sorrow :  but  to  pers^ver 
In  obstinate  condolement,  is  a  course 
Of  impious  stubbornness;  'tis  unmanly  grief: 
It  shows  a  will  most  incorrect  to  heaven ; 
A  heart  unfortified,  a  mind  impatient ; 
An  understanding  simple  and  unschooFd  : 
For  what  we  know  must  be,  and  is  as  common 
As  any  the  most  vulgar  thing  to  sense, 
Why  should  we,  in  our  peevish  opposition, 
Take  it  to  heart  ?    Fie !  'tis  a  fault  to  heaven, 
A  fault  against  the  dead,  a  fault  to  nature, 
To  reason  most  absurd ;  whose  common  theme 
Is  death  of  fathers,  and  who  still  hath  cried, 
From  the  first  corse  till  he  that  died  to-day, 
**  This  must  be  so."    We  pray  you,  throw  to  earth 
This  unprevailing  woe ;  and  think  of  us 
As  of  a  father :  for  let  the  world  take  note, 
You  are  the  most  immediate  to  our  throne ; 
And,  with  no  less  nobility  of  love 
Than  that  which  dearest  father  bears  his  son, 
Do  I  impart  toward  you.     For  your  intent 
In  going  back  to  school  in  Wittenberg, 
It  is  most  retrograde  to  our  desire : 
And  we  beseech  you,  bend  you  to  remain 
Here,  in  the  cheer  and  comfort  of  our  eye. 
Our  chiefest  courtier,  cousin,  and  our  son. 

Queen,  Let  not  thy  mother  lose  her  prayers,  Hamlet : 
I  pray  thee,  stay  with  us ;  go  not  to  Wittenbeig. 

Ham,  I  shall  in  all  my  best  obey  you.  Madam. 

King.  Why,  'tis  a  loving  and  a  fair  reply : 
Be  as  ourself  in  Denmark. — Madam,  come ; 
This  gentle  and  unforc'd  accord  of  Hamlet 
Sits  smiling  to  my  heart :  in  grace  whereof 
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No  jocund  health  that  Denmark  drinks  to-day, 
But  the  great  cannon  to  the  clouds  shall  tell ; 
And  the  king's  rouse  the  heaven  shall  bruit  again, 
Re-speaking  earthly  thunder.     Come  away. 

[Exeunt  all  except  Hamlet. 

Ham,  O,  that  this  too  too  solid  flesh  would  melt, 
Thaw,  and  resolve  itself  into  a  dew  1 
Or  that  the  Everlasting  had  not  fix'd 
His  canon  'gainst  self-slaughter !     0  God  I  0  God ! 
How  weary,  stale,  flat,  and  unprofitable 
Seem  to  me  all  the  uses  of  this  world  ! 
Fie  on 't !     O  fie !  'tis  an  un weeded  garden, 
That  grows  to  seed ;  things  rank  and  gross  in  nature 
Possess  it  merely.     That  it  should  come  to  this ! 
But  two  months  dead ! — nay,  not  so  much,  not  two : 
So  excellent  a  king ;  that  was,  to  this, 
Hyperion  to  a  satyr :  so  loving  to  my  mother. 
That  he  might  not  between  the  winds  of  heaven 
Visit  her  face  too  roughly.     Heaven  and  earth ! 
Must  I  remember?  why,  she  would  hang  on  him, 
As  if  increase  of  appetite  had  grown 
By  what  it  fed  on :  and  yet,  within  a  month, — 
Let  me  not  think  on 't, — Frailty,  thy  name  is  woman ! — 
A  little  month  \  or  ere  those  shoes  were  old. 
With  which  she  follow'd  my  poor  father's  body, 
Like  Niobe,  all  tears ; — why  she,  even  she, — 
O  God !  a  beast,  that  wants  discourse  of  reason, 
Would  have  moum'd  longer, — married  with  mine  uncle, 
My  father's  brother ;  but  no  more  like  my  father, 
Than  I  to  Hercules :  within  a  month ; 
Ere  yet  the  salt  of  most  unrighteous  tears 
Had  left  the  flushing  in  her  galled  eyes, 
She  married : — O,  most  wicked  speed,  to  post 
With  such  dexterity  to  incestuous  sheets ! 
It  is  not,  nor  it  cannot  come  to,  good : 
But  break,  my  heart, — for  I  must  hold  my  tongue ! 
Enter  Horatio,  Marcellus,  and  Bernardo. 

Hor,  Hail  to  your  lordship  I 

Ham.  I  am  glad  to  see  you  well : 

Horatio, — or  I  do  forget  myself 

Hor.  The  same,  my  lord,  and  your  poor  servant  ever. 

Ham,  Sir,  my  good  friend ;  I  '11  change  that  name  with  you : 
And  what  make  you  from  Wittenberg,  Horatio  % — 
Marcellus? 
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Mar.  My  good  lord, — 

Ham.  I  am  very  glad  to  see  you. — Good  even,  Sir. — 
But  what,  m  faith,  make  you  from  Wittenberg? 

Ilor.  A  truant  disposition,  good  my  lord. 

Ham.  I  would  not  hear  your  enemy  say  so ; 
Nor  shall  you  do  mine  ear  that  violence, 
I'o  make  it  truster  of  your  own  report 
Against  yourself:  I  know  you  are  no  truant. 
But  what  is  your  affair  in  Elsinore  ? 
We  *11  teach  you  to  drink  deep  ere  you  depart 

Hor.  My  lord,  I  came  to  see  your  father's  funeral. 

Ham.  I  pray  thee,  do  not  mock  me,  fellow-student  ; 
I  think  it  was  to  see  my  mother's  wedding. 

Hor.  Indeed,  my  lord,  it  followed  hard  upon. 

Ham.  Thrift,  thrift,  Horatio !  the  funeral  bak'd  meats 
Did  coldly  furnish  forth  the  marriage  tables. 
Would  I  had  met  my  dearest  foe  in  heaven 
Ere  I  had  ever  seen  that  day,  Horatio ! — 
My  father, — methinks  I  see  my  father. 

Hor.  O,  where,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.  In  my  mind's  eye,  Horatio. 

Hor.  I  saw  him  once ;  he  was  a  goodly  king. 

Ham.  He  was  a  man,  take  him  for  all  in  all, 
I  shall  not  look  upon  his  like  again. 

Hor.  My  lord,  I  think  I  saw  him  yesternight 

Ham.  Saw  who  1 

Hor.  My  lord,  the  king  your  father. 
•  Ham.  The  king  my  fatlier  I 

Hor.  Season  your  admiration  for  a  while 
With  an  attent  ear ;  till  I  may  deliver. 
Upon  the  witness  of  these  gentlemen. 
This  marvel  to  you. 

Ham.  For  God's  love,  let  me  hear. 

Hor.  Two  nights  together,  had  these  gentlemen, 
Marcellus  and  Bernardo,  on  their  watch. 
In  the  dead  vast  and  middle  of  the  night. 
Been  thus  encounter'd.     A  figure  like  your  father, 
Arm'd  at  all  points  exactly,  cap-k-pd. 
Appears  before  them,  and  with  solemn  march 
Goes  slow  and  stately  by  them :  thrice  he  walk'd 
By  their  oppress'd  and  fear-surprisfed  eyes. 
Within  his  truncheon's  length ;  whilst  they,  distill'd 
Almost  to  jelly  with  the  act  of  fear. 
Stand  dumb,  and  speak  not  to  him.     This  to  me 
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In  dreadful  secrecy  impart  they  did ; 

And  I  with  them  the  third  night  kept  the  watch : 

Wnere,  as  they  had  delivered,  both  in  time, 

Form  of  the  thing,  each  word  made  true  and  good, 

The  apparition  comes  :  I  knew  your  father ; 

These  hands  are  not  more  like. 

Ham,  But  where  was  this  ? 

Mar,  My  lord,  upon  the  platform  where  we  watch'd. 

Ham,  Did  you  not  speak  to  it  1 

Hor,  My  lord,  I  did  ; 

But  answer  made  it  none :  yet  once,  methought. 
It  lifted  up  its  head,  and  did  address 
Itself  to  motion,  like  as  it  would  speak : 
But,  even  then,  the  morning  cock  crew  loud ; 
And  at  the  sound  it  shrunk  in  haste  away, 
And  vanished  from  our  sight. 

Ham,  Tis  very  strange. 

Hor,  As  I  do  live,  my  honoured  lord,  'tis  true  , 
And  we  did  think  it  writ  down  in  our  duty. 
To  let  you  know  of  it 

Ham,  Indeed,  indeed,  Sirs,  but  this  troubles  me. 
Hold  you  the  watch  to-night  1 

Mar,  Ber,  We  do,  my  lord. 

Ham,  Arm'd,  say  you  1 

Mar,  Ber,  Arm*d,  my  lord. 

Ham,  From  top  to  toe? 

Mar,  Ber.  My  lord,  from  head  to  foot. 

Ham,  Then,  saw  you  not  his  face  % 

Hor,  O,  yes,  my  lord ;  he  wore  his  beaver  up. 

Ham,  What,  looked  he  frowningly? 

Hor,  A  countenance  more 

In  sorrow  than  in  anger. 

Ham,  Pale,  or  red  ? 

Hor  Nay,  very  pale. 

Ham,  And  fix*d  his  eyes  upon  you  ? 

Hor,  Most  constantly. 

Ham,  I  would  I  had  been  there. 

Hor,  It  would  have  much  amaz'd  you. 

Ham,  Very  like. 

Very  like.     Stay'd  it  long  'f 

Hor,  AVhile  one  with  moderate  haste  might  tell  a  hundred. 

Mar,  Btr,  Longer,  longer. 

Hor,  Not  when  I  saw  it. 

Ham.  His  beard  was  grizzled, — no  ] 
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HoK  It  was,  as  I  have  seen  it  in  his  life, 
A  sable  silver'd. 

Ham,  I  will  watch  to-night ; 

Perchance  'twill  walk  again. 

Hor,  I  warrant  it  wiiL 

Ham,  If  it  assume  my  noble  father's  person, 
I  '11  speak  to  it,  though  hell  itself  should  gape, 
And  bid  me  hold  my  peace.     I  pray  yoa  all, 
If  you  have  hitherto  conceal'd  this  sight. 
Let  it  be  tenable  in  your  silence  still ; 
And  whatsoever  else  shall  hap  to-night, 
Give  it  an  understanding,  but  no  tongue  : 
I  will  requite  your  loves.     So,  fare  you  well : 
Upon  the  platform,  'twixt  eleven  and  twelve, 
I  '11  visit  you. 

All,  Our  duty  to  your  honour. 

Ham,  Your  loves,  as  mine  to  you :  farewell. 

\ExeufU  Horatio,  Marcellus,  and  Bernardo. 
My  father's  spirit  in  arms !  all  is  not  well , 
I  doubt  some  foul  play :  would  the  night  were  come ! 
Till  then  sit  still,  my  soul :  foul  deeds  will  rise. 
Though  all  the  earth  o'eniv'helm  them,  to  men's  eyes.         [Exit 

SCENE  III.— ^  Room  in  Polonius'  House, 

Enter  Laertes  and  Ophelia. 

Lair,  My  necessaries  are  embark'd :  farewell ; 
And,  sister,  as  the  winds  give  benefit, 
And  convoy  is  assistant,  do  not  sleep. 
But  let  me  hear  firom  you. 

Oph,  Do  you  doubt  that  ? 

Laer,  For  Hamlet,  and  the  trifling  of  his  favour, 
Hold  it  a  fashion,  and  4  toy  in  blood ; 
A  violet  in  the  youth  of  primy  nature. 
Forward,  not  permanent,  sweet,  not  lasting. 
The  perfume  and  suppliance  of  a  minute ; 
No  more. 

Oph,  No  more  but  so  ? 

Laer.  Think  it  no  more : 

For  natiu-e,  crescent,  does  not  grow  alone 
In  thewes  and  bulk ;  but,  as  this  temple  waxes. 
The  inward  service  of  the  mind  and  soul 
Grows  wide  withal.     Perhaps  he  loves  you  now ; 
And  now  no  soil,  nor  cautel,  doth  besmirch 
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The  virtue  of  his  will :  but  you  must  fear, 

His  greatness  weigh'd,  his  will  is  not  his  own ; 

For  he  himself  is  subject  to  his  birth : 

He  may  not,  as  unvalued  persons  do, 

Carve  for  himself;  for  on  his  choice  depends 

The  safety  and  the  health  of  the  whole  state ; 

And  therefore  must  his  choice  be  circumscribed 

Unto  the  voice  and  yielding  of  that  body. 

Whereof  he  is  the  head.     Then,  if  he  says  he  loves  you, 

It  fits  your  wisdom  so  far  to  believe  it, 

As  he  in  his  particular  act  and  place 

May  give  his  saying  deed  ;  which  is  no  farther 

Than  the  main  voice  of  Denmark  goes  withal. 

Then  weigh  what  loss  your  honour  may  sustain, 

If  with  too  credent  ear  you  list  his  songs ; 

Or  lose  your  heart ;  or  your  chaste  treasure  open 

To  his  unmaster'd  importunity. 

Fear  it,  Ophelia,  fear  it,  my  dear  sister ; 

And  keep  you  in  the  rear  of  your  aflfection. 

Out  of  the  shot  and  danger  of  desire. 

The  chariest  maid  is  prodigal  enough, 

If  she  unmask  her  beauty  to  the  moon : 

Virtue  itself  scapes  not  calumnious  strokes : 

The  canker  galls  the  infants  of  the  spring, 

Too  oft  before  their  buttons  be  disclosed ; 

And  in  the  mom  and  liquid  dew  of  youth 

Contagious  blastments  are  most  imminent 

Be  waiy,  then ;  best  safety  lies  in  fear : 

Youth  to  itself  rebels,  though  none  else  near. 

Oph.  I  shall  th'  effect  of  this  good  lesson  keep, 
As  watchman  to  my  heart     But,  good  my  brother^ 
Do  not,  as  some  ungracious  pastors  do. 
Show  me  the  steep  and  thorny  way  to  heaven ; 
Whilst,  like  a  pufiTd  and  reckless  libertine. 
Himself  the  primrose  path  of  dalliance  treads. 
And  recks  not  his  own  read. 

Laer.  O,  fear  me  not 

I  stay  too  long : — but  here  my  father  comes. 
A  double  blessing  is  a  double  grace  ; 
Occasion  smiles  upon  a  second  leave. 

Enter  POLONIUS. 

Pol.  Yet  here,  Laertes !  aboard,  aboard,  for  shame  1 
The  wind  sits  in  the  shoulder  of  your  sail, 
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And  you  are  sta/d  for.    There, — my  blessing  with  you ! 

[Zaying  his  hand  on  Laertes'  /leacL 
And  these  few  precepts  in  thy  memory 
Look  thou  character.     Give  thy  thoughts  no  tongue, 
Nor  any  unproportion'd  thought  his  act 
Be  thou  familiar,  but  by  no  means  vulgar. 
The  friends  thou  hast,  and  their  adoption  tried, 
Grapple  them  to  thy  soul  with  hooks  of  steel ; 
But  do  not  dull  thy  palm  with  entertainment 
Of  each  new-hatch'd,  unfledg'd  comrade.     Beware 
Of  entrance  to  a  quarrel ;  but,  being  in, 
Bear't,  that  th'  opposM  may  beware  of  thee. 
Give  every  man  thine  ear,  but  few  thy  voice : 
Take  each  man's  censure,  but  reserve  thy  judgment 
Costly  thy  habit  as  thy  purse  can  buy, 
But  not  express'd  in  fancy ;  rich,  not  gaudy : 
For  the  apparel  oft  proclaims  the  man ; 
And  they  in  France,  of  the  best  rank  and  station, 
Are  most  select  and  generous,  chief  in  that. 
Neither  a  borrower,  nor  a  lender  be : 
For  loan  oft  loses  both  itself  and  friend ; 
And  borrowing  dulls  the  edge  of  husbandry. 
This  above  all, — to  thine  ownself  be  true  ; 
And  it  must  follow,  as  the  night  the  day. 
Thou  canst  not  then  be  false  to  any  man. 
Farewell :  my  blessing  season  this  in  thee ! 

Laer,  Most  humbly  do  I  take  my  leave,  my  lord. 

PoL  The  time  invites  you  ]  go,  your  servants  tend. 

Lacr.  Farewell,  Ophelia ;  and  remember  well 
What  I  have  said  to  you. 

Oph,  'Tis  in  my  memory  lock'd, 

And  you  yourself  shall  keep  the  key  of  it. 

Laer.  Farewell.  [Exit. 

PoL  What  is 't,  Ophelia,  he  hath  said  to  you  \ 

Oph,  So  please  you,  something  touching  the  lord  Hamlet 

Pol,  Marry,  well  bethought : 
*Tis  told  me,  he  hath  very  oft  of  late 
Given  private  time  to  you ;  and  you  yourself 
Have  of  your  audience  been  most  free  and  bounteous ; 
If  it  be  so,  (as  so  'tis  put  on  me. 
And  that  in  way  of  caution,)  I  must  tell  you. 
You  do  not  imderstand  yourself  so  clearly, 
As  it  behoves  my  daughter,  and  your  honour. 
What  is  between  you?  give  me  up  the  truth. 
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Oph,  He  hath,  my  lord,  of  late  made  many  tenders 
Of  his  affection  to  me. 

PoL  Affection !  pooh  !  you  speak  like  a  green  girl, 
Unsifted  in  such  perilous  circumstance. 
Do  you  believe  his  tenders,  as  you  call  them  ? 

Oph,  I  do  not  know,  my  lord,  what  I  should  think. 

PoL  Marry,  1 11  teach  you :  think  yourself  a  baby ; 
That  you  have  ta'en  these  tenders  for  true  pay. 
Which  are  not  sterling.     Tender  yourself  more  dearly ; 
Or, — ^not  to  crack  the  wind  of  the  poor  phrase, 
Wronging  it  thus, — you  '11  tender  me  a  fooL 

Oph,  My  lord,  he  hath  importuned  me  with  love,   ■ 
In  honourable  fashion. 

PoL  Ay,  fashion  you  may  call  it ;  go  to,  go  to. 

Oph.  And  hath  given  countenance  to  his  speech,  my  lord. 
With  almost  all  the  holy  vows  of  heaven. 

PoL  Ay,  springes  to  catch  woodcocks.     I  do  know. 
When  the  blood  bums,  how  prodigal  the  soul 
Lends  the  tongue  vows :  these  blazes,  daughter. 
Giving  more  light  than  heat, — extinct  in  both. 
Even  in  their  promise,  as  it  is  a  making, — 
You  must  not  Xsikt  for  fire.     From  this  time. 
Be  somewhat  scanter  of  your  maiden  presence ; 
Set  your  entreatments  at  a  higher  rate. 
Than  a  command  to  parley.    For  lord  Hamlet, 
Believe  so  much  in  him,  that  he  is  young ; 
And  with  a  larger  tether  may  he  walk. 
Than  may  be  given  you :  in  few,  Ophelia, 
Do  not  believe  his  vows ;  for  they  are  brokers, — 
Not  of  that  dye  which  their  investments  show. 
But  mere  implorators  of  unholy  suits, 
Breathing  like  sanctified  and  pious  bonds, 
The  better  to  beguile.     This  is  for  all, — 
I  would  not,  in  plain  terms,  from  this  time  forth. 
Have  you  so  slander  any  moment's  leisure. 
As  to  give  words  or  talk  with  the  lord  HamleL 
Look  to 't,  I  charge  you :  come  your  ways. 

Oph.  I  shall  obey,  my  lord.  [Exeunt 

SCENE  \N .—The  Platform. 

Enter  Hamlet,  Horatio,  and  Marcellus. 
Ham.  The  air  bites  shrewdly ;  it  is  very  cold. 
Hot.  It  is  a  nipping  and  an  eager  air. 
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Hatiu  What  hour  now? 

Hor.  I  thmk  it  lacks  of  twelve. 

Mar,  No,  it  is  struck. 

Hor,  Indeed  ?    I  heard  it  not :  then  it  draws  near  the  season. 
Wherein  the  spirit  held  his  wont  to  walk. 

\A  flourish  oftrumpetSy  and  ordnarce  shot  off^  rvithifu 
What  does  this  mean,  my  lord  I 

Ham,  The  king  doth  wake  to-night,  and  takes  his  rouse^ 
Keeps  wassail,  and  the  swaggering  up-spring  reels ; 
And,  as  he  drains  his  draughts  of  Rhenish  down. 
The  kettle-drum  and  trumpet  thus  bray  out 
The  triumph  of  his  pledge. 

IIoK  Is  it  a  custom  % 

Ham.  Ay,  many,  is 't : 
But  to  my  mind, — though  I  am  native  here, 
And  to  the  manner  bom, — it  is  a  custom 
More  honoured  in  the  breach,  than  the  observance. 
This  heavy-headed  revel,  east  and  west 
Makes  us  traduc'd  and  tax'd  of  other  nations : 
They  clepe  us  drunkards,  and  with  swinish  phrase 
Soil  our  addition ;  and,  indeed,  it  takes 
From  our  achievements,  though  performed  at  height, 
The  pith  and  marrow  of  our  attribute. 
So,  oft  it  chances  in  particular  men. 
That,  for  some  vicious  mole  of  nature  in  them, 
As,  in  their  birth,  (wherein  they  are  not  guilty, 
Since  nature  cannot  choose  his  origin,) 
By  the  o'ergrowth  of  some  complexion. 
Oft  breaking  down  the  pales  and  forts  of  reason'. 
Or  by  some  habit,  that  too  much  o'er-leavens 
The  form  of  plausive  manners ; — that  these  men,— 
Carrying,  I  say,  the  stamp  of  one  defect. 
Being  nature's  livery,  or  fortune's  star, — 
Their  virtues  else  (be  they  as  pure  as  grace. 
As  infinite  as  man  may  undergo) 
Shall  in  the  general  censure  take  corruption 
From  that  particular  fault :  the  dram  of  base 
Doth  all  the  noble  substance  often  dout^ 
To  his  own  scandal 

^or.  Look,  my  lord !  it  comes. 

Enter  Ghost. 

Ham,  Angels  and  ministers  of  grace  defend  us  I— 
Be  thou  a  spirit  of  health,  or  gobhn  damn'd, 
Bring  with  thee  airs  from  heaven,  or  blasts  from  hell, 
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Be  thy  intents  wicked,  or  charitable, 
Thou  com'st  in  such  a  questionable  shape, 
That  I  will  speak  to  thee  :  I  '11  call  thee,  Hamlet, 
King,  Father,  Royal  Dane :  O,  answer  me ! 
Let  me  not  burst  in  ignorance ;  but  tell 
Why  thy  canoniz'd  bones,  hearsed  in  death, 
Have  burst  their  cerements ;  why  the  sepulchre, 
Wherein  we  saw  thee  quietly  in-um'd. 
Hath  op'd  his  ponderous  and  marble  jaws, 
To  cast  thee  up  again !    What  may  this  mean, 
That  thou,  dead  corse,  again,  in  complete  steel, 
Revisit'st  thus  the  glimpses  of  the  moon. 
Making  night  hideous ;  and  we  fools  of  nature. 
So  horridly  to  shake  our  disposition. 
With  thoughts  beyond  the  reaches  of  our  souls  1 
Say,  why  is  this  ?  wherefore  ?  what  should  we  do  ? 

[T/i€  Ghost  beckons  Hamlet. 
Hot.  It  beckons  you  to  go  away  with  it. 
As  if  it  some  impartment  did  desire 
To  you  alone. 

Mar.  Look,  with  what  courteous  action 

It  waves  you  to  a  more  removed  ground : 
But  do  not  go  with  it 

Hor.  No,  by  no  means. 

Ham.  It  will  not  speak  j  then,  will  I  follow  it. 
Hor.  Do  not,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Why,  what  should  be  the  fear? 

I  do  not  set  my  life  at  a  pin's  fee ; 
And,  for  my  soul,  what  can  it  do  to  that, 
Being  a  thing  immortal  as  itself? 
It  waves  me  forth  again : — I  '11  follow  it 

Hor.  What  if  it  tempt  you  toward  the  flood,  my  lord, 
Or  to  the  dreadful  summit  of  the  cliff. 
That  beetles  o'er  his  base  into  the  sea. 
And  there  assume  some  other  horrible  form. 
Which  might  deprive  your  sovereignty  of  reason, 
And  draw  you  into  madness?  think  of  it : 
The  very  place  puts  toys  of  desperation, 
Without  more  motive,  into  every  brain. 
That  looks  so  many  fathoms  to  the  sea, 
And  hears  it  roar  beneath. 

Ham.  It  waves  me  stilL — Go  on ;  I  '11  follow  thee. 

Mar.  You  shall  not  go,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Hold  off  your  hand& 

VOL.  IV.  F 
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Hor,  Be  ruPd ;  you  shall  not  ga 

Ham,  My  fkte  cries  out, 

And  makes  each  petty  artery  in  this  body 
As  hardy  as  the  N6nean  lion's  nerve. —  [Ghost  beckons. 

Still  am  I  call'd : — unhand  me,  gentlemen ; — 

[Breaking from  Hum. 
By  heaven,  I  '11  make  a  ghost  of  him  that  lets  me : — 
I  say,  away ! — Go  on ;  I  '11  follow  thee. 

\Eoceunt  Ghost  and  Hamlet. 

Hot,  He  waxes  desperate  with  imagination. 

Mar,  Let's  follow ;  'tis  not  fit  thus  to  obey  him. 

Hor,  Have  after. — To  what  issue  will  this  come  1 

Mar,  Something  is  rotten  in  the  state  of  Denmark. 

Hor,  Heaven  will  direct  it 

Mar,  Nay,  let 's  follow  him.  \Exetint, 

SCENE  y,—A  more  remote  Part  of  the  Platform, 
EnUr  Ghost  and  Ham  LET. 

Ham,  AVhither  wilt  thou  lead  me  ?  speak ;  I  '11  go  no  &rtliex: 

Ghost,  Mark  me. 

Ham,  I  wilL 

Ghost,  My  hour  is  almost  come. 

When  I  to  sulphurous  and  tormenting  flames 
Must  render  up  myself 

Ham,  Alas,  poor  ghost ! 

Ghost,  Pity  me  not ;  but  tend  thy  serious  hearing 
To  what  I  shall  unfold. 

Ham.  Speak ;  I  am  bound  to  hear. 

Ghost.  So  art  thou  to  revenge,  when  thou  shalt  hear. 

Ham.  What? 

Ghost.  I  am  thy  father's  spirit ; 
Doom'd  for  a  certain  term  to  walk  the  night. 
And,  for  the  day,  confin'd  to  fast  in  fires, 
Till  the  foul  crimes,  done  in  my  days  of  nature. 
Are  burnt  and  purg'd  away.     But  that  I  am  forbid 
To  tell  the  secrets  of  my  prison-house, 
I  could  a  tale  unfold,  whose  lightest  word 
Would  harrow  up  thy  soul  \  freeze  thy  young  blood  ; 
Make  thy  two  eyes,  like  stars,  start  from  their  spheres ; 
Thy  knotted  and  combined  locks  to  part, 
And  each  particular  hair  to  stand  on  end, 
Like  quills  upon  the  fretful  porcupine : 
But  this  eternal  blazon  must  not  be 
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To  cars  of  flesh  and  blood. — List,  list,  O,  list ! — 
If  thou  didst  ever  thy  dear  father  love, — 

Ham,  O  God ! 

Ghost.  Revenge  his  foul  and  most  unnatural  murder. 

Ham.  Murder! 

Ghost.  Mxirder  most  foul,  as  in  the  best  it  is ; 
But  this  most  foul,  strange,  and  unnatural 

Ham.  Haste  me  to  know  it,  that  I,  with  wings  as  swift 
As  meditation,  or  the  thoughts  of  love. 
May  sweep  to  my  revenge. 

Ghost.  I  find  thee  apt ; 

And  duller  shouldst  thou  be  than  the  fat  weed 
That  rots  itself  in  ease  on  Lethe  wharf, 
Wouldst  thou  not  stir  in  this.     Now,  Hamlet,  hear ; 
'Tis  given  out,  that,  sleeping  in  mine  orchard, 
A  serpent  stung  me ;  so  the  whole  ear  of  Denmark 
Is  by  a  forgM  process  of  my  death 
Rankly  abus'd :  but  know,  thou  noble  youth. 
The  serpent  that  did  sting  thy  father's  life 
Now  wears  his  crown. 

Ham.  O  my  prophetic  soul !  my  uncle ! 

Ghost.  Ay,  that  incestuous,  that  adulterate  beast, 
With  witchcraft  of  his  wit,  with  traitorous  gifts, 
(O  wicked  wit,  and  gifts,  that  have  the  power 
So  to  seduce !)  won  to  his  shameful  lust 
The  will  of  xay  most  seeming-virtuous  queen : 

0  Hamlet,  what  a  falling-off  was  there ! 
From  me,  whose  love  was  of  that  dignity. 
That  it  went  hand  in  hand  even  with  the  vow 

1  made  to  her  in  marriage ;  and  to  decline 
Upon  a  wretch,  whose  natural  gifts  were  poor 
To  those  of  mine ! 

But  virtue,  as  it  never  will  be  moVd, 

Though  lewdness  court  it  in  a  shape  of  heaven , 

So  lust,  though  to  a  radiant  angel  link'd. 

Will  sate  itself  in  a  celestial  bed. 

And  prey  on  garbage. 

But,  soft !  methinks  I  scent  the  morning  air; 

Brief  let  me  be. — Sleeping  within  mine  orchard. 

My  custom  always  in  the  afternoon. 

Upon  my  secure  hour  thy  uncle  stole, 

With  juice  of  cursed  hebenon  in  a  vial, 

And  in  the  porches  of  mine  ears  did  pour 

The  Icperous  distilment;  whose  effect 
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Holds  such  an  enmity  with  blood  of  man, 

That,  swift  as  quicksilver,  it  courses  through 

The  natural  gates  and  alle3rs  of  the  body ; 

And,  with  a  sudden  vigour,  it  doth  posset 

And  curd,  like  eager  droppings  into  milk. 

The  thin  and  wholesome  blood :  so  did  it  mine : 

And  a  most  instant  tetter  bark'd  about, 

Most  lazar-like,  with  vile  and  loathsome  crust, 

All  my  smooth  body. 

Thus  was  I,  sleeping,  by  a  brother  s  hand. 

Of  life,  of  crown,  of  queen,  at  once  despatched : 

Cut  off  even  in  the  blossoms  of  my  sin, 

Unhousel'd,  disappointed,  unanePd ; 

No  reckoning  made,  but  sent  to  my  account 

With  all  my  imperfections  on  my  head : 

O,  horrible !  O,  horrible !  most  horrible ! 

If  thou  hast  nature  in  thee,  bear  it  not ; 

Let  not  the  royal  bed  of  Denmark  be 

A  couch  for  luxury  and  damnM  incest 

But,  howsoever  thou  pursu'st  this  act. 

Taint  not  thy  mind,  nor  let  thy  soul  contrive 

Against  thy  mother  aught :  leave  her  to  heaven, 

And  to  those  thorns  that  in  her  bosom  lodge. 

To  priclc  and  sting  her.     Fare  thee  well  at  once ! 

The  glow-worm  shows  the  matin  to  be  near. 

And  'gins  to  pale  his  uneffectual  fire : 

Adieu,  adieu !     Hamlet,  remember  me.  [Exit. 

Ham.  O  all  you  host  of  heaven  I  O  earth !  What  else? 
And  shall  I  couple  hell? — O  fie ! — Hold,  hold,  my  heart! 
And  you,  my  sinews,  grow  not  instant  old, 
But  bear  me  stiffly  up ! — Remember  thee ! 
Ay,  thou  poor  ghost,  while  memory  holds  a  seat 
In  this  distracted  globe.     Remember  thee  1 
Yea,  from  the  table  of  my  memory 
I  '11  wipe  away  all  trivial  fond  records. 
All  saws  of  books,  all  forms,  all  pressures  past, 
That  youth  and  observation  copied  there ; 
And  thy  commandment  all  alone  shall  live 
Witliin  the  book  and  volume  of  my  brain, 
Unmix'd  with  baser  matter :  yes,  by  heaven. — 
O  most  pernicious  woman ! 
O  villain,  villain,  smiling,  damned  villain ! 
My  tables, — meet  it  is  I  set  it  down, 
That  one  may  smile,  and  smile,  and  be  a  villain ; 


SCENE  v.]       HAMLET,  PRINCE  OF  DENMARK.  85 

At  least  I  'm  sure  it  may  be  so  in  Denmark :  f  Writings 

So,  uncle,  there  you  are.    Now  to  my  word ; 
It  is,  "  Adieu,  adieu  I  remember  me : " 
I  have  sworn  % 

JObr.  [  Within.]  Uy  lord !  my  lord ! 

Mar.  [  fVi/Ain.]  Lord  Hamlet ! 

JK?r.  [  JVifAin,]  Heaven  secure  him ! 

Mar.  [  IVi/Ain.]  So  be  it ! 

Ifor.  [  Within.']  Illo,  ho,  ho,  my  lord ! 

Ham.  Hillo,  ho,  ho,  boy !  come,  bird,  come. 

EfUer  Horatio  and  Marcellus. 

Mar.  How  is't,  my  noble  lordl 

ITor.  What  news,  my  lordl 

Ham.  O,  wonderful ! 

Ifor.  Good  my  lord,  tell  it 

Ham.  No 

You  '11  reveal  it 

Hor.  Not  I,  my  lord,  by  heaven. 

Mar.  Nor  I,  my  lord. 

Ham.  How  say  you,  then ;  would  heart  of  man  once  think 
itt— 
But  you  11  be  secret 

Hor.  Mar.  Ay,  by  heaven,  my  lord. 

Ham.  There 's  ne'er  a  villain  dwelling  in  all  Denmark, 
But  he 's  an  arrant  knave. 

Hor.  There  needs  no  ghost,  my  lord,  come  from  the  grave 
To  tell  us  this. 

Ham.  Why,  right ;  you  are  i'  the  right ; 

And  so,  without  more  circumstance  at  all, 
I  hold  it  fit  that  we  shake  hands  and  part : 
You,  as  your  business  and  desire  shall  point  you, — 
For  every  man  hath  business  and  desire, 
Such  as  it  is ; — and,  for  mine  own  poor  part. 
Look  you,  I  '11  go  pray. 

Hor.  These  are  but  wild  and  whirling  words,  my  lord. 

Ham.  I  am  sorry  they  offend  you,  heartily ;  yes, 
'Faith,  heartily. 

Hor.  There 's  no  offence,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Yes,  by  Saint  Patrick,  but  there  is,  Horatio, 
And  much  offence  too.     Touching  this  vision  here, — 
It  is  au  honest  ghost,  that  let  me  tell  you : 
For  your  desire  to  know  what  is  between  us, 
(yermaster  it  as  you  may.    And  now,  good  friends. 
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As  you  are  friends,  scholars,  and  soldiers. 
Give  me  one  poor  request 

Hor.  What  is't,  my  lord?  we  will 

Ham,  Never  make  known  what  you  have  seen  to-night. 

Hor.  Man  My  lord,  we  will  not 

Ham.  Nay,  but  swear 't 

Hor.  In  faith, 

My  lord,  not  I. 

Mar.  Nor  I,  my  lord,  in  faith. 

Ham,  Upon  my  sword. 

Mar,  We  have  sworn,  my  lord,  already. 

Ham.  Indeed,  upon  my  sword,  indeed. 

Ghost,  [BematA,]  Swear. 

Ham,  Ah,  ha,  boy!  sa/st  thou  so?  art  thou  there,  true. 
Come  on, — ^you  hear  this  fellow  in  the  cellarage, —  [penny  1 — 
Consent  to  swear. 

Hor.  Propose  the  oath,  my  lord. 

Ham,  Never  to  speak  of  this  that  you  have  seen, 
Swear  by  my  sword. 

GAosf,  [Beneath,^  Swear. 

Ham,  Hie  et  vbique  f  then  we  '11  shift  our  ground. — 
Come  hither,  gentlemen, 
And  lay  your  hands  again  upon  my  sword : 
Never  to  speak  of  this  that  you  have  heard, 
Swear  by  my  sword. 

Ghosf.  [BencathJ]  Swear. 

Ham,  Well  said,  old  mole !  canst  work  i'  the  earth  so  fasti 
A  worthy  pioneer ! — Once  more  remove,  good  friends, 

Hor,  O  day  and  night,  but  this  is  wondrous  strange  I 

Ham,  And  therefore  as  a  stranger  give  it  welcome. 
There  are  more  things  in  heaven  and  earth,  Horatio^ 
Than  are  dreamt  of  in  your  philosophy. 
But  come ; — 

Here,  as  before,  never,  so  help  you  mercy. 
How  strange  or  odd  soe'er  I  bear  myself, — 
As  I,  perchance,  hereafter  shall  think  meet 
To  put  an  antick  disposition  on, — 
That  you,  at  such  times  seeing  me,  never  shall. 
With  arms  encumbered  thus,  or  this  head-shake, 
Or  by  pronouncing  of  some  doubtful  phrase, 
As,   "Well,  well,  we  know;"  —  or,  "We  could,  an  if  we 

would;" — 
Or,  "  If  we  list  to  speak ; "  —  or,  "  TherQ  be,  an  if  they 
might;**— 
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Or  such  ambiguous  giving  out,  to  note 
That  you  know  aught  of  me : — this  not  to  do. 
So  grace  and  mercy  at  your  most  need  help  you, 
Swear. 

Ghost  \BeneathS[  Swear. 

ITam.  Rest,  rest,  perturbW  spirit !— So,  gentlemen. 
With  all  my  love  I  do  commend  me  to  you : 
And  what  so  poor  a  man  as  Hamlet  is 
May  do,  to  express  his  love  and  friending  to  you, 
God  willing,  shall  not  lack.     Let  us  go  in  together ; 
And  still  your  fingers  on  your  lips,  I  pray. 
The  time  is  out  of  joint; — O  cursed  spite, 
That  ever  I  was  bom  to  set  it  right  1 — 
Nay,  come,  let's  go  together,  \Exaint. 


ACT   IL 
SCENE  I. — A  Roam  in  Polonius*  Home. 

Enter  PoLONIUS  and  Rbvnaldo. 

PoL  Give  him  this  money,  and  these  notes,  Reynaldo. 

JRey.  I  will,  my  lord. 

Pal.  You  shall  do  marv'lous  wisely,  good  Reynaldo, 
Before  you  visit  him,  to  make  enquiry 
Of  his  behaviour. 

Eey.  My  lord,  I  did  intend  it 

Poi,  Marry,  well  said ;  very  well  said.     Look  you,  Sir, 
Enquire  me  first  what  Danskers  are  in  Paris ; 
And  how,  and  who,  what  means,  and  where  they  keep. 
What  company,  at  what  expense ;  and  finding. 
By  this  encompassment  and  drift  of  question. 
That  they  do  know  my  son,  come  you  more  nearer 
Than  your  particular  demands  will  touch  it : 
Take  you,  as  'twere,  some  distant  knowledge  of  him ; 
As  thus,  ''  I  know  his  father,  and  his  fiiends, 
And,  ia  part,  him ;"— -do  you  mark  this,  Reynaldo  T 

Piy.  Ay,  very  well,  my  lord. 

PoL  "  And,  in  part,  him  ;--but,"  you  may  say,  "  not  well : 
But  if 't  be  he  I  mean,  he 's  very  wild ; 
Addicted  so  and  so ;" — and  there  put  on  him 
What  foi^geries  you  please ;  marry,  none  so  rank 
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As  may  dishonour  him ;  take  heed  of  that ; 
!buc,  Sir,  such  wanton,  wild,  and  usual  slips, 
As  are  companions  noted  and  most  known 
To  youth  and  liberty. 

I^ey,  As  gaming,  my  lord. 

Po/.  Ay,  or  drinking,  fencing,  swearing,  quarrelling, 
Drabbing : — you  may  go  so  far. 

Pey.  My  lord,  that  would  dishonour  him. 

Po/,  'Faith,  no ;  as  you  may  season  it  in  the  charge. 
You  must  not  put  another  scandal  on  him, 
That  he  is  open  to  incontinency ; 

That 's  not  my  meaning :  but  breathe  his  faults  so  quaintly. 
That  they  may  seem  the  taints  of  liberty ; 
The  flash  and  out-break  of  a  fiery  mind ; 
J^  savageness  in  unreclaimed  blood. 
Of  general  assault. 

P^y.  But,  my  good  lord, — 

Po/.  Wherefore  should  you  do  this] 

Pey.  Ay,  my  lord, 

I  would  know  that 

Po/.  Marry,  Sir,  here 's  my  drift ; 

And,  I  believe,  it  is  a  fetch  of  warrant :  ^ 

You  laying  these  slight  suUies  on  my  son. 
As  'twere  a  thing  a  little  soiFd  i'  the  working, 
Mark  you, 

Your  party  in  converse,  him  you  would  sound, 
Having  ever  seen  in  the  prenominate  crimes 
The  youth  you  breathe  of  guilty,  be  assur'd, 
He  closes  with  you  in  this  consequence ; 
"  Good  Sir,"  or  so ;  "  friend,"  or  "  gentleman," — 
According  to  the  phrase,  or  the  addition. 
Of  man,  and  country. 

P^.  •Very  good,  my  lord. 

Po/,  And  then.  Sir,  does  he  this, — he  does — 
What  was  I  about  to  say] — By  the  mass,  I  was 
AboHt  to  say  something : — where  did  I  leave  ] 

P^y.  At  "  closes  in  the  consequence," 
At  "  friend  or  so,"  and  "  gentleman." 

Po/.  At,  closes  in  the  consequence, — ay,  marry ; 
He  closes  with  you  thus : — "  I  know  the  gentleman ; 
I  saw  him  yesterday,  or  t'other  day. 
Or  then,  or  then ;  with  such,  or  such ;  and,  as  you  say. 
There  was  he  gaming ;  there  overtook  in 's  rouse ; 
There  falling  out  at  tennis ; "  or  perchance, 
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"  I  saw  him  enter  such  a  house  of  sale," — 

ViddUd^  a  brothel, — or  so-forth. — 

See  you  now ; 

Your  bait  of  falsehood  takes  this  carp  of  truth  : 

And  thus  do  we  of  wisdom  and  of  reach, 

With  windlaces,  and  with  assays  of  bias, 

By  indirections  find  directions  out : 

So,  by  my  former  lecture  and  advice. 

Shall  you  my  son.     You  have  me,  have  you  not  \ 

Rey.  My  lord,  I  have. 

Pol,  God  be  wi'  you ;  fare  you  well 

Rey,  Good  my  lord  ! 

Pol,  Observe  his  inclination  in  yourself. 

Rey,  I  shall,  my  lord. 

Pol,  And  let  him  ply  his  music. 

Rey,  Well,  my  lord. 

Pol,  Farewell  I —  \Exit  REVNALDa 

EnUr  Ophelia. 

How  now,  Ophelia!  what's  the  matter! 

Oph,  Alas,  my  lord,  I  have  been  so  affrighted ! 

PoL  With  what,  in  the  name  of  God  ] 

Oph,  My  lord,  as  I  was  sewing  in  my  chamber. 
Lord  Hamlet, — ^with  his  doublet  all  unbraced ; 
No  hat  upon  his  head ;  his  stockings  foul'd, 
Ungartef  d,  and  down-gyvfed  to  his  ancle ; 
Pale  as  his  shirt ;  his  knees  knocking  each  other ; 
And  with  a  look  so  piteous  in  purport. 
As  if  he  had  been  loosed  out  of  hell 
To  speak  of  horrors, — he  comes  before  me. 

PoL  Mad  for  thy  love  ? 

Oph,  My  lord,  I  do  not  know; 

But,  truly,  I  do  fear  it 

Pol,  What  said  he] 

Oph.  He  took  me  by  the  wrist,  and  held  me  hard  j 
Then  goes  he  to  the  length  of  all  his  arm ; 
And,  with  his  other  hand  thus  o'er  his  brow. 
He  falls  to  such  perusal  of  my  face. 
As  he  would  draw  it     Long  sta/d  he  so ; 
At  last, — a  little  shaking  of  mine  arm, 
And  thrice  his  head  thus  waving  up  and  down,— > 
He  rais'd  a  5dgh  so  piteous  and  profound. 
That  it  did  seem  to  shatter  all  his  bulk. 
And  end  his  being :  that  done,  he  lets  me  go : 
Andy  with  his  head  over  his  shoulder  tum'd, 
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He  seem'd  to  find  his  way  without  his  eyes  ; 
For  out  o'  doors  he  went  without  their  help, 
And,  to  the  last,  bended  their  light  on  me. 

PoL  Come,  go  with  me :  I  will  go  seek  the  kiiig. 
This  is  the  very  ecstasy  of  love ; 
Whose  violent  property  fordoes  itself, 
And  leads  the  will  to  desperate  undertakings, 
As  oft  as  any  passion  under  heaven. 
That  does  afflict  our  natures.     I  am  sorry, — 
What,  have  you  given  him  any  hard  words  of  late  % 

Oph,  No,  my  good  lord ;  but,  as  you  did  command, 
I  did  repel  his  letters,  and  denied 
His  access  to  me. 

PoL  That  hath  made  him  mad. 

I  am  sorry  that  with  better  heed  and  judgment 
I  had  not  quoted  him :  I  fear'd  he  did  but  trifle. 
And  meant  to  wreck  thee ;  but,  beshrew  my  jealousy ! 
It  seems,  it  is  as  proper  to  our  age 
To  cast  beyond  ourselves  in  our  opinions. 
As  it  is  common  for  the  younger  sort 
To  lack  discretion.     Come,  go  we  to  the  king : 
This  must  be  known ;  which,  being  kept  close,  might  move 
More  grief  to  hide,  than  hate  to  utter  love.  \ExeunL 


SCENE  11.—^  Room  in  the  Castle. 

Enter  King,  Queen,  Rosencrantz,  Guildenstern,  and  AttendanliL 

King.  Welcome,  dear  Rosencrantz,  and  Guildenstern  1 
Moreover  that  we  much  did  long  to  see  you, 
The  need  we  have  to  use  you,  did  provoke 
Our  hasty  sending.     Something  have  you  heard 
Of  Hamlet's  transformation ;  so  I  call  it. 
Since  nor  th'  exterior  nor  the  inward  man 
Resembles  that  it  was.     What  it  should  be. 
More  than  his  father's  death,  that  thus  hath  put  him 
So  much  from  the  understanding  of  himself, 
I  cannot  dream  of:  I  entreat  you  both. 
That,  being  of  so  young  days  brought  up  with  him, 
And  since  so  neighbour'd  to  his  youth  and  humour, 
That  you  vouchsafe  your  rest  here  in  our  court 
Some  httle  time :  so  by  your  companies 
To  draw  him  on  to  pleasures,  and  to  gather, 
So  much  as  from  occasion  you  may  glean, 
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Whether  aught,  to  us  unknown,  afflicts  him  thus, 
That,  open'd,  lies  within  our  remedy. 

Qtdcen,  Good  gentlemen,  he  hath  much  talk'd  of  you; 
And,  sure  I  am,  two  men  there  are  not  living. 
To  whom  he  more  adheres.     If  it  will  please  you 
To  show  us  so  much  gentry,  and  good  will, 
As  to  expend  your  time  with  us  a  while, 
For  the  supply  and  profit  of  our  hope. 
Your  visitation  shall  receive  such  thanks 
As  fits  a  king's  remembrance. 

Eos.  Both  your  majesties 

Might,  by  the  sovereign  power  you  have  of  us, 
Put  your  dread  pleasures  more  into  command 
Than  to  entreaty. 

GuU,  But  we  both  obey. 

And  here  give  up  ourselves,  in  the  full  bent, 
To  lay  our  sendee  fi-eely  at  your  feet. 
To  be  commanded. 

King.  Thanks,  Rosencrantz  and  gentle  Guildenstem. 

Queen.  Thanks,  Guildenstem  and  gentle  Rosencrantz : 
And  I  beseech  you  instantly  to  visit 
My  too  much  changed  son. — Go,  some  of  you. 
And  bring  these  gentlemen  where  Hamlet  is. 

Guil.  Heavens  make  our  presence,  and  our  practices, 
Pleasant  and  helpful  to  him ! 

Queen.  Ay,  amen ! 

[Exeunt  Rosencrantz,  Guildenstern,  and  some 
Attendants. 

Enter  PoLONius. 

Fol.  Th'  embassadors  from  Norway,  my  good  lord. 
Are  joyfully  retum'd. 

King.  Thou  still  hast  been  the  father  of  good  news. 

Pol.  Have  I,  my  lord  ]    Assure  you,  my  good  liege, 
I  hold  my  duty,  as  I  hokl  my  soul, 
Both  to  my  God,  and  to  my  gracious  king : 
And  I  do  think,  (or  else  this  brain  of  mine 
Hunts  not  the  trail  of  policy  so  sure 
As  it  hath  us*d  to  do,)  that  I  have  found 
The  very  cause  of  Hamlet's  lunacy. 

King.  O,  speak  of  that ;  that  do  I  long  to  hear. 

Pol.  Give  first  admittance  to  th'  embassadors ; 
My  news  shall  be  the  fruit  to  that  great  feast. 

King.  Thyself  do  grace  to  them,  and  bring  them  in. 

[Exit  Poix)Niu& 
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He  tells  me,  my  dear  Gertrade,  he  hath  found 
The  head  and  source  of  all  your  son's*  distemper. 

Qu^m,  I  doubt,  it  is  no  other  but  the  main, — 
His  father's  death,  and  our  o'erhasty  marriage. 

Xtfig.  Well,  we  shall  sift  him. — 

Re-enter  POLONIUS,  with  VoLTlMAND  and  CORNELIUS. 

Welcome,  my  good  friends ! 
Say,  Voltimand,  what  from  our  brother  Norway? 

Volt,  Most  fair  return  of  greetings,  and  desires: 
Upon  our  first,  he  sent  out  to  suppress 
His  nephew's  levies ;  which  to  him  appeared 
To  be  a  preparation  'gainst  the  Polack ; 
But,  better  look'd  into,  he  truly  found 
It  was  against  your  highness :  whereat  griev'd,^ 
That  so  his  sickness,  age,  and  impotence, 
Was  falsely  borne  in  hand, — sends  out  arrests 
On  Fortinbras ;  which  he,  in  brief,  obeys ; 
Receives  rebuke  from  Norway ;  and,  in  fine, 
Makes  vow  before  his  uncle,  never  more 
To  give  th'  assay  of  arms  against  your  majesty. 
Whereon  old  Norway,  overcome  with  joy, 
Gives  him  three  thousand  crowns  in  annual  fee ; 
And  his  commission  to  employ  those  soldiers, 
So  levied  as  before,  against  the  Polack : 

With  an  entreaty,  herein  farther  shown,  [Giving  a  paper. 

That  it  might  please  you  to  give  quiet  pass 
Through  your  dominions  for  this  enterprise. 
On  such  regards  of  safety,  and  allowance. 
As  therein  are  set  down. 

J^ing.  It  likes  us  well  ; 

And,  at  our  more  considered  time,  we  '11  read, 
Answer,  and  think  upon  this  business. 
Meantime,  we  thank  you  for  your  well-took  labour : 
Go  to  your  re^t ;  at  night  we  '11  feast  together : 
Most  welcome  home.         [Exeunt  Voltimand  and  Corkeuu& 

Poi,  This  business  is  well  ended. — 

My  liege,  and  madam, — to  expostulate 
What  majesty  should  be,  what  duty  is. 
Why  day  is  day,  night  night,  and  time  is  time, 
Were  nothing  but  to  waste  night,  day,  and  time. 
Therefore,  since  brevity  is  the  soul  of  wit. 
And  tediousness  the  limbs  and  outward  flourishes, 
I  will  be  brief : — ^your  noble  son  is  mad : 
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Mad  call  I  it ;  for,  to  define  true  madness, 
What  is  \  but  to  be  nothing  else  but  mad  ? 
But  let  that  go. 

Quctfi.  More  matter,  with  less  art 

Pol  Madam,  I  swear,  I  use  no  art  at  all. 
That  he  is  mad,  'tis  true  :  'tis  true  'tis  pity ; 
And  pity  'tis  'tis  true :  a  foolish  figure ; 
But  farewell  it,  for  I  will  use  no  art 
Mad  let  us  grant  him,  then :  and  now  remains. 
That  we  find  out  the  cause  of  this  effect, — 
Or  rather  say,  the  cause  of  this  defect. 
For  this  effect  defective  comes  by  cause : 
Thus  it  remains,  and  the  remainder  thus. 
Perpend. 

I  have  a  daughter, — have,  while  she  is  mine, — 
Who,  in  her  duty  and  obedience,  mark, 
Hath  given  me  this :  now  gather,  and  surmise. 
[/^eads,]  '^To  the  celestial,  and  my  soul's  idol,  the  most  beautified 
Ophelia,"— 

That's  an  ill  phrase,  a  vile  phrase, — "beautified"  is  a  vile  phrase: 
but  you  shall  hear.     Thus : 

[/^^ads.]  "  In  her  excellent  white  bosom,  these,"  &c. — 
Qu^efL  Came  this  from  Hamlet  to  her? 
JPo/.  Good  Madam,  stay  a  while ;  I  will  be  faithfuL 
[jR^ds.]  "  Doubt  thou  the  stars  are  fire ; 

Doubt  that  the  sun  doth  move ; 
Doubt  truth  to  be  a  liar ; 
But  never  doubt  I  love. 
**  O  dear  Ophelia,  I  am  ill  at  these  numbers ;  I  have  not  art  to 
reckon  my  groans :  but  that  I  love  thee  best,  O  most  best,  believe 
it.     AdieiL 

"Thine  evermore,  most  dear  lady,  whilst  this  machine 

is  to  him,  Hamlet" 
This,  in  obedience,  hath  my  daughter  shown  me : 
And  more  above,  hath  his  solicitings. 
As  they  fell  out  by  time,  by  means,  and  place, 
All  given  to  mine  ear. 

JCif^,  But  how  hath  she 

Receiv'd  his  love  1 
J^c/.  What  do  you  think  of  me  t 

iTxVi^.  As  of  a  man  faithful  and  honourable. 
/V/.  I  would  fain  prove  so.     But  what  might  you  think, 
When  I  had  seen  this  hot  love  on  the  wing, — 
(As  I  perceivd  it.  I  must  tell  you  that, 
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Before  my  daughter  told  me,) — what  might  you, 
Or  my  dear  majesty,  your  queen  here,  think, 
If  I  had  play'd  the  desk,  or  table-book ; 
Or  given  my  heart  a  winking,  mute  and  dumb ; 
Or  look'd  upon  this  love  with  idle  sight ; — 
What  might  you  think  1  no,  I  went  round  to  work. 
And  my  young  mistress  thus  I  did  bespeak : 
"  Lord  Hamlet  is  a  prince,  out  of  thy  star  ; 
This  must  not  be : "  and  then  I  precepts  gave  her, 
That  she  should  lock  herself  from  his  resort, 
Admit  no  messengers,  receive  no  tokens. 
Which  done,  she  took  the  fruits  of  my  advice ; 
And  he,  repulsed,  (a  short  tale  to  make,) 
Fell  into  a  sadness ;  then  into  a  fast ; 
Thence  to  a  watch ;  thence  into  a  weakness ; 
Thence  to  a  lightness ;  and,  by  this  declension, 
Into  the  madness  wherein  now  he  raves, 
And  all  we  wail  for. 

I^ing.  Do  you  think  'tis  this  ? 

Queen.  It  may  be,  very  likely. 

FoL  Hath  there  been  such  a  time,  (I  'd  fain  know  that,) 
That  I  have  positively  said,  "  'Tis  so," 
When  it  prov'd  otherwise  1 

King,  Not  that  I  know. 

FoL  Take  this  from  this,  if  this  be  otherwise : 

\Foi?tting  to  his  head  and  shofiiden 
If  circumstances  lead  me,  I  will  find 
Where  truth  is  hid,  though  it  were  hid  indeed 
Within  the  centre. 

King.  How  may  we  try  it  farther  1 

Fol.  You  know,  sometimes  he  walks  four  hours  together. 
Here  in  the  lobby. 

Queen.  So  he  does,  indeed. 

Fol.  At  such  a  time  I  '11  loose  my  daughter  to  him : 
Be  you  and  I  behind  an  arras  then ; 
Mark  the  encounter ;  if  he  love  her  not, 
And  be  not  from  his  reason  fallen  thereon. 
Let  me  be  no  assistant  for  a  state. 
But  keep  a  farm,  and  carters. 

King.  We  will  try  it 

Queen.  But,  look,  where  sadly  the  poor  wretch  comes  reading. 

Fol.  Away,  I  do  beseech  you,  both  away : 
I  '11  board  him  presently : — O,  give  me  leave. — 

{Exeunt  King,  Queen,  atul  Attendants. 
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Enter  Hamlet,  nading. 

How  does  my  good  lord  Hamlet) 

Ham.  Well,  God-a-mercy. 

PoL  Do  you  know  me,  my  lordt 

Ham.  Excellent  well ;  you  are  a  fishmonger 

/W.  Not  I,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Then  I  would  you  were  so  honest  a  maa 

PoL  Honest,  my  lord  1 

Ham.  Ay,  Sir ;  to  be  honest,  as  thb  world  goes,  is  to  be  one  man 
picked  out  of  ten  thousand. 

Pol.  That 's  very  true,  my  lord. 

Ham.  For  if  the  sun  breed  maggots  in  a  dead  dog,  being  a  god 
kissing  carrion, — Have  you  a  daughter  ? 

Pol.  I  have,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Let  her  not  walk  i'  the  sun :  conception  is  a  blessing ;  but 
not  as  your  daughter  may  conceive : — friend,  look  to 't. 

Pol.  How  say  you  by  that  ] — \Aside.'\  Still  harping  on  my  daughter: 
— ^yet  he  knew  me  not  at  first ;  he  said  I  was  a  fishmonger :  he  is 
fax  gone,  far  gone :  and  truly  in  my  youth  I  suffered  much  extremity 
for  love ;  very  near  this.  I  '11  speak  to  him  again. — ^What  do  you 
lead,  my  lord  ] 

Ham.  Words,  words,  words. 

PoL  What  is  the  matter,  my  lord  % 

Ham.  Between  whom  1 

Pol.  I  mean,  the  matter  that  you  read,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Slanders,  Sir :  for  the  satirical  rogue  says  here,  that  old 
men  have  gray  beards;  that  their  faces  are  wrinkled;  their  eyes 
purging  thick  amber  and  plum-tree  gum ;  and  that  they  have  a  plen- 
tiful lack  of  wit,  together  with  most  weak  hams :  all  which.  Sir, 
though  I  most  powerfully  and  potently  believe,  yet  I  hold  it  not 
honesty  to  have  it  thus  set  down ;  for  you  yourself.  Sir,  should  be 
old  as  I  am,  if,  like  a  crab,  you  could  go  backward. 

Pol.  \AsideI\  Though  this  be  madness,  yet  there  is  method  in't — 
Will  you  walk  out  of  the  air,  my  lord  1 

Ham.  Into  my  grave  1 

Pol.  Indeed,  that  is  out  o'  the  air. — \Aside.'\  How  pregnant  some- 
times his  replies  are !  a  happiness  that  often  madness  hits  on,  which 
reason  and  sanity  could  not  so  prosperously  be  delivered  of.  I  will 
leave  him,  and  suddenly  contrive  the  means  of  meeting  between  him 
and  my  daughter. — My  honourable  lord,  I  will  most  humbly  take 
my  leave  of  you. 

Ham.  You  cannot,  Sir,  take  from  me  any  thing  that  I  will  more 
willingly  part  withal, — except  my  life,  except  my  life,  except  my  life. 

PoL  Fare  you  well,  my  lord.  \Going 
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Ham,  These  tedious  old  fools  ! 

Enter  Rosencrantz  and  Guildenstern. 

PoL  You  go  to  seek  the  lord  Hamlet ;  there  he  is. 

Ros,  \To  PoLONius.]  God  save  you,  Sir !  \Exit  Polonius. 

GuiL  Mine  honoured  lord  I 

Ros.  My  most  dear  lord  ! 

Ham.  My  excellent  good  friends !  How  dost  thou,  Guildenstern  % 
Ah,  Rosencrantz !    Good  lads,  how  do  ye  both  1 

Ros,  As  the  indiflferent  children  of  the  earth. 

GuiL  Happy,  in  that  we  are  not  orerhappy ; 
On  fortune's  cap  we  are  not  the  very  button. 

Ham.  Nor  the  soles  of  her  shoe  % 

Ros.  Neither,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Then  you  live  about  her  waist,  or  in  the  middle  of  her 
favours  ] 

Guil.  'Faith,  her  privates  we. 

Ham.  In  the  secret  parts  of  fortune?  O,  most  truej  she  is  a 
strumpet     What  news  ? 

Ros.  None,  my  lord,  but  that  the  world 's  grown  honest. 

Ham.  Then  is  dooms-day  near  :  but  your  news  is  not  true.  Let 
me  question  more  in  particular :  what  have  you,  my  good  friends, 
deserved  at  the  hands  of  fortune,  that  she  sends  you  to  prison 
liither  ] 

GuiL  Prison,  my  lord ! 

Ham.  Denmark's  a  prison. 

Ros.  Then  is  the  world  one. 

Ham.  A  goodly  one ;  in  which  there  are  many  confines,  wards, 
and  dungeons,  Denmark  being  one  of  the  worst 

Ros.  We  think  not  so,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Why,  then,  'tis  none  to  you;  for  there  is  nothing  either 
good  or  bad,  but  thinking  makes  it  so :  to  me  it  is  a  prison. 

Ros.  Why,  then,  your  ambition  makes  it  one ;  'tis  too  narrow  for 
your  mind. 
,  Ham.  O  God !  I  could  be  bounded  in  a  nut-shell,  and  count  my- 
self a  king  of  infinite  space,  were  it  not  that  I  have  bad  dreams. 

GuiL  Which  dreams,  indeed,  are  ambition ;  for  the  very  substance 
of  the  ambitious  is  merely  the  shadow  of  a  dream. 

Ham.  A  dream  itself  is  but  a  shadow. 

Ros.  Truly,  and  I  hold  ambition  of  so  airy  and  light  a  quality, 
that  it  is  but  a  shadow's  shadow. 

Ham.  Then  are  our  beggars  bodies,  and  our  monarchs  and  out- 
stretched heroes  the  beggars'  shadows.  Shall  we  to  the  court  1  for, 
by  my  fay,  I  cannot  reason. 
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J^cs.  Guil.  We  11  wait  upon  you. 

Ham.  No  such  matter:  I  will  not  sort  you  with  the  rest  of  my 
servants ;  for,  to  speak  to  you  like  an  honest  man,  I  am  most  dread- 
fully attended.  But,  in  the  beaten  way  of  friendship,  what  make 
you  at  Elsinore  1 

Rqs,  To  visit  you,  my  lord ;  no  other  occasion. 

Ham,  Beggar  that  I  am,  I  am  even  poor  in  thanks ;  but  I  thank 
you :  and  sure,  dear  friends,  my  thanks  are  too  dear,  a  halfpenny. 
Were  you  not  sent  for?  Is  it  your  own  inclining?  Is  it  a  free  visi- 
tation 1    Come,  deal  justly  with  me :  come,  come ;  nay,  speak. 

Guil.  What  should  we  say,  my  lord  % 

Ham,  Why,  anything, — but  to  the  purpose.  You  were  sent  for  ; 
and  there  is  a  kind  of  confession  in  your  looks,  which  your  modesties 
have  not  craft  enough  to  colour  :  I  know  the  good  king  and  queen 
have  sent  for  you. 

Ros.  To  what  end,  my  lord  ] 

Ham,  That  you  must  teach  me.  But  let  me  conjure  you,  by  the 
rights  of  our  fellowship,  by  the  consonancy  of  our  youth,  by  the 
obligation  of  our  ever-preserved  love,  and  by  what  more  dear  a 
better  proposer  could  charge  you  withal,  be  even  and  direct  with 
me,  whether  you  were  sent  for,  or  no  % 

Ros,  \Aside  to  Guild.]  What  say  you  ? 

Ham,  \A5ide^  Nay,  then,  I  have  an  eye  of  you, — If  you  love  me, 
hold  not  off. 

Guil,  My  lord,  we  were  sent  for. 

Ham,  I  will  tell  you  why  \  so  shall  my  anticipation  prevent  your 
discovery,  and  your  secrecy  to  the  king  and  queen  moult  no  feather. 
I  have  of  late  (but  wherefore  I  know  not)  lost  all  my  mirth,  foregone 
all  custom  of  exercises ;  and,  indeed,  it  goes  so  heavily  with  my  dis- 
position, that  this  goodly  frame,  the  earth,  seems  to  me  a  sterile  pro. 
montory ;  this  most  excellent  canopy,  the  air,  look  you,  this  brave 
o'erhanging  firmament,  this  majestical  roof  fretted  with  golden  fire, 
— ^why,  it  appears  no  other  thing  to  me,  but  a  foul  and  pestilent 
congregation  of  vapours.  Whatapieceofworkisaman!  How  noble 
in  reason !  how  infinite  in  faculty !  in  form,  and  moving,  how  express 
and  admirable !  in  action,  how  like  an  angel !  in  apprehension,  how 
like  a  god  1  the  beauty  of  the  world  !  the  paragon  of  animals  !  And 
yet,  to  me,  what  is  this  quintessence  of  dust  1  man  delights  not  me ; 
no,  nor  woman  neither,  though,  by  your  smiling,  you  seem  to  say  so. 

Ros,  My  lord,  there  was  no  such  stuff  in  my  thoughts. 

Ha$n,  Why  did  you  laugh,  then,  when  I  said,  man  delights  not  me ; 

Ros,  To  think,  my  lord,  if  you  delight  not  in  man,  what  lenten 
entertainment  the  players  shall  receive  from  you :  we  cotcd  them  on 
the  way ;  and  hither  are  they  coming,  to  offer  you  service. 
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The  first  row  of  the  pious  chanson  will  show  you  more :  for  look, 
where  my  abridgment  comes. 

Enter  four  or  five  Players. 

You  are  welcome,  masters ;  welcome,  all : — I  am  glad  to  see  thee  well: 
— welcome,  good  friends. — O,  my  old  friend !  Thy  face  is  valanced 
since  I  saw  thee  last ;  com'st  thou  to  beard  me  in  Denmark  ? — ^What, 
my  young  lady  and  mistress!  By'r  lady,  your  ladyship  is  nearer 
heaven,  than  when  I  saw  you  last,  by  the  altitude  of  a  chopine.  Pray 
God,  your  voice,  like  a  piece  of  uncurrent  gold,  be  not  cracked 
within  the  ring. — Masters,  you  are  all  welcome.  We  '11  e'en  to 't  like 
French  falconers,  fly  at  any  thing  we  see :  we  '11  have  a  speech 
straight :  come,  give  us  a  taste  of  your  quality ;  come,  a  passionate 
speech. 

I  Play,  What  speech,  my  lord  ] 

Ham,  I  heard  thee  speak  me  a  speech  once, — but  it  was  never 
acted ;  or,  if  it  was,  not  above  once ;  for  the  play,  I  remember, 
pleased  not  the  million ;  'twas  caviare  to  the  general :  but  it  was  (as 
I  zeceived  it,  and  others,  whose  judgment  in  such  matters  cried  in  the 
top  of  mine)  an  excellent  play ;  well  digested  in  the  scenes,  set  down 
with  as  much  modesty  as  cunning.  I  remember,  one  said,  there 
were  no  sallets  in  the  lines  to  make  the  matter  savoury,  nor  no  mat- 
ter in  the  phrase  that  might  indict  the  author  of  affectation ;  but 
called  it  an  honest  method,  as  wholesome  as  sweet,  and  by  very  much 
more  handsome  than  fine.  One  speech  in  it  I  chiefly  loved :  'twas 
-Eneas'  tale  to  Dido:  and  thereabout  of  it  especially,  where  he 
speaks  of  Priam's  slaughter.  If  it  live  in  your  memory,  begin  at  this 
line ; — ^let  me  see,  let  me  see  ; — 

"The  rugged  Pyrrhus,  like  the  Hyrcanian  beast," 
— 'tis  not  so : — it  begins  with  Pyrrhus : — 

"  The  rugged  Pyrrhus ; — he,  whose  sable  arms, 
"  Black  as  his  purpose,  did  the  night  resemble, 
"  When  he  lay  couchM  in  the  ominous  horse, — 
'^Hath  now  this  dread  and  black  complexion  smear'd 
"  With  heraldry  more  dismal ;  head  to  foot 
"Now  is  he  total  gules;  horridly  trick'd 
"  With  blood  of  fathers,  mothers,  daughters,  sons ; 
"  Bak'd  and  impasted  with  the  parching  streets, 
•*  That  lend  a  tyrannous  and  damnbd  light 
"  To  their  vile  murders  :  Roasted  in  wrath  and  fire, 
"  And  thus  o*er-sized  with  coagulate  gore, 
"  With  eyes  like  carbuncles,  the  hellish  Pyrrhus 
"  Old  grandsire  Priam  seeks." — 
So,  proceed  you. 
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PoL  'Fore  God,  my  lord,  well  spoken;  with  good  accent,  and 
good  discretion. 

I  Play.  "  Anon  he  finds  him 

"  Striking  too  short  at  Greeks ;  his  antique  sword, 
"  RebelUous  to  his  arm,  lies  where  it  falls, 
"  Repugnant  to  command :  unequal  matched, 
"  Pyrrhus  at  Priam  drives ;  in  rage,  strikes  wide ; 
"  But  with  the  whiff  and  wind  of  his  fell  sword 
"  The  unnervM  father  falls.     Then  senseless  Ilium, 
"  Seeming  to  feel  this  blow,  with  flaming  top 
*'  Stoops  to  his  base ;  and  with  a  hideous  crash 
**  Takes  prisoner  Pyrrhus'  ear :  for,  lo !  his  sword, 
•*  Which  was  declining  on  the  milky  head 
**  Of  reverend  Priam,  seem'd  i'  the  air  to  stick : 
**  So,  as  a  painted  tyrant,  Pyrrhus  stood  ; 
"  And,  like  a  neutral  to  his  will  and  matter, 
*'  Did  nothing. 

'*  But,  as  we  often  see,  against  some  storm, 
"  A  silence  in  the  heavens,  the  rack  stand  still, 
"  The  bold  winds  speechless,  and  the  orb  below 
*'  As  hush  as  death,  anon  the  dreadful  thunder 
**  Doth  rend  the  region  ;  so,  after  Pyrrhus'  pause, 
"  Aroused  vengeance  sets  him  new  a-work ; 
"  And  never  did  the  Cyclops'  hammers  fall 
"  On  Mars's  armour,  forged  for  proof  eteme, 
"  With  less  remorse  than  Pyrrhus'  bleeding  sword 
**  Now  falls  on  Priam. — 

•*  Out,  out,  thou  strumpet.  Fortune  !  All  you  gods, 
"  In  general  synod,  take  away  her  power ; 
**  Break  all  the  spokes  and  fellies  from  her  wheel, 
"  And  bowl  the  round  nave  down  the  hill  of  heaven, 
**  As  low  as  to  the  fiends ! " 

-^4!?/.  This  is  too  long. 

Ham.  It  shall  to  the  barber's  with  your  beard. — Pr'ythee,  say  on : 
— ^he  's  for  a  jig,  or  a  tale  of  bawdry,  or  he  sleeps : — say  on  ; — come 
to  Hecuba. 

I  Play.  "  But  who,  O,  who  had  seen  the  mobled  queen  " — 

Ham.  The  mobled  queen? 

PoL  That  *s  good ;  mobled  queen  is  good. 

I  Play.  "  Run  barefoot  up  and  down,  threaf  ning  the  flames 
"  With  bisson  rheum  ;  a  clout  upon  that  head, 
"  Where  late  the  diadem  stood ;  and,  for  a  robe, 
"  About  her  lank  and  all  o'erteemed  loins, 
"  A  blanket,  in  th'  alarm  of  Xear  caught  up ; — 
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"  Who  this  had  seen,  with  tongue  in  venom  steep'd, 
"  'Gainst  fortune's  state  would  treason  have  pronounc'd : 
"But  if  the  gods  themselves  did  see  her  then, 
"  When  she  saw  Pyrrhus  make  malicious  sport 
"  In  mincing  with  his  sword  her  husband*s  limbs, 
"  The  instant  burst  of  clamour  that  she  made, 
"  (Unless  things  mortal  move  them  not  at  all,) 
"  Would  have  made  milch  the  burning  eyes  of  heaven, 
"And  passion  in  the  gods." 
PoL  Look,  whether  he  has  not  turned  his  colour,  and  has  tears  in 's 
eyes ! — Pr'ythee,  no  more. 

Ham.  Tis  well ;  I  '11  have  thee  speak  out  the  rest  soon. — Good 
my  lord,  will  you  see  the  players  well  bestowed  ?  Do  you  hear,  let 
them  be  well  used;  for  they  are  the  abstracts,  and  brief  chronicles,  of 
the  time :  after  your  death  you  were  better  have  a  bad  epitaph,  than 
their  ill  report  while  you  live. 

PoL  My  lord,  I  will  use  them  according  to  their  desert 
Ham,  God's  bodikins,  man,  much  better  :  use  every  man  after  his 
desert,  and  who  should  'scape  whipping  %    Use  them  after  your  own 
honour  and  dignity  :  the  less  they  deserve,  the  more  merit  is  in  your 
bounty.     Take  them  in. 
PoL  Come,  Sirs. 

Ham,  Follow  him,  friends  :  we  '11  hear  a  play  to-morrow. — \Exit 
PoLONius,  with  all  the  Players,  except  the  Jirst,^  Dost  thou  hear  me, 
old  friend  ;  can  you  play  the  murder  of  Gonzago  1 
I  Piay.  Ay,  my  lord. 

Ham,  We  '11  have  it  to-morrow  night.     You  could,  for  a  need, 
study  a  speech  of  some  dozen  or  sixteen  lines,  which  I  would  set  down 
and  insert  in 't,  could  you  not  1 
I  Play,  Ay,  my  lord. 

Ham,  Very  well. — Follow  that  lord ;  and  look  you  mock  him  not. 
[Exit  I  Player.]  [To  Ros.  and  Guil.]  My  good  friends,  I'll  leave 
you  till  night :  you  are  welcome  to  Elsinore. 
Pos,  Good  my  lord ! 

[Exeunt  Rosencrantz  and  Guildenstern. 
Ham,  Ay,  so,  God  be  wi'  you ! — Now  I  am  alone. 
O,  what  a  rogue  and  peasant  slave  am  1 1 
Is  it  not  monstrous,  that  this  player  here. 
But  in  a  fiction,  in  a  dream  of  passion. 
Could  force  his  soul  so  to  his  own  conceit. 
That,  from  her  working,  all  his  visage  wann'd ; 
Tears  in  his  eyes,  distraction  in 's  aspect, 
A  broken  voice,  and  his  whole  function  suiting 
With  forms  to  his  conceit?  and  all  for  nothing! 
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Por  Hecuba ! 

What  *s  Hecuba  to  him,  or  he  to  Hecuba, 

That  he  should  weep  for  her?    What  would  he  do^ 

Had  he  the  motive  and  the  cue  for  passion, 

That  I  havel     He  would  drown  the  stage  with  tears, 

And  cleave  the  general  ear  with  horrid  speech ; 

Make  mad  the  guilty,  and  appal  the  free. 

Confound  the  ignorant ;  and  amaze,  indeed, 

The  very  faculties  of  eyes  and  ears. 

Yet  I, 

A  dull  and  muddy-mettled  rascal,  peak. 

Like  John-a-dreams,  unpregnant  of  my  cause, 

And  can  say  nothing ;  no,  not  for  a  king. 

Upon  whose  property,  and  most  dear  life, 

A  damn'd  defeat  was  made.     Am  I  a  coward  ? 

Who  calls  me  villain  t  breaks  my  pate  acros3t 

Plucks  off  my  beard,  and  blows  it  in  my  face  ? 

Tweaks  me  by  the  nose  ?  gives  me  the  lie  i'  the  throat, 

As  deep  as  to  the  lungs  ?    AVho  does  me  this,  ha? 

Why,  I  should  take  it :  for  it  cannot  be, 

But  I  am  pigeon-liver'd,  and  lack  gall 

To  make  oppres^on  bitter ;  or,  ere  this, 

I  should  have  fatted  all  the  region  kites 

With  this  slave's  offal :  bloody,  bawdy  villain ! 

Remorseless,  treacherous,  lecherous,  kindless  villain  I 

O,  vengeance ! 

Why,  what  an  ass  am  I !     This  is  most  brave. 

That  I,  the  son  of  a  dear  father  murdered. 

Prompted  to  my  revenge  by  heaven  and  hell, 

Must,  like  a  whore,  unpack  my  heart  with  words, 

And  fall  a  cursing,  like  a  very  drab, 

A  scullion ! 

Fie  upon 't !  foh ! — About,  my  brain  !  I  have  heard, 

That  guilty  creatures,  sitting  at  a  play. 

Have  by  the  very  cunning  of  the  scene 

Been  struck  so  to  the  soul,  that  presently 

TTiey  have  proclaimed  their  malefactions ; 

For  murder,  though  it  have  no  tongue,  will  speak 

With  most  miraculous  organ.     I  '11  have  these  players 

Play  something  like  the  murder  of  my  father. 

Before  mine  \mcie  :  1 11  observe  his  looks  ; 

I  'U  tent  him  to  the  quick .  if  he  but  blench, 

I  know  my  course.     The  spirit  that  I  have  seen 

May  be  the  devil :  and  the  devil  hath  power 
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T'  assume  a  pleasing  shape ;  yea,  and  perhaps 

Out  of  my  weakness,  and  my  melancholy, 

(As  he  is  very  potent  with  such  spirits,) 

Abuses  me  to  damn  me :  I  '11  have  grounds 

More  relative  than  this : — the  play  *s  the  thing 

Wherein  I  '11  catch  the  conscience  of  the  king.  {BxU, 


'^&^ 


ACT   III. 

SCENE  L—A  Room  in  the  Castk. 

Enter  King,  Queen,  Polonius,  Ophelia,  Roskncramt^ 

and  Guildenstern. 

King,  And  can  you,  by  no  drift  of  circumstance, 
Get  from  him  why  he  puts  on  this  confusion, 
Grating  so  harshly  all  his  days  of  quiet 
With  turbulent  and  dangerous  lunacy  ? 

Ros.  He  does  confess  he  feels  himself  distracted ; 
But  from  what  cause,  he  will  by  no  means  speak. 

Guil,  Nor  do  we  find  him  forward  to  be  sounded } 
But,  with  a  crafty  madne^,  keeps  aloof. 
When  we  would  bring  him  on  to  some  confession 
Of  his  true  state. 

Qiueti,  Did  he  receive  you  well  \ 

Ros,  Most  like  a  gentleman. 

GuiL  But  with  much  forcing  of  his  disposition. 

Ros,  Niggard  of  question ;  but,  of  our  demands^ 
Most  free  in  his  reply. 

Queen,  Did  you  assay  him 

To  any  pastime  1 

Ros,  Madam,  it  so  fell  out,  that  certain  players 
We  o'er-raught  on  the  way :  of  these  we  told  him  5 
And  there  did  seem  in  him  a  kind  of  joy 
To  hear  of  it :  they  are  about  the  court ; 
And,  as  I  think,  they  have  already  order 
This  night  to  play  before  him. 

PoL  'Tis  most  true  : 

And  he  beseech'd  me  to  entreat  your  majesties. 
To  hear  and  see  the  matter. 

King,  With  all  my  heart ;  and  it  doth  much  content  m^ 
To  hear  him  so  inclined. — 
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Good  gentlemen,  give  him  a  farther  edge, 
And  drive  his  purpose  on  to  these  delights. 
Ros.  We  shall,  my  lord. 

[Exeunt  Rosencrantz  and  Guildenstern. 
King,  Sweet  Gertrude,  leave  us  too ; 

For  we  have  closely  sent  for  Hamlet  hither, 
That  he,  as  'twere  by  accident,  may  here 
Affront  Ophelia : 

Her  father  and  myself, — lawful  espials, — 
Will  so  bestow  ourselves,  that,  seeing,  unseen, 
We  may  of  their  encounter  frankly  judge ; 
And  gather  by  him,  as  he  is  behav'd, 
If't  be  th'  affliction  ot  his  love,  or  no. 
That  thus  he  suffers  for. 

Queen.  I  shall  obey  you. — 

And  for  your  part,  Ophelia,  I  do  wish 
That  your  good  beauties  be  the  happy  cause 
Of  Hamlef  s  wildness :  so  shall  I  hope  your  virtues 
Will  bring  him  to  his  wonted  way  again, 
To  both  your  honours. 

Oph,  Madam,  I  wish  it  may.  [Exit  Quee:;. 

FoL  Ophelia,  walk  you  here. — Gracious,  so  please  you. 
We  will  bestow  ourselves. — [To  Ophelia.]  Read  on  this  book  j 
.That  show  of  such  an  exercise  may  colour 
Your  loneliness. — We  are  oft  to  blame  in  this, — 
'Tis  too  much  proved, — that,  with  devotion's  visage, 
And  pious  action,  we  do  sugar  o'er 
The  devil  himself. 

King,  [Aside,']  O,  'tis  too  true !  how  smart 
A  lash  that  speech  doth  give  my  conscience ! 
The  harlot's  cheek,  beautied  with  plastering  art, 
Is  not  more  ugly  to  the  thing  that  helps  it, 
Than  is  my  deed  to  my  most  painted  word  : 
O  heavy  burden ! 

FoL  I  hear  him  coming :  let 's  withdraw,  my  lord. 

[Exetint  King  and  PoLONiua 

EnUr  Hamlet.    , 

Ham,  To  be,  or  not  to  be, — that  is  the  question : — 
Whether  'tis  nobler  in  the  mind  to  suffer 
The  slings  and  arrows  of  outrageous  fortune, 
Or  to  take  arms  against  a  sea  of  troubles. 
And  by  opposing  end  them  ] — To  die, — to  sleep  y 
No  more ;  and,  by  a  sleep,  to  say  we  end 
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The  heart-ache,  and  the  thousand  natural  shocks 

That  flesh  is  heir  to, — 'tis  a  consummation 

Devoutly  to  be  wish'd.     To  die, — to  sleep ; — 

To  sleep !  perchance  to  dream  : — ay,  there 's  the  rub : 

For  in  tiiat  sleep  of  death  what  dreams  may  come, 

When  we  have  shuffled  off  this  mortal  coil, 

Must  give  us  pause  :  there 's  the  respect 

That  makes  calamity  of  so  long  life  ; 

For  who  would  bear  the  whips  and  scorns  of  time, 

The  oppressor's  wrong,  the  proud  man's  contumely, 

The  pangs  of  despised  love,  the  law's  delay, 

The  insolence  of  office,  and  the  spurns 

That  patient  merit  of  the  unworthy  takes. 

When  he  himself  might  his  quietus  make 

With  a  bare  bodkin  ?  who  would  fardels  bear, 

To  grunt  and  sweat  under  a  weary  life. 

But  that  the  dread  of  something  after  death, — 

The  undiscovefd  country,  from  whose  bourn 

No  traveller  returns, — puzzles  the  will, 

And  makes  us  rather  bear  those  ills  we  have. 

Than  fly  to  others  that  we  know  not  of? 

Thus  conscience  does  make  cowards  of  us  all ; 

And  thus  the  native  hue  of  resolution 

Is  sicklied  o'er  with  the  pale  cast  of  thought ; 

And  enterprises  of  great  pith  and  moment. 

With  this  regard,  their  currents  turn  awry. 

And  lose  the  name  of  action. — Soft  you  now  1 

The  fair  Ophelia, — Nymph,  in  thy  orisons 

Be  all  my  sins  remember'd. 

OpA.  Good  my  lord, 

How  does  your  honour  for  this  many  a  day  ? 

Ifarn.  I  humbly  thank  you  ^  well,  well,  well 

OpA,  My  lord,  I  have  remembrances  of  yours, 
That  I  have  longed  long  to  re-deliver ; 
I  pray  you,  now  receive  them. 

ffam.  No,  not  I ; 

I  never  gave  you  aught 

O/A.  My  honour'd  lord,  I  know  right  well  you  did  5 
And  with  them,  words  of  so  sweet  breath  compos'd. 
As  made  the  things  more  rich :  their  perfume  lost, 
Take  these  again ;  for  to  the  noble  mind, 
Rich  gifts  wax  poor  when  givers  prove  unkind. 
There,  my  lord. 

Ifam.  Ha,  ha!  are  you  honest  1 
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Oph.  My  lord! 

Ham,  Are  you  fairl 

Oph.  What  means  your  lordship! 

Ham,  That  if  you  be  honest,  and  fair,  your  honesty  should  admit 
no  discourse  to  your  beauty. 

Oph,  Could  beauty,  my  lord,  have  better  commerce  than  with 
honesty  ? 

Ham,  Ay,  truly ;  for  the  power  of  beauty  will  sooner  transform 
honesty  from  what  it  is  to  a  bawd,  than  the  force  of  honesty  can 
translate  beauty  into  his  likeness :  this  was  sometime  a  paradox,  but 
now  the  time  gives  it  proof.     I  did  love  you  once. 

Oph,  Indeed,  my  lord,  you  made  me  believe  sa 

Ham^  You  should  not  have  believed  me;  for  virtue  cannot  so 
inoculate  oxir  old  stock,  but  we  shall  relish  of  it .  I  loved  you  not 

Oph,  I  was  the  more  deceived. 

Ham,  Get  thee  to  a  nunnery :  why  wouldst  thou  be  a  breeder  of 
sinners  1  I  am  myself  indifferent  honest;  but  yet  I  could  accuse 
me  of  such  things,  that  it  were  better  my  mother  had  not  borne  me : 
I  am  very  proud,  revengeful,  ambitious ;  with  more  offences  at  my 
beck,  than  I  have  thoughts  to  put  them  in,  imagination  to  give  them 
shape,  or  time  to  act  them  in.  What  should  such  fellows  as  I  do 
crawling  between  heaven  and  earth]  We  are  arrant  knaves,  all; 
believe  none  of  us.  Go  thy  ways  to  a  nunnery.  Where's  your 
father  ? 

Oph,  At  home,  my  lord. 

Ham,  Let  the  doors  be  shut  upon  him,  that  he  may  play  the  fool 
no  where  but  in 's  own  house.     Farewell. 

Oph,  O,  help  him,  you  sweet  heavens  ! 

Ham,  If  thou  dost  marry,  I'll  give  thee  this  plague  for  thy  dowry, 
— be  thou  as  chaste  as  ice,  as  pure  as  snow,  thou  shalt  not  escape 
calumny.  Get  thee  to  a  nunnery,  go :  farewell  Or,  if  thou  wilt 
needs  marry,  marry  a  fool ,  for  wise  men  know  well  enough  what 
monsters  you  make  of  them.  To  a  nunnery,  go ;  and  quickly  too. 
Farewell. 

Oph,  O  heavenly  powers,  restore  him ! 

Ham,  I  have  heard  of  your  paintings  too,  well  enough;  God  hath 
given  you  one  face,  and  you  make  yourselves  another.  You  jig,  you 
amble,  and  you  Hsp,  and  nickname  God's  creatures,  and  make  your 
wantonness  your  ignorance.  Go  to,  I  '11  no  more  on 't;  it  hath  made 
me  mad.  I  say,  we  will  have  no  more  marriages :  those  that  are 
married  already,  all  but  one,  shall  live ;  the  rest  shall  keep  as  they 
are.     To  a  nunnery,  go.  \^Exit, 

Oph,  O,  what  a  noble  mind  is  here  overthrown ! 

The  courtier's,  soldier's,  scholar's,  eye,  tongue,  sword : 
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Th*  expectanqr  and  rose  of  the  fair  state. 
The  glass  of  fashion,  and  the  mould  of  form, 
Th'  observed  of  all  observers, — quite,  quite  do^n  I 
And  I,  of  ladies  most  deject  and  wretched, 
That  suck'd  the  honey  of  his  music  vows, 
Now  see  that  noble  and  most  sovereign  reason. 
Like  sweet  bells  jangled,  out  of  tune  and  harsh ; 
That  unmatch'd  form  and  feature  of  blown  youth, 
Blasted  with  ecstasy.     O,  woe  is  me ! 
To  have  seen  what  I  have  seen,  see  what  I  see ! 

Re-enter  King  and  Polonius. 

Kin^»  Love !  his  affections  do  not  that  way  tend ; 
Nor  what  he  spake,  though  it  lack'd  form  a  little. 
Was  not  like  madness.     There 's  something  in  his  soul, 
O'er  which  his  melancholy  sits  on  brood  ; 
And,  I  do  doubt,  the  hatch,  and  the  disclose. 
Will  be  some  danger :  which,  for  to  prevent, 
I  have,  in  quick  determination. 
Thus  set  it  down  : — he  shall  with  speed  to  England, 
For  the  demand  of  our  neglected  tribute : 
Haply,  the  seas,  and  countries  different, 
With  variable  objects,  shall  expel 
I'his  something-settled  matter  in  his  heart ; 
Whereon  his  brains  still  beating,  puts  him  thus 
From  fashion  of  himself.     What  think  you  on 't  I 

PoL  It  shall  do  well :  but  yet  do  I  believe. 

The  origin  and  commencement  of  his  grief 
Sprung  from  neglected  love. — How  now,  Ophelia  I 
You  need  not  tell  us  what  lord  Hamlet  said  \ 
We  heard  it  all. — My  lord,  do  as  you  please ; 
But,  if  you  hold  it  fit,  after  the  play, 
Let  his  queen  mother  all  alone  entreat  him 
To  show  his  grief:  let  her  be  round  with  him ; 
And  I  '11  be  plac'd,  so  please  you,  in  the  ear 
Of  all  their  conference.     If  she  find  him  not, 
To  England  send  him ;  or  confine  him  where 
Your  wisdom  best  shall  think. 

King.  It  shall  be  so : 

Madness  in  great  ones  must  not  unwatch'd  go.  \ExeunL 

SCENE  IL— ^  Hall  in  the  Castle, 
Enter  Hamlet  and  certain  Players. 

Ham,  Speak  the  speech,  I  pray  you,  as  I  pronounced  it  to  you. 
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trippingly  on  the  tongue :  but  if  you  raouth  it,  as  many  of  your 
players  do,  I  had  as  lief  the  town-crier  spoke  my  lines.  Nor  do  not 
saw  the  air  too  much  with  your  hand,  thus ;  but  use  all  gently :  for 
in  the  very  torrent,  tempest,  and  (as  I  may  say)  whirlwind  of  passion, 
you  must  acquire  and  beget  a  temperance,  that  may  give  it  smooth- 
ness. O,  it  offends  me  to  the  soul,  to  hear  a  robustious  periwig- 
pated  fellow  tear  a  passion  to  tatters,  to  very  rags,  to  split  the  ears 
of  the  groundlings ;  who,  for  the  most  part,  are  capable  of  nothing 
but  inexplicable  dumb  shows,  and  noise :  I  would  have  such  a  fellow 
whipped  for  o'er-doing  Termagant ;  it  out-herods  Herod  :  pray  you, 
avoid  it 

I  Play,  I  warrant  your  honour. 

Ham,  Be  not  too  tame  neither,  but  let  your  own  discretion  be 
your  tutor:  suit  the  action  to  the  word,  the  word  to  the  action;  with 
this  special  observance,  that  you  o'erstep  not  the  modesty  of  nature : 
for  any  thing  so  overdone  is  from  the  purpose  of  playing ;  whose  end, 
both  at  the  first,  and  now,  was,  and  is,  to  hold,  as  'twere,  the  mirror 
up  to  nature ;  to  show  virtue  her  own  feature,  scorn  her  own  image, 
and  the  very  age  and  body  of  the  time,  his  form  and  pressure.  Now, 
this  overdone,  or  come  tardy  off,  though  it  make  the  unskilful  laugh, 
cannot  but  make  the  judicious  grieve ;  the  censure  of  which  one, 
must,  in  your  allowance,  o*erweigh  a  whole  theatre  of  others.  O, 
there  be  players,  that  I  have  seen  play, — and  heard  others  praise,  and 
that  highly, — not  to  speak  it  profanely,  that,  neither  having  the  accent 
of  Christians,  nor  the  gait  of  Christian,  pagan,  nor  man,  have  so 
strutted  and  bellowed,  that  I  have  thought  soipe  of  nature's  journey- 
men had  made  men,  and  not  made  them  well,  they  imitated  humanity 
so  abominably. 

I  Play,  I  hope  we  have  reformed  that  indifferently  with  us.  Sir. 

Ham,  O,  reform  it  altogether.  And  let  those  that  play  your 
clowns,  speak  no  more  than  is  set  down  for  them :  for  there  be  of 
them  that  will  themselves  laugh,  to  set  on  some  quantity  of  barren 
spectators  to  laugh  too ;  though,  in  the  mean  time,  some  necessary 
question  of  the  play  be  then  to  be  considered  :  that 's  villanous,  and 
shows  a  most  pitiful  ambition  in  the  fool  that  uses  it  Go,  make 
you  ready. —  \Exeunt  Players. 

Enter  PoLONius,  Rosencrantz,  and  Guildenstern. 

How  now,  my  lord  !  will  the  king  hear  this  piece  of  work  1 
Pd,  And  the  queen  too,  and  that  presently. 
Ham,  Bid  the  players  make  haste. —  {Exit  Polonius. 

Will  you  two  help  to  hasten  them  1 
J?Af.  Guil,  We  will,  my  lord. 

\Exeunt  Rosencrantz  and  Guildenstern. 
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Ham,  What,  ho,  Horatio ! 

Enter  HORATIO. 

Hor,  Here,  sweet  lord,  at  your  service. 

Hatn,  Horatio,  thou  art  e'eh  as  just  a  man 
As  e'er  my  conversation  cop'd  withaL 

Hor,  O,  my  dear  lord, — 

Ham.  Nay,  do  not  think  I  flatter ; 

For  what  advancement  may  I  hope  from  thee. 
That  no  revenue  hast,  but  thy  good  spirits. 
To  feed  and  clothe  thee  1    Why  should  the  poor  be  flattered  I 
No,  let  the  candied  tongue  lick  absurd  pomp ; 
And  crook  the  pregnant  hinges  of  the  knee. 
Where  thrift  may  follow  fawning.     Dost  thou  hear? 
Since  my  dear  soul  was  mistress  of  her  choice. 
And  could  of  men  distinguish,  her  election 
Hath  sealed  thee  for  herself:  for  thou  hast  been 
As  one,  in  suffering  all,  that  suffers  nothing ; 
A  man,  that  fortune's  buffets  and  rewards 
<     Hast  ta'en  with  equal  thanks :  and  bless'd  are  thosc^ 
Whose  blood  and  judgment  are  so  well  co-mingled. 
That  they  are  not  a  pipe  for  Fortune's  finger 
To  sound  what  stop  she  please.     Give  me  that  man 
That  is  not  passion's  slave,  and  I  will  wear  him 
In  my  heart's  core,  ay,  in  my  heart  of  heart. 
As  I  do  thee. — Something  too  much  of  this. — 
There  is  a  play  to-night  before  the  king ; 
One  scene  of  it  comes  near  the  circumstance. 
Which  I  have  told  thee,  of  my  father's  death : 
I  pr'ythee,  when  thou  seest  that  act  a-foot, 
Even  with  the  very  comment  of  thy  soul 
Observe  mine  uncle :  if  his  occulted  guilt 
Do  not  itself  unkennel  in  one  speech. 
It  is  a  damned  ghost  that  we  have  seen ; 
And  my  imaginations  are  as  foul 
As  Vulcan's  stithy.     Give  him  heedful  note  : 
For  I  mine  eyes  will  rivet  to  his  face ; 
And,  afler,  we  will  both  our  judgments  join 
In  censure  of  his  seeming. 

Hor,  Well,  my  lord : 

If  he  steal  aught  the  whilst  this  play  is  playing, 
And  'scape  detecting,  I  will  pay  the  theft 

Ham,  They  are  coming  to  the  play  j  I  must  be  idle : 
Get  you  a  place. 
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Danish  wtarck,    A  flourish.    Enter  KiNG,  Queen,  POLONIUS,  OPHELIA, 

ROSENCRANTZ,  GUILDENSTERN,  and  others. 

King.  How  fares  our  cousin  Hamlet  1 

Ham,  Excellent,  i'  faith ;  of  the  camelion's  dish :  I  eat  the  air, 
promise-crammed :  you  cannot  feed  capons  so. 

King.  I  have  nothing  with  this  answer,  Hamlet :  these  words  are 
not  mine. 

ITam,  No,  nor  mine  now. — [To  Polonius.]  My  lord,  you  played 
once  in  the  university,  you  say  1 

FoL  That  did  I,  my  lord ;  and  was  accounted  a  good  actor. 

Ham,  And  what  did  you  enact  ? 

Pol.  I  did  enact  Julius  Caesar :  I  was  killed  i*  the  Capitol ;  Brutus 
killed  me. 

Ham.  It  was  a  brute  part  of  him  to  kill  so  capital  a  calf  there. — 
Be  the  players  ready  1 

jRos,  Ay,  my  lord  j  they  stay  upon  your  patience. 

Queen,  Come  hither,  my  dear  Hamlet,  sit  by  me. 

Ham,  No,  good  mother,  here 's  metal  more  attractive. 

Pol,  [To  the  King.]  O  ho !  do  you  mark  that] 

Ham,  Lady,  shall  I  lie  in  your  lap  1 

[Lying  down  at  Ophelia's  feet, 

Oph,  No,  my  lord. 

Ham,  I  mean,  my  head  upon  your  lap] 

Oph,  Ay,  my  lord. 

Ham,  Do  you  think,  I  meant  country  matters  ] 

Oph,  I  think  nothing,  my  lord. 

Ham,  That 's  a  fair  thought  to  lie  between  maids'  legs. 

Oph,  What  is,  my  lord  ] 

Ham,  Nothing. 

Oph.  You  are  merry,  my  lord. 

Ham,  Who,  I  ] 

Oph.  Ay,  my  lord. 

Ham.  O  God !  your  only  jig-maker.  What  should  a  man  do,  but 
be  merry  ]  for,  look  you,  how  cheerfully  my  mother  looks,  and  my 
father  died  within  these  two  hours. 

Oph,  Nay,  'tis  twice  two  months,  my  lord. 

Ham,  So  long]  Nay,  then,  let  the  devil  wear  black,  for  I  '11  have 
a  suit  of  sables.  O  heavens  !  die  two  months  ago,  and  not  forgotten 
yet  ]  Then  there 's  hope  a  great  man's  memory  may  outlive  his  life 
half  a  year:  but,  by'r  lady,  he  must  build  churches,  then;  or  else 
shall  he  suffer  not  thinking  on,  with  the  hobby-horse,  whose  epitaph 
IS,  "  For.  O,  for)  O,  the  hobby-horse  is  forgot-" 
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Trumpets  sound.     The  dumb  show  enters. 

Enter  a  King  and  a  Queen,  very  lovingly ;  the  Queen  embracing  him^  and  he  her. 
She  kneels^  and  makes  show  of  protestation  unto  him.  He  takes  her  up,  and 
declines  his  head  upon  her  neck :  lays  him  down  upon  a  bank  of  flowers :  ske^ 
seeing  him  asleep,  leaves  him,  Afu>n  comes  in  a  fellow^  takes  off  his  crown^ 
kisses  it,  and  pours  poison  in  the  King's  ears,  and  exit.  The  Queen  reiums^ 
finds  the  King  decul,  and  makes  passionate  action.  The  poisoner,  with  some  two 
or  three  mutes,  comes  in  again,  seeming  to  lament  with  her.  The  dead  body  is 
carried  away.  The  poisoner  wooes  t/ie  Queen  with  gifts  :  she  seems  loath  and 
unwilling  a  while  ;  but  in  the  end  accepts  his  love,  [Exeunt^ 

Oph,  What  means  this,  my  lord  ? 

Ham,  Many,  this  js  miching  mallecho ;  it  means  mischie£ 

Oph,  Belike,  this  show  imports  the  argument  of  the  play. 

Enter  Prologue. 

Ham,  We  shall  know  by  this  fellow:  the  players  cannot  keep 
counsel;  they 'U  tell  all. 

Oph,  Will  he  tell  us  what  this  show  meant? 

Ham,  Ay,  or  any  show  that  you  will  show  him:  be  not  you 
ashamed  to  show,  he  '11  not  shame  to  tell  you  what  it  means. 

Oph,  You  are  naught,  you  are  naught :  I  '11  mark  the  pla)\ 

Fro,  "  For  us,  and  for  our  tragedy, 
Here  stooping  to  your  clemency, 
We  beg  your  hearing  patiently." 

Ham,  Is  this  a  prologue,  or  the  posy  of  a  ring  I 

Oph,  ^Tis  brief,  my  lord. 

Ham,  As  woman's  love. 

Enter  a  King  and  a  Queen. 

P,  King,  Full  thirty  times  hath  Phoebus*  cart  gone  round 

Neptune's  salt  wash,  and  Tellus'  orb^d  ground ; 

And  thirty  dozen  moons,  with  borrow'd  sheen, 

About  the  world  have  times  twelve  thirties  been ; 

Since  love  our  hearts,  and  Hymen  did  our  hands, 

Unite  commutual  in  most  sacred  bands. 
jP.  Queen,  So  many  journeys  may  the  sun  and  moon 

Make  us  again  count  o'er,  ere  love  be  done ! 

But,  woe  is  me,  you  are  so  sick  of  late. 

So  far  from  cheer,  and  from  your  former  state, 

That  I  distrust  you.     Yet,  though  I  distrust. 

Discomfort  you,  my  lord,  it  nothing  must : 

For  women's  fear  and  love  hold  quantity ; 

In  neither  aught,  or  in  extremity. 

Now,  what  my  love  is,  proof  hath  made  you  know; 

And  as  my  love  is  siz'd,  my  fear  is  so : 
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Where  love  is  great,  the  littlest  doubts  are  &ar : 
Where  little  fears  grow  great,  great  love  grows  there, 

P,  King,  'Faith,  I  must  leave  thee,  love,  and  shortly  too ; 
My  operant  powers  their  functions  leave  to  do : 
And  thou  shalt  live  in  this  fair  world  behind, 
Honoured,  belov'd ;  and,  haply,  one  as  kind 
For  husband  shalt  thou — 

P.  Quien,  O,  confound  the  rest  1 

Such  love  must  needs  be  treason  in  my  breast : 
In  second  husband  let  me  be  accurst ! 
None  wed  the  second,  but  who  kill'd  the  first 

Ham^  [Aside,]  Wormwood,  wormwood, 

P.  Queen.  The  instances,  that  second  marriage  move, 
Are  base  respects  of  thrift,  but  none  of  love : 
A  second  time  I  kill  my  husband  dead, 
When  second  husband  kisses  me  in  bed. 

P,  King,  I  do  believe  you  think  what  now  you  speak ; 
But  what  we  do  determine,  oft  we  break. 
Purpose  is  but  the  slave  to  memory ; 
Of  violent  birth,  but  poor  validity : 
Which  now,  like  fruit  unripe,  sticks  on  the  tree ; 
But  fall,  unshaken,  when  they  mellow  be. 
Most  necessary  'tis,  that  we  forget 
To  pay  ourselves  what  to  ourselves  is  debt : 
What  to  ourselves  in  passion  we  propose, 
The  passion  ending,  doth  the  purpose  lose. 
The  violence  of  either  grief  or  joy 
Their  own  enactures  with  themselves  destroy ; 
Where  joy  most  revels,  grief  doth  most  lament ; 
Grief  joys,  joy  grieves,  on  slender  accident 
This  world  is  not  for  aye  ;  nor  'tis  not  strange. 
That  even  our  loves  should  with  our  fortimes  change , 
For  'tis  a  question  lefl  us  yet  to  prove, 
Whether  love  lead  fortune,  or  else  fortune  love. 
The  great  man  down,  you  mark  his  favourite  flies ; 
The  poor  advanced  makes  friends  of  enemies. 
And  hitherto  doth  love  on  fortune  tend : 
For  who  not  needs,  shall  never  lack  a  friend  j 
And  who  in  want  a  hollow  friend  doth  try, 
Directly  seasons  him  his  enemy. 
But,  orderly  to  end  where  I  begun, — 
Our  wills  and  fates  do  so  contrary  run, 
That  our  devices  still  are  overthrown ; 
Oar  thoughts  are  ours,  their  ends  none  of  our  own; 

▼OU  IV.  H 
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So  think  thou  wilt  no  second  husband  wed ; 
But  die  thy  thoughts,  when  thy  first  lord  is  dead. 
P,  Queen,  Nor  earth  to  me  give  food,  nor  heaven  light ! 
Sport  and  repose  lock  from  me,  day  and  night  I 
To  desperation  turn  my  trust  and  hope ! 
An  anchor's  cheer  in  prison  be  my  scope ! 
Each  opposite  that  blanks  the  face  of  joy, 
Meet  what  I  would  have  well,  and  it  destroy ! 
Both  here  and  hence,  pursue  me  lasting  strife, 
I^  once  a  widow,  ever  I  be  wife  I 
Ham,  If  she  should  break  it  now ! 

F,  King.  Tis  deeply  swora     Sweet,  leave  me  here  a  while  ; 
My  spirits  grow  dull,  and  fain  I  would  beguile 
The  tedious  day  with  sleep.  [Sleeps. 

P.  Queen,  Sleep  rock  thy  brain ; 

And  never  come  mischance  between  us  twain !  [Exit. 

Ham,  Madam,^  how  like  you  this  play  ? 
Queen,  The  lady  doth  protest  too  much,  methinks. 
Ham,  O,  but  she  '11  keep  her  word. 

King,  Have  you  heard  the  argument)    Is  there  no  offence  in't? 
Ham,  No,  no,  they  do  but  jest,  poison  in  jest ;  no  offence  i'  the 
world. 
King,  What  do  you  call  the  play? 

Ham,  The  mouse-trap.  Marry,  howl  Tropically.  This  play  is 
the  image  of  a  murder  done  in  Vienna:  Gonzago  is  the  duke's 
name ;  his  wife,  Baptista :  you  shall  see  anon ;  'tis  a  knavish  piece 
of  work .  but  what  of  that  1  your  majesty,  and  we  that  have  free 
souls,  it  touches  us  not :  let  the  galled  jade  wince,  our  withers  are 
un  wrung. 

Enter  LuciANUS. 

This  is  one  Lucianus,  nephew  to  the  king. 
Oph,  You  are  as  good  as  a  chorus,  my  lord. 
Ham,  I  could  interpret  between  you  and  your  love, 

If  I  could  see  the  puppets  dallying. 
Oph,  You  are  keen,  my  lord,  you  are  keen. 
Ham,  It  would  cost  you  a  groaning  to  take  off  my  edge. 
Oph,  Still  better,  and  worse. 

Ham,  So  you  must  take  your  husbands. — Begin,  murderer ;  leave 
thy  damnable  faces,  and  begin.     Come : — The  croaking  raven  doth 
bellow  for  revenge. 
Luc,  Thoughts  black,  hands  apt,  drugs  fit,  and  time  agreeing ; 
Confederate  season,  else  no  creature  seeing ; 
Thou  mixture  rank,  of  midnight  weeds  collected, 
With  Hecate's  ban  thrice  blasted,  thrice  infected, 
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Thy  natural  magic  and  dire  property. 
On  wholesome  life  usurp  immediately. 

[Fours  the  poison  into  the  sleeps  ears. 
Ham.  He  poisons  him  i'  the  garden  for  his  estate.     His  name 's 
Gonzago:  the  story  is  extant,  and  written  in  very  choice  Italian. 
You  shall  see  anon,  how  the  murderer  gets  the  love  of  Gonzago's  ^ 
wife. 

Oph,  The  king  rises. 

Ham,  \Vhat,  frighted  with  false  fire ! 

Queen.  How  fares  my  lord  1 

FoL  Give  o'er  the  play. 

King.  Give  me  some  light : — away ! 

AIL  Lights,  lights,  lights ! 

[Exeunt  all  except  Hamlet  and  Horatio. 
Ifani,  Why,  let  the  strucken  deer  go  weep, 
The  hart  ungall^d  play ; 
For  some  must  watch,  while  some  must  sleep : 
So  runs  the  world  away. — 
Would  not  this.  Sir,  and  a  forest  of  feathers,  (if  the  rest  of  my  for- 
tunes turn  Turk  with  me,)  with  two  Provincial  roses  on  my  razed 
shoes,  get  me  a  fellowship  in  a  cry  of  players,  Sir) 
Hor.  Half  a  share. 
Ham.  A  whole  one,  I. 

For  thou  dost  know,  O  Damon  dear, 

This  realm  dismantled  was 
Of  Jove  himself;  and  now  reigns  here 
A  very,  very — peacock. 
Hor.  You  might  have  rhymed. 

Ham.  O  good  Horatio,  I  '11  take  the  ghosf  s  word  for  a  thousand 
pound.     Didst  perceive  ] 
Hor.  Very  well,  my  lord. 
Ham.  Upon  the  talk  of  the  poisoning,— 
Hor.  I  did  very  well  note  him. 

Ham.  Ah,  ha  I — Come,  some  music  I  come,  the  recorders  I— 
For  if  the  king  like  not  the  comedy. 
Why,  then,  belike, — he  likes  it  not,  perdy. — 
Come,  some  music  I 

Ri-tfUer  RosENCRANTZ  and  Guildensterk. 
GuiL  Good  my  lord,  vouchsafe  me  a  word  with  you. 
Ham.  Sir,  a  whole  history. 
Guil.  The  king.  Sir,— 
Ham.  Ay,  Sir,  what  of  him? 
GuiL  Is,  in  his  retirement,  marvellous  distempered. 
Ham.  With  drink.  Sir] 
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Guil,  No,  my  lord,  rather  with  choler. 

Ham.  Your  wisdom  should  show  itself  more  richer,  to  signify  this 
to  his  doctor ;  for,  for  me  to  put  him  to  his  pui^tion  would,  per- 
haps, plunge  him  into  more  choler. 

Guil.  Good  my  lord,  put  yoiu:  discourse  into  some  frame,  and 
jstart  not  so  wildly  from  my  affair. 

Ham.  I  am  tame.  Sir : — pronounce. 

Guil.  The  queen,  your  mother,  in  most  great  affliction  of  spirit, 
hath  sent  me  to  you. 

Ham.  You  are  welcome. 

Guii.  Nay,  good  my  lord,  this  courtesy  is  not  of  the  right  breed. 
If  it  shall  please  you  to  make  me  a  wholesome  answer,  I  wiU  do  your 
mother's  commandment :  if  not,  your  pardon  and  my  return  shall  be 
the  end  of  my  business. 

Ham.  Sir,  I  cannot 

Guil.  What,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.  Make  you  a  wholesome  answer  j  my  wit 's  diseased :  but. 
Sir,  such  answer  as  I  can  make,  you  shall  command ;  or,  rather,  as 
you  say,  my  mother:  therefore  no  more,  but  to  the  matter:  my 
mother,  you  say, — 

Jios.  Then,  thus  she  says:  yoiur  behaviour  hath  struck  her  into 
amazement  and  admiration. 

Ham.  O  wonderful  son,  that  can  so  astonish  a  mother . — But  is 
there  no  sequel  at  the  heels  of  this  mother's  admiration  f  impart. 

Ros.  She  desires  to  speak  with  you  in  her  closet,  ere  you  go  to 
bed. 

Ham.  We  shall  obey,  were  she  ten  times  our  mother.  Have  you 
any  farther  trade  with  us  1 

Ros.  My  lord,  you  once  did  love  me. 

Ham.  So  I  do  still,  by  these  pickers  and  stealers. 

Ros,  Good  my  lord,  what  is  your  cause  of  distemper!  you  do, 
surely,  bar  the  door  upon  your  own  liberty,  if  you  deny  your  griefs 
to  your  friend. 

Ham.  Sir,  I  lack  advancement 

Ros.  How  can  that  be,  when  you  have  the  voice  of  the  king  him- 
self for  your  succession  in  Denmark  1 

Ham.  Ay,  Sir,  but  "  while  the  grass  grows," — the  proverb  is  some- 
thing musty. 

Enter  the  Players,  with  recorders. 

O,  the  recorders : — let  me  see  one. — To  withdraw  with  you : — why 
do  you  go  about  to  recover  the  wind  of  me,  as  if  you  would  drive 
me  into  a  toil  ? 

Guii.  O,  my  lord,  if  my  duty  be  too  bold,  my  love  is  too  un- 
mannerly. 
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JSdtn,  I  do  not  well  understand  that  Will  you  play  upon  this 
pipet 

GmU,  My  lord,  I  cannot 

Ham.  I  pray  yoiL 

Guil.  Believe  me,  I  cannot 

Ifam.  I  do  beseech  you. 

Guil.  I  know  no  touch  of  it,  my  lord. 

Ifam.  Tis  as  easy  as  lying:  govern  these  ventages  with  your 
finger  and  thumb,  give  it  breath  with  your  mouth,  and  it  will  dis- 
course most  eloquent  music.     Look  you,  these  are  the  stops. 

Guil,  But  these  cannot  I  command  to  any  utterance  of  harmony ; 
I  have  not  the  skill 

Ham,  Why,  look  you  now,  how  unworthy  a  thing  you  make  of 
me !  You  would  play  upon  me ;  you  would  seem  to  know  my  stops ; 
you  would  pluck  out  the  heart  of  my  mystery ;  you  would  sound  me 
from  my  lowest  note  to  the  top  of  my  compass :  and  there  is  much 
music,  excellent  voice,  in  this  little  organ ;  yet  cannot  you  make  it 
speak.  'Sblood,  do  you  think  I  am  easier  to  be  played  on  than  a 
pipel  Call  me  what  instmment  you  will,  though  you  can  fret  me, 
you  cannot  play  upon  me. — 

Re-enter  POLONIUS. 

God  bless  you.  Sir ! 

Pd,  My  lord,  the  queen  would  speak  with  you,  and  presently. 
Ham,  Do  you  see  yonder  cloud,  that's  almost  in  shape  of  a 
camel? 

Pol,  By  the  mass,  and  'tis  like  a  camel,  indeed. 
Ham,  Methinks  it  is  like  a  weasel 
Pol,  It  is  backed  like  a  weasel 
Ham,  Or,  like  a  whale  1 
PoL  Very  like  a  whale. 

HoLm,  Then  will  I  come  to  my  mother  by  and  by. — ^They  fool  me 
to  the  top  of  my  bent — I  will  come  by  and  by. 

Pol,  I  will  say  so.  \Exit, 

Ham.  By  and  by  is  easily  said. — Leave  me,  friends. — 

\Excunt  Ros.  Guil.  Hor.  and  Players, 
nris  now  the  very  witching  time  of  night, 
When  churchyards  yawn,  and  hell  itself  breathes  out 
Contagion  to  this  world :  now  could  I  drink  hot  blood, 
And  do  such  bitter  business  as  the  day 
Would  quake  to  look  on.     Soil !  now  to  my  mother. — 

0  heart,  lose  not  thy  nature ;  let  not  ever 
The  soul  of  Nero  enter  this  firm  bosom : 
Let  me  be  cmel,  not  unnatural : 

1  will  speak  daggers  to  her,  but  use  none ; 
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My  tongue  and  soul  in  this  be  hypocrites, — 

How  in  my  words  soever  she  be  shent, 

To  give  them  seals  never,  my  soul,  consent !  [Exit 

SCENE  111.— A  Room  in  the  Castle. 

Enter  KiNG,  ROSENCRANTZ,  and  GUILDENSTBRN. 

Kir^,  I  like  him  not ;  nor  stands  it  safe  with  us, 
To  let  his  madness  range.     Therefore  prepare  you ; 
I  your  commission  will  forthwith  despatch. 
And  he  to  England  shall  along  with  you : 
The  terms  of  our  estate  may  not  endure 
Hazard  so  dangerous,  as  doth  hourly  grow 
Out  of  his  lunacies. 

GuiL  We  will  ourselves  provide : 

Most  holy  and  religious  fear  it  is. 
To  keep  those  many  many  bodies  safe, 
That  live,  and  feed,  upon  your  majesty. 

Ros,  The  single  and  peculiar  life  is  bound, 
With  all  the  strength  and  armour  of  the  mind. 
To  "keep  itself  from  'noyance ;  but  much  more 
That  spirit,  upon  whose  weal  depend  and  rest 
The  lives  of  many.     The  cease  of  majesty 
Dies  not  alone ;  but,  like  a  gulf,  doth  draw 
What 's  near  it  with  it :  it  is  a  massy  wheel, 
Fix'd  on  the  summit  of  the  highest  mount. 
To  whose  huge  spokes  ten  thousand  lesser  things 
Are  mortis'd  and  adjoin'd ;  which,  when  it  falls. 
Each  small  annexment,  petty  consequence, 
Attends  the  boisterous  ruin.     Never  alone 
Did  the  king  sigh,  but  with  a  general  groan. 

King,  Arm  you,  I  pray  you,  to  this  speedy  voyage ; 
For  we  will  fetters  put  upon  this  fear, 
Which  now  goes  too  free-footed. 

Ros.  GuiL  We  will  haste  us. 

[Exeunt  Rosencrantz  and  Guildenstern; 

Enter  POLONIUS. 

Pol  My  lord,  he 's  going  to  his  mother's  closet : 
Behind  the  arras  I  '11  convey  myself 
To  hear  the  process ;  I  '11  warrant,  she  '11  tax  him  home : 
And,  as  you  said,  and  wisely  was  it  said, 
'Tis  meet  that  some  more  audience  than  a  mother^ 
Since  nature  makes  them  partial,  should  o'erhear 
The  speech,  of  vantage.    Fare  you  well,  my  liege  • 
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1 11  call  upon  you  ere  you  go  to  bed, 

And  tell  you  what  I  know. 

Kir^.  Thanks,  dear  my  lord. 

\Exit  P0LONIU& 

O,  my  offence  is  rank,  it  smells  to  heaven ; 

It  hath  the  primal  eldest  curse  upon 't, — 

A  brother's  murder ! — Pray  can  I  not. 

Though  inclination  be  as  sharp  as  will : 

My  stronger  guilt  defeats  my  strong  intent ; 

And,  like  a  man  to  double  business  bound,  ^ 

I  stand  in  pause  where  I  shall  first  begin. 

And  both  neglect     What  if  this  cursM  hand 

Were  thicker  than  itself  with  brother's  blood, — 

Is  there  not  rain  enough  in  the  sweet  heavens. 

To  wash  it  white  as  snow  f    Whereto  serves  mercy, 

But  to  confront  the  visage  of  offence  ] 

And  what 's  in  prayer,  but  this  two-fold  force, — 

To  be  forestalled,  ere  we  come  to  fall. 

Or  pardon'd,  being  down  1    Then,  I  '11  look  up  \ 

My  fault  is  past     But,  O,  what  form  of  prayer 

Can  serve  my  turn?    Forgive  me  my  foul  murder  I— 

That  cannot  be ;  since  I  am  still  possess'd 

Of  those  effects  for  which  I  did  the  murder, — 

My  crown,  mine  own  ambition,  and  my  queen. 

May  one  be  pardon'd,  and  retain  th'  offence  % 

In  the  corrupted  currents  of  this  world. 

Offence's  gilded  hand  may  shove  by  justice ; 

And  oft  'tis  seen,  the  wicked  prize  itself 

Buys  out  the  law :  but  'tis  not  so  above ; 

There  is  no  shuffling, — there  the  action  lies 

In  his  true  nature ;  and  we  ourselves  compell'd, 

Even  to  the  teeth  and  forehead  of  our  faults. 

To  give  in  evidence.     What  then?  what  rests? 

Try  what  repentance  can :  what  can  it  not! 

Yet  what  can  it,  when  one  can  not  repent  1 

O  wretched  state  I     O  bosom,  black  as  death  I 

O  lim^d  soul,  that,  struggling  to  be  firee, 

Art  more  engag'd !     Help,  angels !  make  assay : 

Bow,  stubborn  knees ;  and,  heart,  with  strings  of  steel. 

Be  soil  as  sinews  of  the  new-bom  babe  1 

All  may  be  welL  \Retires  and  kneelx 

Enter  Hamlet. 

Ham.  Now  might  I  do  it,  pat,  now  he  is  praying ; 
And  now  I  'U  do 't : — and  so  he  goes  to  heaven  \ 
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And  so  am  I  reveng'd : — that  would  be  scanned  :— 

A  villain  kills  my  father ;  and,  for  that, 

I,  his  sole  son,  do  this  same  villain  send 

To  heaven. 

Why,  this  is  hire  and  salary,  not  revenge. 

He  took  my  father  grossly,  full  of  bread ; 

With  all  his  crimes  broad  blown,  as  flush  as  May ; 

And  how  his  audit  stands,  who  knows,  save  heaven  t 

But,  in  our  circumstance  and  course  of  thought, 

'Tis  heavy  with  him :  and  am  I,  then,  revenged, 

To  take  him  in  the  purging  of  his  soul. 

When  he  is  fit  and  seasoned  for  his  passage  1 

No. 

Up,  sword ;  and  know  thou  a  more  horrid  hent : 

When  he  is  drunk,  asleep,  or  in  his  rage ; 

Or  in  th'  incestuous  pleasure  of  his  bed ; 

At  gaming,  swearing ;  or  about  some  act 

That  has  no  relish  of  salvation  in 't ; — 

Then  trip  him,  that  his  heels  may  kick  at  heaven ; 

And  that  his  soul  may  be  as  damn'd  and  black 

As  hell,  whereto  it  goes.     My  mother  stays : 

This  physic  but  prolongs  thy  sickly  days.  [£xt/. 

The  King  rises  and  advances. 

King,  My  words  fly  up,  my  thoughts  remain  below : 
Words  without  thoughts  never  to  heaven  go.  \Exit, 

SCENE  V^,—The  Qvez^'s private  Apartment  in  the  Castle. 

Enter  Queen  and  Polonius. 

PoL  He  will  come  straight     Look,  you  lay  home  to  him  : 
Tell  him  his  pranks  have  been  too  broad  to  bear  with. 
And  that  your  grace  hath  screened  and  stood  between 
Much  heat  and  him.     I  '11  silence  me  e'en  here. 
Pray  you,  be  round  with  him. 

Ifam.  [  Within."]  Mother,  mother,  mother ! 

Queen.  I  '11  warrant  you ; 

Fear  me  not : — ^withdraw,  I  hear  him  coming. 

[Polonius  conceals  himself  behind  the  arras. 

Enter  Hamlet. 

ilam.  Now,  mother,  what's  the  matter? 
Queen.  Hamlet,  thou  hast  thy  father  much  offended. 
Ham.  Mother,  you  have  my  father  much  offended. 
Queen.  Come,  come,  you  answer  with  an  idle  tongue. 
Ham,  Go,  go,  you  question  with  a  wicked  toi^e. 
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Quern.  Why,  how  now,  Hamlet ! 

Ham.  What 's  the  matter  now  % 

Queen.  Have  you  forgot  me  ? 

Ifam.  No,  by  the  rood,  not  so : 

You  are  the  queen,  your  husband's  brother's  wife ; 
And, — ^would  it  were  not  so ! — ^you  are  my  mother. 

Queen.  Nay,  then,  I  '11  set  those  to  you  that  can  speak. 

Ifam.  Come,  come,  and  sit  you  down ;  you  shall  not  budge  ; 
You  go  not,  till  I  set  you  up  a  glass 
Where  you  may  see  the  inmost  part  of  you. 

Queen.  What  wilt  thou  dol  thou  wilt  not  murder  me? — 
Help,  help,  ho ! 
JW.  [Behind.]  What,  ho !  help !  help !  help ! 

Ham.  How  now!  a  rati  [Draws.]  Dead,  for  a  ducat,  dead  ! 

[Makes  a  pass  through  the  arms. 

Pol  [Behind.]  O,  I  am  slain !  [Fa//s  and  dies. 

Queen.  O  me,  what  hast  thou  done  ? 

Ham.  Nay,  I  know  not : 

Is  it  the  king  1 

[Lifts  up  the  arras,  and  draws  forth  Polonius. 

Queen.  O,  what  a  rash  and  bloody  deed  is  this  ! 

Ham.  A  bloody  deed ! — almost  as  bad,  good  mother. 
As  kill  a  king,  and  marry  with  his  brother. 

Queen.  As  kill  a  king ! 

Ham.  Ay,  lady,  'twas  my  word. — 

[To  Pol.]  Thou  wretched,  rash,  intruding  fool,  farewell  1 
I  took  thee  for  thy  better :  take  thy  fortune ; 
Thou  find'st  to  be  too  busy  is  some  danger. — 
Leave  wringing  of  your  hands :  peace !  sit  you  down, 
And  iSt  me  wring  your  heart :  for  so  I  shall, 
If  it  be  made  of  penetrable  stuff; 
If  damn^  custom  have  not  braz'd  it  so. 
That  it  is  proof  and  bulwark  against  sense. 

Queen.  What  have  I  done,  that  thou  dar'st  wag  thy  tongue 
In  noise  so  rude  against  me  ? 

Ham.  Such  an  act, 

That  blurs  the  grace  and  blush  of  modesty ; 
Calls  virtue,  hjrpocrite ;  takes  off  the  rose 
From  the  fair  forehead  of  an  innocent  love, 
And  sets  a  blister  there ;  makes  marriage  vows 
As  false  as  dicers'  oaths :  O,  such  a  deed, 
As  from  the  body  of  contraction  plucks 
The  very  soul ;  and  sweet  religion  makes 
A  rhapsody  of  words  :  Heaven's  face  doth  glow ; 
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Yea,  this  solidity  and  compound  mass, 
With  tristful  visage,  as  against  the  doom. 
Is  thought-sick  at  the  act 

Qtuen,  Ah  me,  what  act, 

That  roars  so  loud,  and  thunders  in  the  index  1 

Ham.  Look  here,  upon  this  picture,  and  on  this,— - 
The  counterfeit  presentment  of  two  brothers. 
See,  what  a  grace  was  seated  on  this  brow ; 
Hyperion's  curls ;  the  front  of  Jove  himself; 
An  eye  like  Mars,  to  threaten  and  command ; 
A  station  like  the  herald  Mercury, 
New-lighted  on  a  heaven-kissing  hill ; 
A  combination,  and  a  form,  indeed. 
Where  every  god  did  seem  to  set  his  seal. 
To  give  the  world  assurance  of  a  man  : 
This  was  your  husband.     Look  you  now,  what  follows : 
Here  is  your  husband ;  like  a  mildew'd  ear. 
Blasting  his  wholesome  brother.     Have  you  eyes  ? 
Could  you  on  this  fair  mountain  leave  to  feed, 
And  batten  on  this  moor)    Ha!  have  you  eyesi 
You  cannot  call  it  love ;  for,  at  your  age, 
The  hey-day  in  the  blood  is  tame,  it's  humble, 
And  waits  upon  the  judgment :  and  what  judgment 
Would  step  from  this  to  this  1    Sense,  sure,  you  have, 
Else,  could  you  not  have  motion  :  but,  sure,  that  sense 
Is  apoplex'd  :  for  madness  would  not  err ; 
Nor  sense  to  ecstasy  was  ne'er  so  thrall'd 
But  it  reserved  some  quantity  of  choice, 
To  serve  in  such  a  difference.     What  devil  was  \ 
That  thus  hath  cozen'd  you  at  hoodman-blind  1 
Eyes  without  feeling,  feeling  without  sight, 
Ears  without  hands  or  eyes,  smelling  sans  all, 
Or  but  a  sickly  part  of  one  true  sense 
Could  not  so  mope. 

O  shame  !  where  is  thy  blush  ]     Rebellious  hell. 
If  thou  canst  mutine  in  a  matron's  bones, 
To  flaming  youth  let  virtue  be  as  wax. 
And  melt  in  her  own  fire  :  proclaim  no  shame 
When  the  compulsive  ardour  gives  the  charge, 
Since  frost  itself  as  actively  doth  bum. 
And  reason  panders  will. 

Quern,  O  Hamlet,  speak  no  more : 

Thou  tum'st  mine  eyes  into  my  very  soul ; 
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And  there  I  see  such  black  and  grained  spots, 
As  wiU  not  leave  their  tinct 

Ham.  Nay,  but  to  live 

In  the  rank  sweat  of  an  enseambd  bed. 
Stewed  in  corruption,  honeying  and  making  love 
Over  the  nasty  sty,— 

Qyeen.  O,  speak  to  me  no  more ; 

These  words,  like  daggers,  enter  in  mine  ears  \ 
No  more,  sweet  Hamlet  1 

Ham.  A  murderer,  and  a  villain  ; 

A  slave,  that  is  not  twentieth  part  the  tithe 
Of  your  precedent  lord ;  a  Vice  of  kings  \ 
A  catpurse  of  the  empire  and  the  rule. 
That  from  a  shelf  the  precious  diadem  stole. 
And  put  it  in  his  pocket ! 

Qtum,  No  more ! 

Ham,  A  king  of  shreds  and  patches, — 

Enter  Ghost 

Save  me,  and  hover  o'er  me  with  your  wings, 

You  heavenly  guards  1 — What  would  your  gracious  figinrel 

Queen.  Alas,  he's  mad ! 

Ham.  Do  you  not  come  your  tardy  son  to  chide. 
That,  laps'd  in  time  and  passion,  lets  go  by 
Th'  important  acting  of  your  dread  command! 
O,  say! 

Ghost.  Do  not  forget :  this  visitation 
Is  but  to  whet  thy  almost  blunted  purpose. 
But,  look,  amazement  on  thy  mother  sits  : 
O,  step  between  her  and  her  fighting  soul, — 
Conceit  in  weakest  bodies  strongest  works, — 
Speak  to  her,  Hamlet 

Ham.  How  is  it  with  you,  ladyt 

Queen.  Alas,  how  is 't  with  you, 
That  you  do  bend  your  eye  on  vacancy. 
And  with  th'  incorporal  air  do  hold  discourse  t 
Forth  at  your  eyes  your  spirits  wildly  peep ; 
And,  as  the  sleeping  soldiers  in  th'  alarm, 
Vour  bedded  hair,  like  life  in  excrements, 
Starts  up,  and  stands  on  end.     O  gentle  son. 
Upon  the  heat  and  flame  of  thy  distemper 
Sprinkle  cool  patience.     Whereon  do  you  look  ? 

Ham.  On  him,  ou  him !    Look  you,  how  pale  he  glares  f 
His  form  and  cause  conjoin'd,  preaching  to  stones. 
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AVould  make  them  capable. — Do  not  look  upon  me ; 

Lest  with  this  piteous  action  you  convert 

My  stem  effects :  then,  what  I  have  to  do 

Will  want  true  colour ;  tears,  perchance,  for  blood. 

Queen,  To  whom  do  you  speak  this  ? 

Ham,  Do  you  see  nothing  there  I 

Queen,  Nothing  at  all ;  yet  all,  that  is,  I  see. 

Ham.  Nor  did  you  nothing  hearl 

Queen,  No,  nothing  but  ourselves. 

Ham,  Why,  look  you  there !  look,  how  it  steals  away! 
My  father,  in  his  habit  as  he  liv'd  ! 
Look,  where  he  goes,  even  now,  out  at  the  portal ! 

[Exit  Ghost 

Queen,  This  is  the  very  coinage  of  your  brain : 
This  bodiless  creation  ecstasy 
Is  very  cunning  in. 

Ham,  Exstasy! 
My  pulse,  as  yours,  doth  temperately  keep  time, 
And  makes  as  healthful  music :  it  is  not  madness 
That  I  have  utter'd  :  bring  me  to  the  test, 
And  I  the  matter  will  re-word ,  which  madness 
Would  gambol  from.     Mother,  for  love  of  grace, 
Lay  not  that  flattering  unction  to  your  soul. 
That  not  your  trespass,  but  my  madness  speaks : 
It  will  but  skin  and  film  the  ulcerous  place. 
Whilst  rank  corruption,  mining  all  within. 
Infects  unseen.     Confess  yourself  to  heaven ; 
Repent  what 's  past ;  avoid  what  is  to  come  ; 
And  do  not  spread  the  compost  on  the  weeds. 
To  make  them  ranker.     Forgive  me  this  my  virtue ; 
For  in  the  fatness  of  these  pursy  times. 
Virtue  itself  of  vice  must  pardon  beg, 
Yea,  curb  and  woo,  for  leave  to  do  him  good. 

Queen,  O  Hamlet,  thou  hast  cleft  my  heart  in  twain. 

Ham,  O,  throw  away  the  worser  part  of  it. 
And  live  the  purer  with  the  other  half. 
Good  night :  but  go  not  to  mine  uncle's  bed ; 
Assume  a  virtue,  if  you  have  it  not 
That  monster,  custom,  who  all  sense  doth  eat* 
Of  habits  devil,  is  angel  yet  in  this, — 
That  to  the  use  of  actions  fair  and  good 
He  likewise  gives  a  frock,  or  livery. 
That  aptly  is  put  on.    Refrain  to-night ; 
And  that  shall  lend  a  kind  of  easiness 
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To  the  next  abstinence :  the  next  more  easy ; 

For  use  almost  can  change  the  stamp  of  nature. 

And  master  the  devil,  or  throw  him  out 

With  wondrous  potency.     Once  more,  good  night : 

And  when  you  are  desirous  to  be  bless'd, 

1 11  blessing  beg  of  you. — For  this  same  lord, 

[Pointing  to  PoLONius. 

I  do  repent :  but  heaven  hath  pleas'd  it  so, — 

To  punish  me  with  this,  and  this  with  me. 

That  I  must  be  their  scouige  and  minister. 

I  will  bestow  him,  and  will  answer  well 

The  death  I  gave  him.     So,  again,  good  night — 

I  must  be  cruel,  only  to  be  kind  : 

Thus  bad  begins,  and  worse  remains  behind. — 

One  word  more,  good  lady. 

Queen.  What  shall  I  do  f 

Ham,  Not  this,  by  no  means,  that  I  bid  you  do : 

Let  the  bloat  king  tempt  you  again  to  bed ; 

Pinch  wanton  on  your  cheek ;  call  you  his  mouse ; 

And  let  him,  for  a  pair  of  reechy  kisses. 

Or  paddling  in  your  neck  with  his  damn'd  fingers. 

Make  you  to  ravel  all  this  matter  out. 

That  I  essentially  am  not  in  madness. 

But  mad  in  craft.    'Twere  good,  you  let  him  know; 

For  who,  that 's  but  a  queen,  fair,  sober,  wise. 

Would  from  a  paddock,  from  a  bat,  a  gib, 

Such  dear  concemings  hide  ?  who  would  do  so  1 

No,  in  despite  of  sense  and  secresy. 

Unpeg  the  basket  on  the  house's  top. 

Let  the  birds  fly,  and,  like  the  famous  ape, 

To  try  conclusions,  in  the  basket  creep. 

And  break  your  own  neck  down. 

Queen,  Be  thou  assured,  if  words  be  made  of  breath, 

And  breath  of  life,  I  have  no  life  to  breathe 

What  thou  hast  said  to  me. 

Ham.  I  must  to  England ;  you  know  that  1 

Queen.  Alack, 

I  had  foigot :  'tis  so  concluded  on. 

Ham.  There 's  letters  sealed :  and  my  two  schoolfellows, — 

Whom  I  will  trust  as  I  will  adders  fang'd, — 

They  bear  the  mandate  ;  they  must  sweep  my  way. 

And  marshal  me  to  knavery.     Let  it  work ; 

For  'tis  the  sport,  to  have  the  engineer 

Hoist  with  his  o^kh  petar :  and  it  shall  go  hard. 
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But  I  will  delve  one  yard  below  their  mines, 
And  blow  them  at  the  moon ;  O,  'tis  most  sweet, 
When  in  one  line  two  crafts  directly  meet — 
This  man  shall  set  me  packing : 
I  '11  lug  the  guts  into  the  neighbour  room.—  - 
Mother,  good  night — ^Indeed,  this  counsellor 
Is  now  most  still,  most  secret,  and  most  grave, 
Who  was  in  life  a  foolish  prating  knave. 
Come,  Sir,  to  draw  toward  an  end  with  you. — 
Good  night,  mother. 

[Exeunt  severally;  l^VLixi  dragging  away  the  body 

of  POLONIUS. 


«B»i 


ACT   IV. 

SCENE  \.—The  Same. 

Enter  King,  Queen,  Rosencrantz,  and  Guildenstbkn. 

King.  There  *s  matter  in  these  sighs,  these  profound  heaves : 
You  must  translate :  'tis  fit  we  understand  them. 
Where  is  your  son  ] 

•Queen.  [To  Ros.  andGviL]  Bestow  this  place  on  us  a  little 
while. — 

[Exeunt  Rosencrantz  and  Guildenstern. 
Ah,  my  good  lord,  what  have  I  seen  to-night  I 

King.  What,  Gertrude)    How  does  Hamlet? 

Quern.  Mad  as  the  sea  and  wind,  when  both  contend 
Which  is  the  mightier .  in  his  lawless  fit. 
Behind  the  arras  hearing  something  stir, 
He  whips  his  rapier  out,  and  cries,  "  A  rat,  a  rat  I " 
iind,  in  his  brainish  apprehension,  kills 
The  unseen  good  old  man. 

King.  O  heavy  deed  I 

It  had  been  so  with  us,  had  we  been  there : 
His  liberty  is  full  of  threats  to  all ; 
To  you  yourself,  to  us,  to  every  one. 
Alas,  how  shall  this  bloody  deed  be  answered? 
It  will  be  laid  to  us,  whose  providence 
Should  have  kept  short,  restrained,  and  out  of  haunt, 
This  mad  young  man :  but  so  much  was  our  love, 
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We  would  not  understand  what  was  most  fit ; 
But,  like  the  owner  of  a  foul  disease. 
To  keep  it  from  divulging,  let  it  feed 
Even  on  the  pith  of  life.     Where  is  he  gone  1 

Queen,  To  draw  apart  the  body  he  hath  kill'd : 
O  er  whom  his  very  madness,  like  some  ore 
Among  a  mineral  of  metals  base, 
Shows  itself  pure ;  he  weeps  for  what  is  done. 

King,  O  Gertrude,  come  away ! 

The  sun  no  sooner  shall  the  mountains  touch. 
But  we  will  ship  him  hence  :  and  this  vile  deed 
We  must,  with  all  our  majesty  and  skill, 
Both  countenance  and  excuse. — Ho,  Guildenstem ! 

Re-enter  RosENCRANTZ  and  GuiLDENSTERN. 

Friends  both,  go  join  you  with  some  farther  aid : 
Hamlet  in  madness  hath  Polonius  slain. 
And  from  his  mother's  closet  hath  he  dragg'd  him : 
Go  seek  him  out :  speak  fair,  and  bring  the  body 
Into  the  chapel     I  pray  you,  haste  in  this. 

[Exeunt  Ros.  a/iti  Guiu 
Come,  Gertrude,  we  '11  call  up  our  wisest  friends ; 
And  let  them  know,  both  what  we  mean  to  do. 
And  what's  untimely  done :  so,  haply,  slander, — 
Whose  whisper  o'er  the  world's  diameter, 
As  level  as  the  cannon  to  his  blank, 
Transports  his  poison'd  shot, — may  miss  our  name. 
And  hit  the  woundless  air. — O,  come  away  I 
My  soul  is  full  of  discord  and  dismay.  [Exeunt 

SCENE  II.— Another  Room  in  the  Castle. 

Enter  Hamlet. 

Ham.  Safely  stowed. 

Ros.  Gtiil.  [Within]  Hamlet!   Lord  Hamlet! 

Ham.  What  noise?  who  calls  on  Hamlet)    O  !  here  they  come. 

Enter  Rosencrantz  and  Guildenstern. 
Ros.  What  have  you  done,  my  lord,  with  the  dead  body! 
Ham.  Compounded  it  with  dust,  whereto  'tis  kin. 
Ros.  Tell  us  where  'tis ;  that  we  may  take  it  thence, 

And  bear  it  to  the  chapel 
Ham.  Do  not  believe  it 
Ros.  Believe  what  1 
Ham.  That  I  can  keep  your  counsel,  and  not  mine  own.   Besides, 
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to  be  demanded  of  a  spunge ! — ^what  replication  should  be  made  by 
the  son  of  a  king? 

Jios,  Take  you  me  for  a  spunge,  my  lord  1 

Ham,  Ay,  Sir;  that  soaks  up  the  king's  countenance,  his  rewards, 
his  authorities.  But  such  officers  do  the  king  best  service  in  the 
end :  he  keeps  them,  like  an  ape  doth  nuts,  in  the  comer  of  his  jaw; 
first  mouthed,  to  be  last  swallowed :  when  he  needs  what  you  have 
gleaned,  it  is  but  squeezing  you,  and,  spunge,  you  shall  be  dry  again. 

J^os.  I  understand  you  not,  my  lord. 

Ham.  I  am  glad  of  it :  a  knavish  speech  sleeps  in  a  foolish  ear. 

J^os,  My  lord,  you  must  tell  us  where  the  body  is,  and  go  with 
us  to  the  king. 

Ham.  The  body  is  with  the  king,  but  the  king  is  not  with  the 
body.    The  king  is  a  thing — 

Guii.  A  thing,  my  lord  ! 

Ham.  Of  nothing :  bring  me  to  hiuL     Hide  fox,  and  all  after. 

\Examt 

SCENE  III.— Another  Room  in  the  Castle. 

Enter  King,  attended. 

King.  I  have  sent  to  seek  him,  and  to  find  the  body. 
How  dangerous  is  it,  that  this  man  goes  loose  I 
Yet  must  not  we  put  the  strong  law  on  him : 
He 's  lov'd  of  the  distracted  multitude, 
Who  like  not  in  their  judgment,  but  their  eyes ; 
And  where  'tis  so,  th'  oflfender's  scourge  is  weigh'd, 
But  never  the  offence.    To  bear  all  smooth  and  even, 
This  sudden  sending  him  away  must  seem 
Deliberate  pause :  diseases,  desperate  grown, 
By  desperate  apphance  are  rehev'd, 
Or  not  at  alL — 

Enter  Rosencrantz. 

How  now !  what  hath  befallen  t 
J^os.  Where  the  dead  body  is  bestow'd,  my  lord, 

We  cannot  get  from  him. 
King.  But  where  is  he  1 

Kos.  Without,  my  lord ;  guarded,  to  know  your  pleasure. 
King.  Bring  him  before  us. 
Ros.  Ho,  Guildenstem  I  bring  in  my  lord. 

Enter  Hamlet  and  Guildensteen. 
King.  Now,  Hamlet,  where 's  Polonius  1 
Ham.  At  supper. 
King.  At  supper  I    Where* 
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Ham,  Not  where  he  eats,  but  where  he  is  eaten :  a  certain  convo- 
cation of  politic  worms  are  e'en  at  him.  Your  worm  is  your  only 
emperor  for  diet :  we  fat  all  creatures  else  to  fat  us,  and  we  fat  our- 
selves for  maggots-  your  fat  king,  and  your  lean  beggar,  is  but 
variable  service ;  two  dishes,  but  to  one  table :  that 's  the  end. 
Kit^,  Alas,  alas  1 

Ham.  A  man  may  fish  with  a  worm  that  hath  eat  of  a  king,  and 
eat  of  the  fish  that  hath  fed  of  that  worm. 
King,  What  dost  thou  mean  by  this  1 

Ham.  Nothing,  but  to  show  you  how  a  king  may  go  a  progress 
through  the  guts  of  a  beggar. 
King.  Where  is  Polonius  \ 

Ham.  In  heaven ;  send  thither  to  see :  if  your  messenger  find 
him  not  there,  seek  him  i'  the  other  place  yourself.  But,  indeed,  if 
you  find  him  not  within  this  month,  you  shall  nose  him  as  you  go 
up  the  stairs  into  the  lobby. 

King.  [To  some  Attendants.]    Go  seek  him  there. 
Ham.  He  will  stay  till  you  come.  [Exeunt  Attendants. 

King,  Hamlet,  this  deed,  for  thine  especial  safety, — 
Which  we  do  tender,  as  we  dearly  grieve 
For  that  which  thou  hast  done, — must  send  thee  hence 
With  fiery  quickness :  therefore  prepare  thyself; 
The  bark  is  ready,  and  the  wind  at  help, 
Th'  associates  tend,  and  every  thing  is  bent 
For  England. 
Ham.  For  England ! 

King.  KYi  Hamlet 

Ham.  Good. 

King.  So  is  it,  if  thou  knew'st  our  purposes. 
Ham.  I  see  a  cherub  that  sees  them. — But,  come;  for  England ! — 
Farewell,  dear  mother. 
King.  Thy  loving  father,  Hamlet 

Ham.  My  mother :  father  and  mother  is  man  and  wife ;  man  ij\{\ 
wife  is  one  flesh ;  and  so,  my  mother. — Come,  for  England !    [Exit 
King.  Follow  him  at  foot ;  tempt  him  with  speed  aboard ; 
Delay  it  not ;  I  '11  have  him  hence  to-night : 
Away !  for  every  thing  is  seal'd  and  done. 
That  else  leans  on  th'  affair :  pray  you,  make  haste. 

[Exeunt  Ros.  ami  Guru 
And,  England,  if  my  love  thou  hold'st  at  aught, 
(As  my  great  power  thereof  may  give  thee  sense, 
Since  yet  thy  cicatrice  looks  raw  and  red 
After  the  Danish  sword,  and  thy  free  awe 
Pays  homage  to  us,)  thou  mayst  not  coldly  set 

VOL.  IV.  1  ' 
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Our  sovereign  process ;  which  imports  at  full, 

?y  letters  cdnjuring  to  that  effect, 

The  present  death  of  Hamlet.    Do  it,  England ; 

For  like  the  hectic  in  my  blood  he  rages. 

And  thou  must  cure  me  :  till  I  know  'tis  done, 

Howe'er  my  haps,  my  joys  were  ne'er  begun.  [JSxtC 


SCENE  IV.— ^  P/ain  in  Denmark. 

Enter  FoRTlNBRAS  and  forces^  marching. 

For,  Go,  captain,  from  me  greet  the  Danish  king ; 
Tell  him,  that,  by  his  licence,  Fortinbras 
Claims  the  conveyance  of  a  promis'd  march 
Over  his  kingdom.    You  know  the  rendezvous. 
If  that  his  majesty  would  aught  with  us, 
We  shall  express  our  duty  in  his  eye ; 
And  let  him  know  so. 

Cap,  I  will  do't,  my  lord. 

For,  Go  softly  on.  {Exeunt  Fortinbras  and  ft 

Enter  Hamlet,  Rosencrantz,  Guildenstern,  ^, 

Ham,  Good  Sir,  whose  powers  are  these] 

Cap,  They  are  of  Norway,  Sir. 

Ham,  How  purposed.  Sir, 

I  pray  you  1 

Cap,  Against  some  part  of  Poland. 

Ham,  Who 

Commands  them,  Sir? 

Cap,  The  nephew  to  old  Norway,  Fortinbras. 

Ham,  Goes  it  against  the  main  of  Poland,  Sir, 
Or  for  some  frontier  ? 

Cap,  Truly  to  speak,  and  with  no  addition. 
We  go  to  gain  a  little  patch  of  ground. 
That  hath  in  it  no  profit  but  the  name. 
To  pay  five  ducats,  five,  I  would  not  farm  it ; 
Nor  will  it  yield  to  Norway,  or  the  Pole, 
A  ranker  rate,  should  it  be  sold  in  fee. 

Ham.  AVhy,  then  the  Polack  never  will  defend  it 

Cap,  Yes,  'tis  already  garrison'd. 

Ham,  Two  thousand  souls,  and  twenty  thousand  ducats^ 
Will  not  debate  the  question  of  this  straw  : 
This  is  th'  imposthume  of  much  wealth  and  peace. 
That  inward  breaks,  and  shows  no  cause  without 
Why  the  man  dies. — I  humbly  thank  you.  Sir. 


/•! 
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Cap.  God  be  wi'  you,  Sir.  \Exit 

Ros.  Will't  please  you  go,  my  lord] 

Ham.  m  be  with  you  straight     Go  a  little  before. — 

\Exeunt  all  except  Hamlet. 
How  all  occasions  do  inform  against  me, 
And  spur  my  dull  revenge !    What  is  a  man. 
If  his  chief  good,  and  market  of  his  time, 
Be  but  to  sleep,  and  feed  %  a  beast,  no  more. 
Sure,  He,  that  made  us  with  such  large  discourse. 
Looking  before  and  after,  gave  us  not 
That  capability  and  godlike  reason. 
To  fiist  in  us  unus'd.     Now,  whether  it  be 
Bestial  oblivion,  or  some  craven  scruple 
Of  thinking  too  precisely  on  th'  event, — 
A  tnought,  which,  quartered,  hath  but  one  part  wisdom. 
And  ever  three  parts  coward, — I  do  not  know 
Why  yet  I  live  to  say,  "  This  thing 's  to  do ;" 
Sith  I  have  cause,  and  will,  and  strength,  and  meana^ 
To  do't     Examples,  gross  as  earth,  exhort  me : 
Witness  this  army,  of  such  mass  and  charge, 
Led  by  a  delicate  and  tender  prince ; 
Whose  spirit,  with  divine  ambition  puflTd, 
Makes  mouths  at  the  invisible  event ; 
Exposing  what  is  mortal,  and  unsure. 
To  all  that  fortune,  death,  and  danger,  dare, 
Even  for  an  egg-shelL     Rightly  to  be  great, 
Is  not  to  stir  without  great  argument, 
But  greatly  to  find  quarrel  in  a  straw. 
When  honour's  at  the  stake.     How  stand  I,  then. 
That  have  a  father  killed,  a  mother  stain'd. 
Excitements  of  my  reason,  and  my  blood, 
And  let  all  sleep  1  while,  to  my  shame,  I  see 
The  imminent  death  of  twenty  thousand  men, 
That,  for  a  fantasy  and  trick  of  fame, 
Go  to  their  graves  like  beds;  fight  for  a  plot 
Whereon  the  numbers  cannot  try  the  cause. 
Which  is  not  tomb  enough,  and  continent. 
To  hide  the  slain  ? — O,  from  this  time  forth, 
My  thoughts  be  bloody,  or  be  nothing  worth  I  \Exii. 

SCENE  v.— Elsinore.    A  Ro(m  in  the  Castle. 

EnUr  Queen  and  Horatio. 
Queen.  I  will  not  speak  with  her. 
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Hor,  She  is  importunate ;  indeed,  distract : 
Her  mood  will  needs  be  pitied. 

Queen,  What  would  she  have  f 

Hor,  She  speaks  much  of  her  father ;  says  she  hears 
There 's  tricks  i*  the  world ;  and  hems,  and  beats  her  heart ; 
Spurns  enviously  at  straws ;  speaks  things  in  doubt. 
That  carry  but  half  sense  :  her  speech  is  nothing, 
Yet  the  unshapbd  use  of  it  doth  move 
The  hearers  to  collection ;  they  aim  at  it, 
And  botch  the  words  up  fit  to  their  own  thoughts ; 
AVhich,  as  her  winks,  and  nods,  and  gestures  yield  them, 
Indeed  would  make  one  think,  there  might  be  thought, 
Though  nothing  sure,  yet  much  unhappily. 
'Twere  good  she  were  spoken  with,  for  she  may  strew 
Dangerous  conjectures  in  ill-breeding  minds. 

Queen.  Let  her  come  ia —  '         \Exit  HoRATia 

To  my  sick  soul,  as  sin's  true  nature  is. 
Each  toy  seems  prologue  to  some  great  amiss : 
So  full  of  artless  jealousy  is  guilt. 
It  spills  itself  in  fearing  to  be  spilt 

Re-enter  HoRATio,  with  Ophelia. 
Oph.  Where  is  the  beauteous  majesty  of  Denmark  t 
Queen,  How  now,  Ophelia  1 

Oph.  \Sin^ng!\     How  should  I  your  true  love  know 

From  another  one  ? 
By  his  cockle  hat  and  staff, 
And  his  sandal  shoon. 

Queen.  Alas,  sweet  lady,  what  imports  this  song  I 
Oph,  Say  you  1  nay,  pray  you,  mark. 

\Sir^ng^  He  is  dead  and  gone,  lady. 

He  is  dead  and  gone ; 
At  his  head  a  grass-green  tur( 
At  his  heels  a  stone. 

0,ho! 

Queen.  Nay,  but  Ophelia, — 

Oph.  Pray  you,  mark. 

\Singing^       White  his  shroud  as  the  mountain  snow, 

Enter  King. 
Queen.  Alas,  look  here,  my  lord. 

Oph.  \Singing^      Larded  with  sweet  flowers ; 

Which  bewept  to  the  grave  did  (^ 
With  true-love  showers. 
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King.  How  do  you,  pretty  lady  I 

Oph.  'Well,  God  'ield  you  I  They  say,  the  owl  was  a  baker's 
daughter.  Lord !  we  know  what  we  are,  but  know  not  what  we  may 
be.     God  be  at  your  table ! 

King.  Conceit  upon  her  father. 

Oph,  Pray  you,  let's  have  no  words  of  this ;  but  when  they  ask 
you  what  it  means,  say  you  this : 

[Sitlgit^.l  To-morrow  is  Saint  Valentine's  day, 

All  in  the  morning  betime. 
And  I  a  maid  at  your  window, 

To  be  3rour  Valentine. 
Then  up  he  rose,  and  donn*d  his  dothei^ 

And  dupp'd  the  chamber-door ; 
Let  in  the  maid,  that  out  a  maid 

Never  departed  more. 

King.  Pretty  Ophelia  I 

Oph,  Indeed,  la,  without  an  oath,  I  '11  make  an  end  on't: 

[Singing-^  By  Gis,  and  by  Saint  Charity, 

Alack,  and  fie  for  shame ! 
Young  men  will  do 't,  if  they  come  to 't ; 

By  cock,  they  are  to  blame. 
Quoth  she,  before  you  tumbled  me^ 

Yon  promis'd  me  to  wed. 
So  would  I  ha'  done^  by  yonder  sun. 

An  thou  hadst  not  come  to  my  bed. 

King.  How  long  hath  she  been  thus? 

Oph.  I  hope,  all  will  be  well  We  must  be  patient :  but  I  cannot 
choose  but  weep,  to  think  they  should  lay  him  i'  the  cold  ground- 
My  brother  shall  know  of  it :  and  so  I  thank  you  for  your  good 
counsel — Come,  my  coach  I  Good  night,  ladies ;  good  night,  sweet 
ladies ;  good  night,  good  night  [Exit. 

King.  Follow  her  close ;  give  her  good  watch,  I  pray  you. 

[Exit  Horatio. 
O,  this  is  the  poison  of  deep  grief;  it  springs 
All  from  her  father's  death.     O  Gertrude,  Gertrude, 
WTien  sorrows  come,  they  come  not  single  spies, 
But  in  battalions.     First,  her  father  slain  : 
Next,  your  son  gone ;  and  he  most  violent  author 
Of  his  own  just  remove  :  the  people  muddied. 
Thick  and  unwholesome  in  their  thoughts  and  whispers. 
For  good  Polonius'  death ;  and  we  have  done  but  greenly. 
In  hugger'^nugger  to  inter  him :  poor  Ophelia 
Divided  from  herself  and  her  fair  judgment. 
Without  the  which  we  are  pictures,  or  mere  beasts : 
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Last,  and  as  much  containing  as  all  these. 

Her  brother  is  in  secret  come  from  France ; 

Feeds  on  his  wonder,  keeps  himself  in  clouds, 

And  wants  not  buzzers  to  infect  his  ear 

With  pestilent  speeches  of  his  father's  death ; 

Wherein  necessity,  of  matter  beggai'd, 

Will  nothing  stick  our  person  to  arraign 

In  ear  and  ear.     O  my  dear  Gertrude,  this. 

Like  to  a  murdering-piece,  in  many  places 

Gives  me  superfluous  death.  [A  noise  witktn, 

Queetu  Alack,  what  noise  is  this! 

King,  Where  are  my  Switzersi    Let  them  guard  the  door. 

EnUr  a  Gentleman. 

What  is  the  matter] 

Gent  Save  yourself,  my  lord : 

The  ocean,  overpeering  of  his  list. 
Eats  not  the  flats  with  more  impetuous  haste^ 
Than  young  Laertes,  in  a  riotous  head. 
Overbears  your  officers.    The  rabble  call  him  lord ; 
And,  as  the  world  were  now  but  to  begin. 
Antiquity  forgot,  custom  not  known. 
The  ratifiers  and  props  of  every  word, 
They  cry,  "  Choose  we ;  Laertes  shall  be  king ! " 
Caps,  hands,  and  tongues,  applaud  it  to  the  clouds, 
"  Laertes  shall  be  king,  Laertes  king ! " 

Queen.  How  cheerfully  on  the  false  trail  they  cry  I 
O,  this  is  counter,  you  false  Danish  dogs  1 

King,  The  doors  are  broke.  [Noise  within. 

Enter  Laertes,  armed;  "DdJie^  following. 

Laer.  Where  is  this  king  % — Sirs,  stand  you  all  without 

Danes.  No,  let's  come  in. 

Laer.  I  pray  you,  give  me  leave. 

Danes.  We  will,  we  will  [^O'  ^^i^^  without  the  door. 

Laer.  I  thank  you : — ^keep  the  door. — O  thou  vile  king, 
Give  me  my  father ! 

Qtieen.  Calmly,  good  Laertes. 

Laer.  That  drop  of  blood  that's  calm  proclaims  me  bastard; 
Cries  cuckold  to  my  father ;  brands  the  harlot 
Even  here,  between  the  chaste  unsmirch^d  brow 
Of  my  true  mother. 

King.  What  is  the  cause,  Laertes, 

That  thy  rebellion  looks  so  giant-like  ? — 
Let  him  go,  Gertrude ;  do  not  fear  our  person : 
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There  *s  such  divinity  doth  hedge  a  king, 

That  treason  can  but  peep  to  what  it  would. 

Acts  little  of  his  will — ^Tell  me,  Laertes, 

Why  thou  art  thus  incens'd : — ^let  him  go,  Gertrude : — 

Speak,  man. 

Ziur.  Where  is  my  father? 

J^ing.  Dead. 

Qwen,  But  not  by  hhn. 

King,  Let  him  demand  his  fill 

^Laer.  How  came  he  dead?    I *11  not  be  juggled  with : 
To  hell,  allegiance !  vows,  to  the  blackest  devil ! 
Conscience  and  grace,  to  the  profoundest  pit ! 
I  dare  damnation : — to  this  point  I  stand, — 
That  both  the  worlds  I  give  to  negligence. 
Let  come  what  comes :  only  I  *11  be  reveng*d 
Most  throughly  for  my  father. 

Kir^.  Who  shall  stay  you  ? 

Laer,  My  will^  not  all  the  world : 
And,  for  my  means,  I  '11  husband  them  so  well, 
They  shall  go  far  with  little. 

King.  Good  Laertes, 

If  you  desire  to  know  the  certainty 
Of  your  dear  father's  death,  is 't  writ  in  your  revenge. 
That,  sweepstake,  you  will  draw  both  friend  and  foe. 
Winner  and  loser? 

Laer.  None  but  his  enemies. 

King.  Will  you  know  them,  then? 

Zjur.  To  his  good  friends  thus  wide  I  '11  ope  my  arms  ; 
And,  like  the  kind  life-rendering  pelican. 
Repast  them  with  my  blood. 

King,  Why,  now  you  speak 

Like  a  good  child,  and  a  true  gentleman. 
That  I  am  guiltless  of  your  father's  death, 
And  am  most  sensibly  in  grief  for  it. 
It  shall  as  level  to  your  judgment  pierce 
As  day  does  to  your  eye. 

Danes,  [  Within?^  Let  her  come  in. 

Laer,  How  now !  what  noise  is  that  ? 

Re-mUr  Ophelia. 
O  heat,  dry  up  my  brains !  tears  seven  times  salt, 
Bum  out  Uie  sense  and  virtue  of  mine  eye ! — 
By  heaven,  thy  madness  shall  be  paid  by  weight, 
Till  our  scale  turn  the  beam.     O  rose  of  May ! 
Dear  maid,  kind  sister,  sweet  Ophelia! — 
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O  heavens !  is 't  possible,  a  young  maid's  wits 
Should  be  as  mortal  as  an  old  man's  life ) 
Nature  is  fine  in  love ;  and,  where  'tis  fine, 
It  sends  some  precious  instance  of  itself 
After  the  thing  it  loves. 

Oph,  \Singing!\  They  bore  him  barefacM  on  the  bier ; 

Hey  non  nonny,  nonny,  hey  nonny ; 
And  on  his  grave  rain'd  many  a  tear,— 

Fare  you  well,  my  dove ! 

Laer,  Hadst  thou  thy  wits,  and  didst  persuade  revenge. 
It  could  not  move  thus. 

Oph,  You  must  sing,  "  Down  a-down,  an  you  call  him  a-down-a.** 
O,  how  the  wheel  becomes  it !  It  is  the  false  steward,  that  stole  his 
master's  daughter. 

Z<wr.  This  nothing's  more  than  matter. 

Oph,  There's  rosemary,  that's  for  remembrance:  pray,  love, 
remember :  and  there  is  pansies,  that 's  for  thoughts. 

Laer.  A  document  in  madness, — thoughts  and  remembrance 
fitted. 

Oph,  There 's  fennel  for  you,  and  columbines : — there 's  rue  for 
you ;  and  here 's  some  for  me :  we  may  call  it  herb  of  grace  o'  Sun- 
days : — you  may  wear  your  rue  with  a  diflference. — There 's  a  daisy : 
— I  would  give  you  some  violets,  but  thev  withered  all  when  my 
father  died : — they  say,  he  made  a  good  end, — 

\Slnging^        For  bonny  sweet  Robin  is  all  my  joy, — 

Laer.  Thought  and  affliction,  passion,  hell  itself, 
She  turns  to  favour,  and  to  prettiness. 

Oph*  \Singing^      And  will  he  not  come  again  ? 

And  will  he  not  come  again? 

No,  no,  he  is  dead. 

Go  to  Uiy  death-bed. 
He  never  will  come  again. 
His  beard  vras  as  white  as  snow,  j 

All  flaxen  was  his  poll : 

He  is  gone,  he  is  gone, 

And  we  cast  away  moan : 
God  ha'  mercy  on  his  soul ! 

And  of  all  Christian  souls !  I  pray  God. — God  be  wi'  you  1      \Exii. 

Laer.  Do  you  see  this,  O  Godi 

King.  Laertes,  I  must  commune  with  your  grief. 
Or  you  deny  me  right     Go  but  apart, 
Make  choice  of  whom  vour  wisest  friends  you  will, 
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And  they  shall  hear  and  judge  'twixt  you  and  me : 

If  by  direct,  or  by  collateral  hand 

They  find  us  touch'd,  we  will  our  kingdom  give, 

Our  crown,  our  life,  and  all  that  we  call  ours, 

To  you  in  satisfaction ;  but  if  not, 

Be  you  content  to  lend  your  patience  to  US| 

And  we  shall  jointly  labour  with  your  soul 

To  give  it  due  content 

Laer.  Let  this  be  so ; 

His  means  of  death,  his  obscure  funeral, — 
No  trophy,  sword,  nor  hatchment,  o'er  his  bones, 
No  noble  rite,  nor  formal  ostentation, — 
Cry  to  be  heard,  as  'twere  from  heaven  to  earth, 
That  I  must  call 't  in  question. 

King.  So  you  shall ; 

And,  where  th'  offence  is,  let  the  great  axe  fall 
I  pray  you,  go  with  me.  \ExeunL 

SCENE  yi,— Another  Room  in  the  Castle. 

Enter  Horatio  and  a  Servant 
Hor.  What  are  they  that  would  speak  with  me  % 
Serv.  Sailors,  Sir :  they  say,  they  have  letters  for  you. 
Hor.  Let  them  come  in. —  \Exit  Servant 

I  do  not  know  from  what  part  of  the  world 
I  should  be  greeted,  if  not  from  lord  Hamlet 

Enter  Sailors. 

I  Sail,  God  bless  you,  Sir. 

Hor,  Let  him  bless  thee  too. 

I  Sail.  He  shall.  Sir,  an't  please  him.  There's  a  letter  for  you. 
Sir ;  it  comes  from  the  embassador  that  was  bound  for  England ;  if 
your  name  be  Horatio,  as  I  am  let  to  know  it  is. 

Hot.  \Reads,'\  "  Horatio,  when  thou  shalt  have  overlooked  this, 
give  these  fellows  some  means  to  the  king :  they  have  letters  for  him. 
Ere  we  were  two  days  old  at  sea,  a  pirate  of  very  warlike  appoint- 
ment gave  us  chase.  Finding  ourselves  too  slow  of  sail,  we  put  on 
a  compelled  valour :  in  the  grapple  I  boarded  them :  on  the  instant 
they  got  clear  of  our  ship ;  so  I  alone  became  their  prisoner.  They 
have  dealt  with  me  like  thieves  of  mercy :  but  they  knew  what  they 
did ;  I  am  to  do  a  good  turn  for  them.  Let  the  king  have  the  letters 
I  have  sent ;  and  repair  thou  to  me  with  as  much  haste  as  thou 
wouldst  fly  death.  I  have  words  to  speak  in  thine  ear  will  make 
thee  dumb ;  yet  are  they  much  too  light  for  the  bore  of  the  matter. 
These  good  fellows  will  bring  thee  where  I  am.     Rosencrantz  and 
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Guildenstem  hold  their  course  for  England :  of  them  I  have  much  to 

tell  thee.     Farewell 

He  that  thou  knowest  thine,  Hamlet." 

Come,  I  will  give  you  way  for  these  your  letters ; 

And  do 't  the  speedier,  that  you  may  direct  me 

To  him  from  whom  you  brought  them.  [Exeunt 

SCENE  \ll.—Afwther  Room  in  the  Castle. 

Enter  King  and  Laertes. 

King.  Now  must  your  conscience  my  acquittance  seal. 
And  you  must  put  me  in  your  heart  for  friend, 
Sith  you  have  heard,  and  with  a  knowing  ear, 
That  he,  which  hath  your  noble  father  slain, 
Pursu'd  my  life. 

Lacr.  It  well  appears : — ^but  tell  me 

Why  you  proceeded  not  against  these  feats, 
So  crimeful  and  so  capital  in  nature. 
As  by  your  safety,  greatness,  wisdom,  all  things  else, 
You  mainly  were  stirf  d  up. 

King.  O,  for  two  special  reasons; 

Which  may  to  you,  perhaps,  seem  much  unsineVd, 
But  yet  to  me  they  are  strong.     The  queen,  bis  mother, 
Lives  almost  by  his  looks ;  and  for  myself, 
^My  virtue,  or  my  plague,  be  it  either  which,) 
She 's  so  conjunctive  to  my  life  and  soul, 
That,  as  the  star  moves  not  but  in  his  sphere, 
I  could  not  but  by  her.     The  other  motive, 
\Vhy  to  a  public  count  I  might  not  go, 
Ts  the  great  love  the  general  gender  bear  him  ; 
iVho,  dipping  all  his  faults  in  their  affection, 
IVould,  like  the  spring  that  tumeth  wood  to  stone, 
Convert  his  gyves  to  graces ;  so  that  my  arrows, 
Too  slightly  timbered  for  so  loud  a  wind. 
Would  have  reverted  to  my  bow  again. 
And  not  where  I  had  aim'd  them. 

Laer.  And  so  have  I  a  noble  father  lost ; 
A  sister  driven  into  desperate  terms, — 
AVhose  worth,  if  praises  may  go  back  again, 
Stood  challenger  on  mount  of  all  the  age 
For  her  perfections : — but  my  revenge  will  come. 

King.  Break  not  your  sleeps  for  that :  you  must  not  think 
That  we  are  made  of  stuff  so  flat  and  dull, 
That  we  can  let  our  beard  be  shook  with  danger. 


SCENE  vn.]    HAMLET,  PRINCE  OF  DENMARK.  139 

And  think  it  pastime.    You  shortly  shall  hear  more : 
I  lov'd  your  father,  and  we  love  ourself ; 
And  that,  I  hope,  will  teach  you  to  imagine, — 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

How  now  1  what  news  ? 

Mas.  Letters,  my  lord,  from  Hamlet : 

This  to  your  majesty ;  this  to  the  queen. 

King,  From  Hamlet  1  who  brought  them  ? 

Mess.  Sailors,  my  lord,  they  say ;  I  saw  them  not : 
They  were  given  me  by  Claudio,— ^he  received  them 
Of  him  that  brought  them. 

King.  Laertes,  you  shall  hear  them. — 

Leave  us.  [Exit  Messenger. 

[Reads."]  "  High  and  mighty, — you  shall  know  I  am  set  naked  on 
your  kingdom.  To-morrow  shall  I  beg  leave  to  see  your  kingly 
eyes :  when  I  shall,  first  asking  your  pardon  thereunto,  recount  the 
occasions  of  my  sudden  and  more  strange  return.  Hamlet." 

What  should  this  mean  ?    Are  all  the  rest  come  back  1 
Or  is  it  some  abuse,  and  no  such  thing  ? 

Laer.  Know  you  the  hand  ? 

King.  'Tis  Hamlet's  character : — "  naked," — 

And,  in  a  postscript  here,  he  says,  "  alone." 
Can  you  advise  me  ? 

Laer,  I  'm  lost  in  it,  my  lord.     But  let  him  come  5 
It  warms  the  very  sickness  in  my  heart. 
That  I  shall  live  and  tell  him  to  his  teeth, 
"Thus  diddest  thou." 

King,  If  it  be  so,  Laertes, — 

As  how  should  it  be  so  1  how  otherwise  1 — 
Will  you  be  rul'd  by  me  % 

Laer.  Ay,  my  lord  ; 

So  you  will  not  o'er-rule  me  to  a  peace. 

King,  To  thine  own  peace.     If  he  be  now  returned,— 
As  checking  at  his  voyage,  and  that  he  means 
No  more  to  undertake  it, — I  will  work  him 
To  an  exploit,  now  ripe  in  my  device. 
Under  the  which  he  shall  not  choose  but  fall : 
And  for  his  death  no  wind  of  blame  shall  breathe  3 
But  even  his  mother  shall  uncharge  the  practice, 
And  call  it  accident. 

Laer.  My  lord,  I  will  be  ruFd ; 

The  rather,  if  you  could  devise  it  so. 
That  I  might  be  the  organ. 

King,  It  falls  right. 
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You  have  been  talk'd  of  since  your  travel  much, 
And  that  in  Hamlet's  hearing,  for  a  quality 
Wherein,  they  say,  you  shine  :  your  sum  of  parts 
Did  not  together  pluck  such  envy  from  him. 
As  did  that  one ;  and  that,  in  my  regard, 
Of  the  unworthiest  siege. 

Laer,  What  part  is  that,  my  lordt 

King,  A  very  riband  in  the  cap  of  youth. 
Yet  needful  too ;  for  youth  no  less  becomes 
The  light  and  careless  livery  that  it  wears. 
Than  settled  age  his  sables  and  his  weeds. 
Importing  health  and  graveness. — ^Two  months  since, 
Here  was  a  gentleman  of  Normandy, — 
I  have  seen  myself,  and  served  against  the  French, 
And  they  can  well  on  horseback :  but  this  gallant 
Had  witchcraft  in 't ;  he  grew  unto  his  seat ; 
And  to  such  wondrous  doing  brought  his  horse, 
As  he  had  been  incorps'd  and  demi-natur'd 
With  the  brave  beast :  so  far  he  topp'd  my  thought, 
That  I,  in  forgery  of  shapes  and  tricks. 
Come  short  of  what  he  did. 

Laer,  A  Norman  was 't  I 

King,  A  Norman. 

Zaer.  Upon  my  life,  Lamord. 

King.  The  very  same. 

Zaer.  1  know  him  well :  he  is  the  brooch,  indeed, 
And  gem  of  all  the  nation. 

King,  He  made  confession  of  you ; 
And  gave  you  such  a  masterly  report. 
For  art  and  exercise  in  your  defence, 
And  for  your  rapier  most  especially. 
That  he  cried  out,  'twould  be  a  sight  indeed, 
If  one  could  match  you :  the  scrimers  of  their  natioDf 
He  swore,  had  neither  motion,  guard,  nor  eye, 
If  you  opposed  them.     Sir,  this  report  of  his 
Did  Hamlet  so  envenom  with  his  envy. 
That  he  could  nothing  do,  but  wish  and  beg 
Your  sudden  coming  o'er,  to  play  with  you. 
Now,  out  of  this, — 

Za^.  What  out  of  this,  my  lord! 

King,  Laertes,  was  your  father  dear  to  yout 
Or  are  you  like  the  painting  of  a  sorrow, 
A  face  without  a  heart  1 

Laer,  Why  ask  you  this  % 


8CEKKVII.]    HAMLET,  PRINCE  OF  DENMARK.  141 

King.  Not  that  I  think  you  did  not  love  your  father; 
But  that  I  know  love  is  begun  by  time  \ 
And  that  I  see,  in  passages  of  proof, 
Time  qualifies  the  spark  and  fire  of  it 
There  lives  within  the  very  flame  of  love 
A  kind  of  wick,  or  snuff,  that  will  abate  it ; 
And  nothing  is  at  a  like  goodness  still ; 
For  goodness,  growing  to  a  plurisy, 
Dies  in  his  own  too-much :  that  we  would  do. 
We  should  do  when  we  would ;  for  this  "  would  "  changes. 
And  hath  abatements  and  delays  as  many, 
As  there  are  tongues,  are  hands,  are  accidents ; 
And  then  this  ''  should  "  is  like  a  spendthrift  sigh, 
That  hurts  by  easing.     But,  to  the  quick  o*  the  ulcer : — 
Hamlet  comes  back :  what  would  you  undertake, 
To  show  yourself  your  father's  son  in  deed, 
.More  than  in  words? 

Laer,  -    To  cut  his  throat  i'  the  church. 

King,  No  place,  indeed,  should  murder  sanctuarize ; 
Revenge  should  have  no  bounds.     But,  good  Laertes, 
Will  you  do  this,  keep  close  within  your  chamber. 
Hamlet,  retum'd,  shall  know  you  are  come  home  : 
We  11  put  on  those  shall  praise  your  excellence. 
And  set  a  double  varnish  on  the  fame 
The  Frenchman  gave  you ;  bring  you,  in  fine,  together, 
And  wager  on  your  heads :  he,  being  remiss 
Most  generous,  and  free  firom  all  contriving, 
Will  not  peruse  the  foils ;  so  that,  with  ease, 
Or  with  a  Httle  shuffling,  you  may  choose 
A  sword  unbated,  and,  in  a  pass  of  practice. 
Requite  him  for  your  father. 

Laer.  I  will  do 't : 

And,  for  that  purpose,  I  '11  anoint  my  sword. 
I  bought  an  unction  of  a  mountebank. 
So  mortal,  that  but  dip  a  knife  in  it. 
Where  it  draws  blood  no  cataplasm  so  rare, 
Collected  from  all  simples  that  have  virtue 
Under  the  moon,  can  save  the  thing  firom  death, 
That  is  but  scratched  withal :  I  *11  touch  my  pomt 
With  this  contagion,  diat,  if  I  gall  him  slightly, 
It  may  be  death. 

King.  Let  *s  farther  think  of  this ; 

Weigh,  what  convenience,  both  of  time  and  means, 
May  fit  us  to  our  shape :  if  this  should  fail, 
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And  that  our  drift  look  through  our  bad  performance. 
'Twere  better  not  assa/d :  tlierefore  this  project 
Should  have  a  back,  or  second,  that  might  hold, 
If  this  should  blast  in  prooC     Soft ! — ^let  me  see : — 
We  '11  make  a  solemn  wager  on  your  cunnings, — 
Iha't: 

When  in  your  motion  you  are  hot  and  dry, 
(As  make  your  bouts  more  violent  to  that  end,) 
And  that  he  calls  for  drink,  I  '11  have  prepar*d  him 
A  chalice  for  the  nonce ;  whereon  but  sipping. 
If  he  by  chance  escape  your  venom'd  stuck, 
Our  purposfe  may  hold  there. 

Enter  QuEEN. 

How  now,  sweet  queen.  I 

Queau  One  woe  doth  tread  upon  another's  heel. 
So  fast  they  follow : — ^your  sister 's  drown'd,  Laertes. 

Laer,  Drown'd  !     O,  where  ] 

Quecfu  There  is  a  willow  grows  aslant  a  brook, 
That  shows  his  hoar  leaves  in  the  glassy  stream ; 
There  with  fantastic  garlands  did  she  come 
Of  crow-flowers,  nettles,  daisies,  and  long  purples, 
That  liberal  shepherds  give  a  grosser  name, 
But  our  cold  maids  do  dead  men's  Angers  call  them : 
There,  on  the  pendent  boughs  her  coronet  weeds 
Clambering  to  hang,  an  envious  silver  broke ; 
AVhen  down  her  weedy  trophies,  and  herself. 
Fell  in  the  weeping  brook.     Her  clothes  spread  wide ; 
And,  mermaid-like,  a  while  they  bore  her  up  : 
Which  time,  she  chanted  snatches  of  old  tunes ; 
As  one  incapable  of  her  own  distress. 
Or  like  a  creature  native  and  endu'd 
Unto  that  element :  but  long  it  could  not  be, 
Till  that  her  garments,  heavy  with  their  drink, 
Puird  the  poor  wretch  from  her  melodious  lay 
To  muddy  death. 

Laer,  Alas,  then,  she  is  drown'd  ? 

Quecru  Drown'd,  drown'd. 

Lcur,  Too  much  of  water  hast  thou,  poor  Ophelia^ 
.  And  therefore  I  forbid  my  tears :  but  yet 
It  is  our  trick :  nature  her  custom  holds. 
Let  shame  say  what  it  will :  when  these  are  gone. 
The  woman  will  be  out. — Adieu,  my  lord : 
I  have  a  speech  of  Are,  that  fain  would  blaze. 
But  that  this  folly  douts  iN  \Extt 
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£wg.  Let 's  follow, .  Gertrude, 

How  much  I  had  to  do  to  calm  his  rage  1 
Now  fear  I  this  will  give  it  start  again ; 
Therefore  let  *s  follow.  [Exeunt 


-SBB- 


ACT  V. 
SCENE  I.— A  Church' Yard. 

Enter  tttto  Clowns,  with  spades,  &*c. 

1  do.  Is  she  to  be  buried  in  Christian  burial,  that  wilfully  seeks 
her  own  salvation  ? 

2  Clo.  I  tell  thee,  she  is ;  and  therefore  make  her  grave  straight : 
the  crowner  hath  set  on  her,  and  finds  it  Christian  burial. 

1  Clo.  How  can  that  be,  unless  she  drowned  herself  in  her  own 
defence) 

2  C/o.  Why,  'tis  found  so. 

1  C/o,  It  must  be  se  offendendo ;  it  cannot  be  else.  For  here  lies 
the  point :  if  I  drown  myself  wittingly,  it  argues  an  act :  and  an  act 
hath  three  branches ;  it  is,  to  act,  to  do,  and  to  perform :  argal,  she 
drowned  herself  wittingly. 

2  Clo.  Nay,  but  hear  you,  goodman  delver, — 

1  Clo.  Give  me  leave.  Here  lies  the  water ;  good :  here  stands 
the  man  \  good :  if  the  man  go  to  this  water,  and  drown  himself,  it 
is,  will  he,  nill  he,  he  goes, — mark  you  that ;  but  if  the  water  come 
to  him,  and  drown  him,  he  drowns  not  himself:  argal,  he  that  is  not 
guilty  of  his  own  death,  shortens  not  his  own  life. 

2  Clo.  But  is  this  law  ] 

1  Clo.  Ay,  marry,  is 't ;  crowner's-quest  law. 

2  Clo.  Will  you  ha'  the  truth  on 't  ]  If  this  had  not  been  a  gentle- 
woman, she  should  have  been  buried  out  of  Christian  burial 

1  Clo.  Why,  there  thou  say'st ;  and  the  more  pity,  that  great  folk 
should  have  countenance  in  this  world  to  drown  or  hang  themselves, 
more  than  their  even  Christian. — Come,  my  spade.  There  is  no 
ancient  gentlemen  but  gardeners,  ditchers,  and  grave-makers :  they 
hold  up  Adam's  profession. 

2  Clo.  Was  he  a  gentleman  % 

1  Clo.  He  was  the  first  that  ever  bore  arms. 

2  Clo.  Why,  he  had  none. 

I  Clo.  Wha^  art  a  heathen?  How  dost  thou  understand  the 
Scripture  1    The  Scripture  says.  Adam  digged  :  could  he  dig  without 
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annsi    1 11  put  another  question  to  thee :  if  thou  answerest  me  not 
to  the  purpose,  confess  thyself — 
2  Clo.  Go  to. 

1  Clo,  What  is  he,  that  builds  stronger  than  either  the  mason,  the 
shipwright,  or  the  carpenter? 

2  Clo.  The  gallows-maker;  for  that  frame  outlives  a  thousand 
tenants. 

1  Clo.  I  like  thy  wit  well,  in  good  faith :  the  gallows  does  well ; 
but  how  does  it  well?  it  does  well  to  those  that  do  ill:  now,  thou 
dost  ill  to  say  the  gallows  is  built  stronger  than  the  church :  argal, 
the  gallows  may  do  well  to  thee.     To 't  again,  come. 

2  Clo.  Who  builds  stronger  than  a  mason,  a  shipwright,  or  a 
carpenter  ? 

1  Clo.  Ay,  tell  me  that,  and  unyoke. 

2  Clo.  Maxry,  now  I  can  telL 

1  Clo.  To't 

2  Clo.  Mass,  I  cannot  telL 

£n/^r  Hamlet  and  Horatio,  at  a  distance. 

I  Clo.  Cudgel  thy  brains  no  more  about  it,  for  your  dull  ass  will 
not  mend  his  pace  with  beating;  and,  when  you  are  asked  this 
question  next,  say,  a  grave-maker :  the  houses  that  he  makes,  last 
till  doomsday.  Go,  get  thee  to  Yaughan;  fetch  me  a  stoop  of 
liquor.  \Exit  2  Clown. 

[I^tigin^  and  singing.] 

In  youth,  when  I  did  love,  did  love, 

Methougfat  it  was  very  sweet, 
To  contract,  O,  the  time,  for,  ah,  my  behove, 

O,  methought,  there  was  nothing  meet 

jffam.  Has  this  fellow  no  feeling  of  his  business,  that  he  sings  at 
grave-making? 

Ifcr,  Custom  hath  made  it  in  him  a  property  of  easiness. 

Ifam.  Tis  e'en  so:  the  hand  of  little  employment  hath  the 
daintier  sense. 

I  Clo.  [Stngir^.'] 

Bat  age^  with  his  stealing  steps. 

Hath  claw'd  me  in  his  clutch. 
And  hath  shipped  me  intill  the  land, 

As  if  I  had  never  been  such. 

[Throws  up  a  scuU. 

Ifam.  That  scull  had  a  tongue  in  it,  and  could  sing  once :  how 

the  knave  jowls  it  to  the  ground,  as  if  it  were  Cain's  jaw-bone,  that 

did  the  first  murder !    This  might  be  t^^  pate  of  a  pohtician,  which 
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this  ass  now  o'er-reaches ;  one  that  would  circumvent  God,  might  it 
notf 
Hot.  It  might,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Or  of  a  courtier ;  which  could  say,  "  Good-morrow,  sweet 
lord  1  How  dost  thou,  good  lord!"  This  might  be  my  lord  such- 
a-one,  that  praised  my  lord  such-a-one's  horse,  when  he  meant  to 
beg  i^ — might  it  not  I 
Hot,  Ay,  my  lord. 
•  Ham.  Why,  e'en  so ;  apd  now  my  lady  Worm's ;  chapless,  and 
knocked  about  the  mazard  with  a  sexton's  spade :  here 's  fine  revolu- 
tion, an  we  had  the  trick  to  see 't  Did  these  bones  cost  no  more 
the  breeding,  but  to  play  at  loggats  with  them?  mine  ache  to  think 
on't 

I  Clo.  \Sin^ng.'\ 

A  pick-axe,  and  a  spade,  a  spade. 

For  and  a  shrouding  sheet : 
O,  a  pit  of  clay  for  to  be  made 
For  such  a  guest  is  meet 

\Throws  up  another  scull. 

Hanu  There's  another:  why  may  not  that  be  the  scull  of  a 
lawyer)  Where  be  his  quiddits  now,  his  quillets,  his  cases,  his 
tenures,  and  his  tricks  ?  why  does  he  suffer  this  rude  knave  now  to 
knock  him  about  the  sconce  with  a  dirty  shovel,  and  will  not  tell 
him  of  his  action  of  battery)  H'm!  This  fellow  might  be  in.'s 
time  a  great  buyer  of  land,  with  his  statutes,  his  recognizances,  his 
fines,  his  double  vouchers,  his  recoveries :  is  this  the  fine  of  his  fines, 
and  the  recovery  of  his  recoveries,  to  have  his  fine  pate  full  of  fine 
dirti  will  his  vouchers  vouch  him  no  more  of  his  purchases,  and 
double  ones  too,  than  the  length  and  breadth  of  a  pair  of  indentures  1 
The  very  conveyances  of  his  lands  will  hardly  lie  in  this  box ;  and 
must  the  inheritor  himself  have  no  more,  ha ) 

Hot.  Not  a  jot  more,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Is  not  parchment  made  of  sheep-skins) 

Hot.  Ay,  my  lord,  and  of  calf-skins  too. 

Ham,  They  are  sheep,  and  calves,  which  seek  out  assurance  in 
that.    I  will  speak  to  this  follow. — Whose  grave 's  this,  Sir ) 

I  Clo.  Mine,  Sir. — \Singing^ 

O,  a  pit  of  clay  for  to  be  made 
For  such  a  guest  is  meet 

Ham.  I  think  it  be  thine,  indeed ;  for  thou  liest  in 't. 

I  Ch.  You  lie  out  on 't,  Sir,  and  therefore  it  is  not  yours :  for  my 
part,  I  do  not  lie  in 't,  and  yet  it  is  mine. 

Ham.  Thou  do^  lie  in't,  to  be  in%  and  say^it  is  thine:  'tis  for 
the  dead,  not  for  tbe  quick ;  therefore  ^hou  liest 
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I  Clo,  ^is  a  quick  lie,  Sir ;  'twill  away  again,  from  me  to  you. 

Ham,  What  roan  dost  thou  dig  it  for) 

I  Clo,  For  no  man,  Sir. 

Hanu  What  woman,  |hen? 

\  do.  For  none^  neither. 

J£am.  ^Vbo.  is.  to  be  buried  in  'tf 

I  Clo.  One  that  was  a  woman,  Sir ;  but,  rest  her  soul,  she 's  dead. 

Ham,  How  absolute  the  knave  is !  we  must  speak  by  the  card,  or 
equivocation  will  undo  us.  By  the  lord,  Horatio,  these  three  years 
I  have  taken  note  of  it ;  the  age  is  grown  so  picked,  that  the  toe  of 
tiie  peasant  comes  so  near  the  heel  of  the  courtier,  he  galls,  bis  kibe: 
— How  long  hast  thou  been  a  grave-maker  1 

I  do.  Of  all  the  days  i'  the  year,  I  came  to 't  that  day  that  our 
last  king  Hamlet  overcame  Fortinbras. 

Bam.  How  long  is  that  since  1 

I  Cio,  Cannot  you  telt  that)  every  fool  can  tell  that :  it  was  the 
very  day  that  young  Hamlet  was  bom, — ^he  tiiat  is  mad,  and  sent 
into  England. 

Ham,  Ay,  marry,  why  was  he  sent  into  England  ? 

I  Clo,  Why,  because  he  was  mad :  he  shall  recover  his  wits  there ; 
or,  if  he  do  not,  'tis  no  great  matter  there. 

Ham.  Why] 

I  do.  'Twill  not  be  seen  in  him  there ;  there  the  men  are  as  mad 
as  he. 

Ham.  How  came  he  mad  % 

I  Clo.  Very  strangely,  they  say. 

Ham,  How  strangely) 

I  Clo.  'Faith,  e'en  with  losing  his  wits, 

Hamn  Upon  what  ground ) 

I  Clo.  Why,  here  in  Denmark:  I  have  been  sexton  here,  man 
and  boy,  thirty  years. 

Ham,  How  long  will  a  roan  lie  i'  the  earth  ere  he  rot) 

I  Clo,  'Faith,  if  he  be  not  rotten  before  he  die.  (as  we  have  many 
I)ocky  corses  now-a-days,  that  will  scarce  hold  the  laying  in,)  he  will 
last  you  some  eight  year,  or  nine  year :  a  tanner  will  liast  you  nine 
year. 

Ham,  Why  he  more  than  another) 

I  Clo,  Why,  Sir,  his  hide  is  so  tanned  with  his  trade,  that  he  will 
keep  out  water  a  great  while ;  and  your  water  is  a  sore  decayer  of 
your  whoreson  dead  body.  Here 's  a  scull  now ;  this  scull  hath  lain 
you  i'  the  earth  three  and  twenty  years. 

Ham,  Whose  was  it ) 

I  Clo.  A  whoreson  mad  fellow's  it  was :  whose-  do  you  think  it 
was  ?  • 
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Ham,  Nay,  I  know  not. 

I  Clo.  A  pestilence  on  him  for  a  mad  rogue !  'a  poured  a  flagon 
of  Rhenish  on  my  head  once.  This  same  scull,  Sir,  was  Yorick's 
scuU,  the  king's  jester. 

Ham.  Thisi 

I  Clo,  E'en  that 

Ham,  Let  me  sec. — \Takes  thesculi.']  Alas,  poor  Yorick ! — I  knew 
him,  Horatio :  a  fellow  of  infinite  jest,  of  most  excellent  fancy :  he 
hath  borne  me  on  his  back  a  thousand  times;  and  now,  how 
abhorred  in  my  imagination  it  is  l  my  goige  rises  at  it  Here  hung 
those  lips,  that  I  have  kissed  I  know  not  how  oft  Where  be  your 
gibes  nowl  your  gambols  1  your  songs?  your  flashes  of  merriment, 
that  were  wont  to  set  the  table  on  a  roar?  Not  one  now,  to  mock 
your  own  grinning?  quite  chap-fallen?  Now  get  you  to  my  lady's 
chamber,  and  tell  her,  let  her  paint  an  inch  thick,  to  this  &vour  she 
must  come ;  make  her  laugh  at  that — Pr'ythee,  Horatio,  tell  me  one 
thing. 

Hor,  What 's  that,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.  Dost  thou  think,  Alexander  looked  o'  this  fashion  i'  the 
earth? 

Hot.  E'en  so. 

Ham,  And  smelt  so  ?  pah !  \Puts  dawn  the  sculL 

Hor,  E'en  so,  my  lord. 

Ham,  To  what  base  uses  we  may  return,  Horatio !  Why  may 
not  imagination  trace  the  noble  dust  of  Alexander,  till  he  And  it 
stopping  a  bung-hole? 

Hot.  'Twett  to  consider  too  curiously,  to  consider  so. 

Ham.  No,  faith,  not  a  jot ,  but  to  follow  him  thither  with  modesty 
enough,  and  likelihood  to  lead  it :  as  thus ;  Alexander  died,  Alex- 
ander was  buried,  Alexander  retumeth  into  dust ;  the  dust  is  earth ; 
of  earth  we  make  loam ;  and  why  of  that  loam,  whereto  he  was  con- 
verted, might  they  not  stop  a  beer-barrel? 

Imperial  Caesar,  dead  and  tum'd  to  clay. 
Might  stop  a  hole  to  keep  the  wind  away : 
O,  that  that  earth,  which  kept  the  world  in  awe. 
Should  patch  a  wall  f  expel  the  winter's  flaw ! — 
But  soft !  but  soft !  aside : — here  comes  the  king, 

Enter  Priests,  ^v.  in  procession  ;  the  corse  ^Ophelia,  Lakhtbs  emd  fnenrners 

folhwing',  King,  Quben,  tkeir  trains^  &*c. 

The  queen,  the  courtiers :  who  is  that  they  follow? 

And  with  such  maimM  rites?    This  doth  betoken^ 

The  corse  they  follow  did  with  de^)erate  hand 

Fordo  its  own  life .  'twas  of  some  estate. 

Couch  we  a  while,  and  mark.  [Retiring  with  Horatio. 
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Latf,  What  ceremony  else  t 

Ham.  That  is  Laertes, 

A  very  noble  youth :  mark. 

Laer^  What  ceremony  else  ? 

I  Priest  Her  obsequies  have  been  as  far  enlarged 
As  we  have  warranty :  her  death  was  doubtful ; 
Andy  but  that  great  command  o'ersways  the  order, 
She  should  in  ground  unsanctified  have  lodg'd. 
Till  the  last  trumpet ;  for  charitable  prayers, 
Shards,  flints,  and  pebbles,  should  be  thrown  on  her: 
Yet  here  she  is  allowed  her  viigin  crants, 
Her  maiden  strewments,  and  the  bringing  home 
Of  bell  and  burial 

Laer,  Must  there  no  more  be  donet 

I  Priest  No  more  be  done  I 

We  should  profane  the  service  of  the  dead. 
To  sing  a  requiem^  and  such  rest  to  her 
As  to  peace-parted  souls. 

Laer,  Lay  her  i'  the  earth  \ 

And  from  her  fair  and  unpolluted  flesh. 
May  violets  spring ! — I  tell  thee,  churlish  priest, 
A  ministering  angel  shall  my  sister  be. 
When  thou  liest  howling. 

Ham.  What,  the  fair  Ophelia ! 

Queen.  Sweets  to  the  sweet :  farewell !        {Scattering flowers. 
I  hop'd  thou  shouldst  have  been  my  Hamlet's  wife ; 
I  thought  thy  bride-bed  to  have  deck'd,  sweet  maid. 
And  not  have  strew'd  thy  grave. 

Laer.  O,  treble  woe 

Fall  ten  times  treble  on  that  cursed  head. 
Whose  wicked  deed  thy  most  ingenious  sense 
Deprived  thee  of! — Hold  off  the  earth  awhile. 
Till  I  have  caught  her  once  more  in  mine  arms  * 

[Leaping  into  the  grave 
Now  pile  your  dust  upon  the  quick  and  dead. 
Till  of  this  flat  a  mountain  you  have  made. 
To  o'er-top  old  Pelion,  or  the  skyish  head 
Of  blue  Olympus. 

Ham.  [Advancing.']  What  is  he,  whose  grief 
Bears  such  an  emphasis  f  whose  phrase  of  sorrow 
C6njures  the  wandering  stars,  and  makes  them  stand, 
Like  wonder-wounded  hearers  ?  this  is  I, 
Hamlet  the  Dane.  [Leafing  into  the  grave. 
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Laer,  The  devil  take  thy  soul ! 

\Grappling  with  him. 

Ham,  Thou  pra/st  not  well. 
I  pf  ythee,  take  thy  fingers  from  my  throat ; 
For  though  I  am  not  splenetive  and  rash, 
Yet  have  I  in  me  something  dangerous, 
Which  let  thy  wisdom  fear :  hold  off  thy  hand. 

King,  Pluck  them  asunder. 

Queen,  Hamlet,  Hamlet ! 

All.  Gentlemen, — 

Hor,  Good  my  lord,  be  quiet. 

\The  Attendants /af/  ihem^  and  they  cotne  out  of  the  grave. 

Ham.  Why,  I  will  fight  with  him  upon  this  theme. 
Until  my  eyelids  will  no  longer  wag. 

Queen.  O  my  son,  what  theme  \ 

Ham.  I  lov'd  Ophelia :  forty  thousand  brothers 
Could  not,  with  all  their  quantity  of  love. 
Make  up  my  sum. — What  wilt  thou  do  for  her? 

King.  O,  he  is  mad,  Laertes. 

Queen.  For  love  of  God,  forbear  him. 

Ham.  'Swounds,  show  me  what  thou  'It  do  : 
Woo 't  weep  1  woo 't  fight  ]  woo 't  fast  |  woo 't  tear  thyself  I 
Woo't  drink  up  Esil?  eat  a  crocodile) 
I  '11  do 't. — Dost  thou  come  here  to  whine  1 
To  outface  me  with  leaping  in  her  grave  ] 
Be  buried  quick  with  her,  and  so  will  I : 
And,  if  thou  prate  of  mountains,  let  them  throw 
Millions  of  acres  on  us ;  till  our  ground, 
Singeing  his  pate  against  the  burning  zone. 
Make  Ossa  like  a  wart  I    Nay,  an  thou  'It  mouth, 
1 11  rant  as  well  as  thou. 

Queen.  This  is  mere  madness : 

And  thus  a  while  the  fit  will  work  on  him  ; 
Anon,  as  patient  as  the  female  dove, 
When  that  her  golden  couplets  are  disclos'd. 
His  silence  will  sit  drooping. 

Ham.  Hear  you,  Sir ; 

What  is  the  reason  that  you  use  me  thus  ? 
I  lov'd  you  ever :  but  it  is  no  matter ; 
Let  Hercules  himself  do  what  he  may. 
The  cat  will  mew,  and  dog  will  have  his  day.  \Exit 

King.  I  pray  you,  good  Horatio,  wait  upon  him. — 

\Exit  Horatio. 
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[To  Laertes.]  Strengthen  your  patience  in  our  last  night's 

speech ; 
We  'U  put  the  matter  to  the  present  push. — 
Good  Gertrude,  set  some  watch  over  your  son. — 
This  grave  shall  have  a  living  monument : 
An  hour  of  quiet  shortly  shall  we  see ; 
Till  then,  in  patience  our  proceeding  be.  [JSxeunf. 


SCENE  11.— A  HaU  in  the  Castle. 

Enter  Hamlbt  and  Horatio. 

Ham.  So  much  for  this,  Sir :  now  shall  you  see  the  other 
You  do  remember  all  the  circumstance  1 

Hor,  Remember  it,  my  lord ! 

Ham.  Sir,  in  my  heart  there  was  a  kind  of  fighting. 
That  would  not  let  me  sleep :  methought  I  lay 
Worse  than  the  mutines  in  the  bilboes.     Rashly, — 
(And  prais'd  be  rashness  for  it :  let  us  know. 
Our  indiscretion  sometimes  serves  us  well, 
When  our  deep  plots  do  pall :  and  that  should  teach  us. 
There 's  a  divinity  that  shapes  our  ends. 
Rough-hew  them  how  we  will 

Hor.  That  is  most  certain.) 

Ham,  Up  from  my  cabin. 
My  sea-gown  scarfd  about  me,  in  the  dark 
Grop'd  I  to  find  out  them  r  had  my  desire; 
Finger'd  their  packet ;  and,  in  fine,  withdrew 
To  mine  own  room  again  :  making  so  bold. 
My  fears  forgetting  manners,  to  unseal 
Their  grand  commission ;  where  I  found,  Horatio^ 
O  royal  knavery  !  an  exact  command, — 
Larded  with  many  several  sorts  of  reasons. 
Importing  Denmark's  health,  and  England's  too^ 
With,  ho  !  such  bugs  and  goblins  in  my  life, — 
That,  on  the  supervise,  no  leisure  bated, 
No,  not  to  stay  the  grinding  of  the  axe. 
My  head  should  be  struck  off. 

Hor.  Is 't  possible  1 

Ham.  Here 's  the  commission :  read  it  at  more  leisure. 
But  wilt  thou  hear  me  how  I  did  proceed  1 

Hor.  I  beseech  you. 

Ham.  Being  thus  benetted  round  with  villanies, — 
Ere  I  could  make  a  prologue  to  my  brains, 
ITiey  had  begun  the  play, — I  sat  me  down; 
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Devis'd  a  new  commission ;  wrote  it  fair  :•— 
I  once  did  hold  it,  as  our  statists  do, 
A  baseness  to  write  fair,  and  laboured  much 
How  to  forget  that  learning ;  but,  Sir,  now 
It  did  me  yeoman's  service  : — ^wilt  thou  know 
The  effect  of  what  I  wrote  1 

Ifor.  Ay,  good  my  kftd. 

Ham,  An  earnest  conjuration  from  the  king^^*^ 
As  Elngland  was  his  faitlifiil  tributary  -, 
As  love  between  them  like  the  palm  might  flourish ; 
As  peace  should  still  her  wheaten  garland  wear, 
And  stand  a  comma  'tween  their  amities; 
And  many  such  like  as's  of  great  charge, — 
That,  on  the  view  and  know  of  these  contents, 
Without  debatement  farther,  more  or  less, 
He  should  the  bearers  put  to  sudden  death, 
Not  shnving-time  allowed. 

Jfor.  How  was  this  seal'd  9 

Ifam,  Why,  even  in  that  wais  heaven  ordinant 
I  had  my  father's  signet  in  my  purse, 
Which  was  the  model  of  that  Danish  seal : 
Folded  the  writ  up  in  form  of  the  other ; 
Subscribed  it ;  gave 't  th'  impression ;  plac'd  it  safely, 
The  changeling  never  known.     Now,  the  next  day 
Was  our  sea-fight ;  and  what  to  this  was  sequent 
Thou  knowest  ahready. 

Ifor,  So  Guildenstem  and  Rosencrantz  go  to 't 

Ifam.  AVhy,  man,  they  did  make  love  to  this  employment ; 
They  are  not  near  my  conscience;  their  defeat 
Does  by  their  own  insinuation  grow : 
'Tis  dangerous,  when  the  baser  nature  comes 
Between  the  pass  and  fell  incensed  points 
Of  mighty  opposites. 

Ifor,  Why,  what  a  king  is  this  ! 

Ham,  Does  it  not,  think'st  thee,  stand  me  now  upon — 
He  that  hath  kill'd  my  king,  and  whor'd  my  mother ; 
Popp'd  in  between  th'  election  and  my  hopes ; 
Thrown  out  his  angle  for  my  proper  life, 
And  with  such  cozenage — is  *t  not  perfect  conscience, 
To  quit  him  with  this  arm  ?  and  is 't  not  to  be  damn'd, 
To  let  this  canker  of  our  nature  come 
In  farther  evill 

Ifor.  It  must  be  shortly  known  to  him  from  England^ 
What  is  the  issoie  of  the  business  there. 
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Ham,  It  will  be  short:  the  interim  is  mine  \ 

And  a  man's  life 's  no  more  than  to  say.  one. 

But  I  am  very  sorry,  good  Horatio, 

That  to  Laertes  I  foigot  myself; 

For,  by  the  image  of  my  cause,  I  see 

The  portraiture  of  his :  I  '11  count  his  favours : 

But,  sure,  the  bravery  of  his  grief  did  put  me 

Into  a  towering  passion. 

Hor,  Peace !  who  comes  here  I 

Enter  OSRICK. 

OsK  Your  lordship  is  right  welcome  back  to  Denmark. 

Ham.  I  humbly  thank  you,  Sir. — [Aside  to  HoR-J  Dost  know  this 
water-fly? 

Hor,  [Aside  to  Ham.]  No,  my  good  lord. 

Ham,  [Aside  to  HoR.]  Thy  state  is  the  more  gracious ;  for  'tis  a 
vice  to  know  him.  He  hath  much  land,  and  fertile :  let  a  beast  be 
lord  of  beasts,  and  his  crib  shall  stand  at  the  king's  mess :  'tis  a 
chough ;  but,  as  I  say,  spacious  in  the  possession  of  dirt. 

Osr,  Sweet  lord,  if  your  lordship  were  at  leisure,  I  should  impart 
a  thing  to  you  from  his  majesty. 

Ham.  I  will  receive  it.  Sir,  with  all  diligence  of  spirit  Your  bon- 
net to  his  right  use;  'tis  for  the  head. 

Osr.  I  thank  your  lordship,  'tis  very  hot. 

Ham.  No,  believe  me,  'tis  very  cold ;  the  wind  is  northerly. 

Osr.  It  is  indifferent  cold,  my  lord,  indeed. 

Ham.  But  yet,  methinks,  it  is  very  sultry,  and  hot ;  or  my  com- 
plexion— 

Osr.  Exceedingly,  my  lord ;  it  is  very  sultry, — as  'twere, — I  can- 
not tell  how. — But,  my  lord,  his  majesty  bade  me  signify  to  you, 
that  he  has  laid  a  great  wager  on  your  head:  Sir,  this  is  the 
matter, — 

Ham.  I  beseech  you,  remember — 

[Hamlet  moves  him  to  put  on  his  hcU. 

Osr.  Nay,  in  good  faith ;  for  mine  ease,  in  good  faith.  Sir,  here 
is  newly  come  to  court,  Laertes ;  believe  me,  an  absolute  gentleman, 
full  of  most  excellent  differences,  of  very  soft  society,  and  great  show- 
ing :  indeed,  to  speak  feelingly  of  him,  he  is  the  card  or  calendar 
of  gentry ;  for  you  shall  find  in  him  the  continent  of  what  part  a 
gentleman  would  see. 

Ham.  Sir,  his  definement  suffers  no  perdition  in  you : — though,  I 
know,  to  divide  him  inventorially,  would  dizzy  the  arithmetic  of 
memory ;  and  yet  but  raw  neither,  in  respect  of  his  quick  sail  But, 
in  the  verity  of  extolment,  I  take  him  to  be  a  soul  of  great  article ; 
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and  his  infusion  of  such  dearth  and  rareness,  as,  to  make  true  diction 
of  him,  his  semblable  is  his  mirror;  and  who  else  would  trace  him, 
his  umbrage,  nothing  more. 

Osr.  Your  lordship  speaks  most  infallibly  of  him. 

Ham.  The  concemancy.  Sir)  why  do  we  wrap  the  gentleman  in 
our  more  rawer  breath  ? 

Osr.  Sir? 

Hot,    Is 't  not  possible  to  understand  in  another  tongue  ?    You 
will  do  \  Sir,  really. 

Ham,  What  imports  the  nomination  of  this  gentleman? 

Osr.  Of  Laertes? 

Hot,  [Aside  to  Ham.]  His  purse  is  empty  already;  all  his  golden 
words  are  spent 

Ham.  Of  him.  Sir. 

Osr,  I  know  you  are  not  ignorant — 

Ham.  I  would  you  did,  Sir ;  yet,  in  faith,  if  you  did,  it  would 
not  much  approve  me : — well.  Sir. 

Osr.  You  are  not  ignorant  of  what  excellence  Laertes  is — 

Ham,  I  dare  not  confess  that,  lest  I  should  compare  with  him  in 
excellence ;  but,  to  know  a  man  well,  were  to  know  himself. 

Osr,  I  mean.  Sir,  for  his  weapon ;  but  in  the  imputation  laid  on 
him  by  them,  in  his  meed  he 's  unfellowed. 

Ham.  What 's  his  weapon ) 

Osr.  Rapier  and  dagger. 

Ham.  That 's  two  of  his  weapons :  but,  well. 

Osr.  The  king.  Sir,  hath  wagered  with  him  six  Barbary  horses : 
against  the  which  he  has  imponed,  as  I  take  it,  six  French  rapiers 
and  poniards,  with  their  assigns,  as  girdle,  hangers,  and  so :  three  of 
the  carriages,  in  faith,  are  very  dear  to  fancy,  very  responsive  to  the 
hilts,  most  delicate  carriages,  and  of  very  liberal  conceit 

Ham.  What  call  you  the  carriages? 

H&r.  [Aside /o  Ham.]  I  knew  you  must  be  edified  by  the  margent, 
ere  you  had  done. 

Hm'.  The  carriages.  Sir,  are  the  hangers. 

Ham.  The  phrase  would  be  more  german  to  the  matter,  if  we 
could  cany  cannon  by  our  sides :  I  would  it  might  be  hangers  till 
then.  But,  on :  six  Barbary  horses  against  six  French  swords,  their 
assigns,  and  three  liberal-conceited  carriages ;  that 's  the  French  bet 
against  the  Danish.     Why  is  this  imponed,  as  you  call  it  ? 

Osr.  The  king,  Sir,  hath  laid,  that  in  a  dozen  passes  between 
yourself  and  him,  he  shall  not  exceed  you  three  hits :  he  hath  laid,  on 
twelve  for  nine ;  and  it  would  come  to  immediate  trial,  if  your  lord- 
ship would  vouchsafe  the  answer. 

Ifam.  How,  if  I  answer,  no  ? 
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Osr,  I  mean,  my  lord,  the  opposition  of  your  person  in  trial 

Ham,  Sir,  I  will  walk  here  in  the  hall :  if  it  please  his  majesty,  it 
is  the  breathing  time  of  day  with  me ;  let  the  foils  be  brought,  the 
gentleman  willing,  and  the  king  hold  his  purpose,  I  will  win  for  him> 
if  I  can  ;  if  not,  I  will  gain  nothing  but  my  shame,  and  the  odd  hits 
OsK  Shall  I  dehver  you  so  1 

Ham,  To  this  effect.  Sir ;  after  what  flourish  your  nature  will. 

Osr,  I  commend  my  duty  to  your  lordship. 

Ham,  Yours,  yours. — \Exit  Osrick.]  He  does  well  to  commend 
it  himself ;  there  are  no  tongues  else  for 's  turn. 

Hor,  This  lapwing  runs  away  with  the  shell  on  his  head. 

Ham,  He  did  comply  with  his  dug  before  he  sucked  it  Thus  has 
he  (and  many  more  of  the  same  breed,  that,  I  know,  the  drossy  age 
dotes  on)  only  got  the  tune  of  the  time,  and  outward  habit  of  en- 
counter j  a  kind  of  yesty  collection,  which  carries  them  through  and 
through  the  most  fond  and  winnowed  opinions ;  and  do  but  blow  them 
to  their  trial,  the  bubbles  are  out 

Enter  a  Lord. 

Lard,  My  lord,  his  majesty  commended  him  to  you  by  young 
Osrick,  who  brings  back  to  him,  that  you  attend  him  in  the  hall : 
he  sends  to  know,  if  your  pleasure  hold  to  play  with  Laertes,  or  that 
you  will  take  longer  time. 

Ham,  I  am  constant  to  my  purposes ;  they  follow  the  king's  plea- 
sure :  if  his  fitness  speaks,  mine  is  ready  \  now,  or  whensoever,  pro- 
vided I  be  so  able  as  now. 

Lord,  The  king,  and  queen,  and  all  are  coming  down. 

Ham,  In  happy  time. 

Lord,  The  queen  desires  you  to  use  some  gentle  entertainment  to 
I^ertes,  before  you  fall  to  play. 

Ham,  She  well  instructs  me.  \ExU  Lord. 

Hor,  You  will  lose  this  wager,  my  lord. 

Ham,  I  do  not  think  so  j  since  he  went  into  France,  I  have  been 
in  continual  practice ;  I  shall  win  at  the  odds.  But  thou  wouldst 
not  think,  how  ill  all 's  here  about  my  heart :  but  it  is  no  matter. 

H  r.  Nay,  good  my  lord, — 

Ham,  It  is  but  foolery ;  but  it  is  such  a  kind  of  gain-giving,  as 
would  perhaps  trouble  a  woman. 

Hor,  If  your  mind  dislike  any  thing,  obey  it :  I  will  forestall  their 
repair  hither,  and  say  you  are  not  fit 

Ham,  Not  a  whit,  we  defy  augury  :  there  is  a  special  providence 
in  the  fall  of  a  sparrow.  If  it  be  now,  His  not  to  come  ;  if  it  be  not 
to  come,  it  will  be  now ;  if  it  be  not  now,  yet  it  will  come :  the 
readiness  is  all :  since  no  man,  of  aught  he  leaves,  knows,  what  is 't 
to  leave  betimes  1    Let  be. 


J 

J 


SCENE  II.]      HAMLET,  PRINCE  OF  DENMARK.  155 

£nUr  King,  Queen,  Laertes,  Lords,  Osrick,  and  Attendants  vnth  fiils,  &*c. 
King,  Come,  Hamlet,  come,  and  take  this  hand  from  me. 

\The  Yijxioputs  t?u  kandqf\jC£XCiY&  into  fhatofYiKiJiiSE:t. 
Ham.  CHve  me  your  pardon.  Sir :  I  've  done  you  -wrong ; 
But  pardon  \  as  you  are  a  gentleman. 
This  presence  knows, 

And  you  must  needs  have  heard,  how  I  am  punish'd 
With  sore  distraction.     What  I  have  done, 
That  might  your  nature,  honour,  and  exception, 
Roughly  awake,  I  here  proclaim  was  madness. 
Was't  Hamlet  wrong'd  Laertes?    Never  Hamlet: 
If  Hamlet  from  himself  be  ta'en  away. 
And,  when  he 's  not  himself,  does  wrong  Laertes, 
Then  Hamlet  does  it  not  j  Hamlet  denies  it 
Who  does  it,  then  ?    His  madness :  if 't  be  so, 
Hamlet  is  of  the  faction  that  is  wrong'd ; 
His  madness  is  poor  Hamlet's  enemy. 
Sir,  in  this  audience. 
Let  my  disclaiming  from  a  purpos'd  evil 
Free  me  so  far  in  your  most  generous  thoughts, 
That  I  have  shot  mine  arrow  o'er  the  house. 
And  hurt  my  brother. 

Laer,  I  am  satisfied  in  nature, 

Whose  motive,  in  this  case,  should  stir  me  most 
To  my  revenge :  but  in  my  terms  of  honour, 
I  stand  aloof;  and  will  no  reconcilement. 
Till  by  some  elder  masters,  of  known  honour, 
I  have  a  voice  and  precedent  of  peace. 
To  keep  my  name  ungor'd.     But  till  that  time, 
I  do  receive  your  offered  love  like  love. 
And  will  not  wrong  it 

Ham,  I  embrace  it  freely ; 

And  will  this  brother's  wager  frankly  play. — 
Give  us  the  foils. — Come  on. 

Laer,  Come,  one  for  me. 

Ham.  1 11  be  your  foil,  Laertes :  in  mine  ignorance 
Your  skill  shall,  like  a  star  i'  the  darkest  night, 
Stick  fiery  off  indeed. 

Laer,  You  mock  me.  Sir. 

Ham,  No,  by  this  hand. 

King.  Give  them  the  foils,  young  Osrick. — Cousin  Hamlet, 
You  know  the  wager? 

Ham,  Very  well,  my  lord ; 

Your  grace  hath  laid  the  odds  o'  the  weaker  side. 
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King,  I  do  not  fear  it ;  I  have  seen  you  both : 
But  since  he  is  bettered,  we  have  therefore  odds. 

Laer,  This  is  too  heavy,  let  me  see  another. 

Ham,  This  likes  me  well    These  foils  have  all  a  length  1 

Osr,  Ay,  my  good  lord.  \They  prepare  to  play 

King,  Set  me  the  stoops  of  wine  upon  that  table. — 
If  Hamlet  give  the  first  or  second  hit. 
Or  quit  in  answer  of  the  third  exchange. 
Let  all  the  battlements  their  ordnance  fire ; 
The  king  shall  drink  to  Hamlef  s  better  breath ; 
And  in  the  cup  a  union  shall  he  throw, 
Richer  than  that  which  four  successive  kings 
In  Denmark's  crown  have  worn.     Give  me  the  cups ; 
And  let  the  kettle  to  the  trumpet  speak. 
The  trumpet  to  the  cannoneer  without. 
The  cannons  to  the  heavens,  the  heavens  to  earth, 
**  Now  the  king  drinks  to  Hamlet ! " — Come,  begin ; — 
And  you,  the  judges,  bear  a  wary  eye. 

Jfam,  Come  on.  Sir. 

Laer,  Come,  my  lord.  [They  play. 

Ham,  One. 

Laer,  No. 

Ham.  Judgment 

Osr,  A  hit,  a  very  palpable  hit. 

Laer.  Well ; — again. 

King,  Stay ;  give  me  drink. — Hamlet,  this  pearl  is  thine ; 
Here 's  to  thy  health. — 

[Drinks  from  one  of  the  cups.     Trumpets  sound;  and 
cannon  shot  off  within. 
Give  him  the  cup. 

Ham,  I  '11  play  this  bout  first ;  set  it  by  a  while. 
Come. — [They  play I\  Another  hit  j  what  say  youl 

Laer.  A  touch,  a  touch,  I  do  confess. 

King.  Our  son  shall  win. 

Queen.  He 's  fat,  and  scant  of  breath. — 

Here,  Hamlet,  take  my  napkin,  rub  thy  brows : 
The  queen  carouses  to  thy  fortune,  Hamlet. 

[Takes  the  other  cup. 

Ham.  Good  Madam ! 

King.  Gertrude,  do  not  drink. 

Queen.  I  will,  my  lord ;  I  pray  you,  pardon  me.        [Drinks. 

King.  [Aside.]  It  is  the  poison'd  cup ;  it  is  too  late. 

[Queen  offers  the  cup  to  Hamlet. 
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Ham.  I  dare  not  drink  yet,  Madam ;  by  and  by. 

Queen.  Come,  let  me  wipe  thy  face. 

Laer.  My  lord,  I  'U  hit  him  now. 

Kit^,  I  do  not  think  it 

Laer.  \Aside^  And  yet  'tis  almost  'gainst  my  conscience. 

Ham,  Come,  for  the  third,  Laertes:  you  but  dally; 
I  pray  you,  pass  with  your  best  violence , 
I  am  afeard  you  make  a  wanton  of  me. 

Laer.  Say  you  sol  come  on.  \They play. 

Osr.  Nothing,  neither  way. 

Laer.  Have  at  you  now ! 

[Laertes  wounds  Hamlet  ;  tken^  in  scuffling^  ihey  change 
rapiers^  and  Hamlet  ivounds  Laertes. 

King.  Part  them ;  they  are  incensed. 

Ham.  Nay,  come,  again.  [77i^  Queen y?r//j. 

Osr.  Look  to  the  queen  there,  ho ! 

Hor.  They  bleed  on  both  sides. — How  is  it,  my  lord ) 

Osr.  How  is  it,  Laertes? 

Laer.  Why,  as  a  woodcock  to  mine  own  springe,  Osrick ; 
I  am  justly  kill'd  with  mine  own  treachery. 

Ham.  How  does  the  queen  % 

King.  She  swoons  to  see  them  bleed. 

Qtuen.  No,  no,  the  drink,  the  drink, — O  my  dear  Hamlet ! — 
The  drink,  the  drink ; — I  am  poison'd.  \Dies. 

Ham.  O  villany ! — Ho !  let  the  door  be  lock'd  : 
Treachery !  seek  it  out  [Laertes /r//j. 

Laer.  It  is  here,  Hamlet :  Hamlet,  thou  art  slain ; 
No  medicine  in  the  world  can  do  thee  good ; 
In  thee  there  is  not  half  an  hour  of  life ; 
The  treacherous  instrument  is  in  thy  hand, 
Unbated,  and  envenom'd :  the  foul  practice 
Hath  tum'd  itself  on  me ;  lo,  here  I  lie. 
Never  to  rise  again :  thy  mother's  poison'd : — 
I  can  no  more  ir-the  king,  the  king's  to  blame. 

Ham.  The  point, — envenom'd  too ! — 
Then,  venom,  to  thy  work.  \Stab5  the  KiNa 

AIL  Treason!  treason! 

Kif^.  O,  yet  defend  me,  friends ;  I  am  but  hurt. 

Ham.  Here,  thou  incestuous,  murderous,  damnM  Dane, 
Drink  off  this  potion : — is  thy  union  here  ] 
Follow  my  mother.  [King  dies. 

Laer.  He  is  justly  serv'd ; 

It  is  a  poison  tempered  by  himself. — 
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Exchange  forgiveness  with  me,  noble  Hamlet : 

Mine  and  my  father's  death  come  not  upon  thee ; 

Nor  thine  on  me  1  ^jPUs, 

Ham.  Heaven  make  thee  free  of  it!     I  follow  thee.— 
I  am  dead,  Horatio. — Wretched  queen,  adieu ! — 
You  that  look  pale  and  tremble  at  this  chance, 
That  are  but  mutes  or  audience  to  this  act, 
Had  I  but  time,  (as  this  fell  sergeant.  Death, 
Is  strict  in  his  arrest,)  O,  I  could  tell  you, — 
But  let  it  be. — Horatio,  I  am  dead ; 
Thou  liv'st ;  report  me  and  my  cause  aright 
To  the  unsatisfied. 

Hor.  Never  believe  it : 

I  am  more  an  antique  Roman  than  a  Dane : 
Here's  yet  some  liquor  left. 

Ham,  As  thou  'rt  a  man. 

Give  me  the  cup :  let  go ;  by  heaven,  I  '11  have  it — 

0  God ! — Horatio,  what  a  wounded  name^ 

Things  standing  thus  unknown,  shall  live  behind  me  \ 
li  thou  didst  ever  hold  me  in  thy  heart, 
Absent  thee  from  felicity  a  while, 
And  in  this  harsh  world  draw  thy  breath  in  pain. 
To  tell  my  story. —  [March  afar  off^  and  shot  within. 

What  warlike  noise  is  ^is  1 

Osr,  Young  Fortinbras,  with  conquest  come  from  Poland, 
To  the  embassadors  of  England  gives 
This  warlike  volley. 

Ham.  [/b//x.]         O,  I  die,  Horatio ; 
The  potent  poison  quite  o'er-crows  my  spirit : 

1  cannot  live  to  hear  the  news  from  England ; 
But  I  do  prophesy  the  election  'lights 

On  Fortinbras :  he  has  my  dying  voice ; 
So  tell  him,  with  the  occurrents,  more  and  less, 
Which  have  solicited. — =The  rest  is  silence.  \Dia. 

Hor,  Now  cracks  a  noble  heart : — good  night,  sweet  prince ; 
And  flights  of  angels  sing  thee  to  thy  rest ! —  \March  within. 
Why  does  the  drum  come  hither? 

iS'if^W' Fortinbras,  thi  English  Embassadors^  andothmrst 

Fort.  Where  is  this  sight  1 

Hor.  What  is  it  ye  would  see? 

If  aught  of  woe  or  wonder,  cease  your  search. 

Fort.  This  quarry  cries  on  havock. — O  proud  death. 
What  feast  is  toward  in  thine  eternal  cell, 
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That  thou  so  many  princes  at  a  shot 
So  bloodily  hast  struck? 

I  Emb,  The  sight  is  dismal ; 

And  our  affairs  from  England  come  too  late : 
The  ears  are  senseless  that  should  give  us  hearing, 
To  tell  him  his  commandment  is  fulfilFd, 
That  Rosencrantz  and  Guildenstem  are  dead  : 
Where  should  we  have  our  thanks  ? 

Hor.  Not  from  his  mouth. 

Had  it  th'  ability  of  life  to  thank  you : 
He  never  gave  commandment  for  their  death. 
But  since,  so  jump  upon  this  bloody  question, 
You  from  the  Polack  wars,  and  you  from.  England, 
Are  here  arriv'd,  give  order  that  these  bodies 
High  on  a  stage  be  placed  to  the  view ; 
And  let  me  speak  to  the  yet  unknowing  world, 
How  these  things  came  about :  so  shall  you  hear 
Of  carnal,  bloody,  and  unnatural  acts ; 
Of  accidental  judgments,  casual  slaughters ; 
Of  deaths  put  on  by  cunning,  and  forc'd  cause ; 
And,  in  this  upshot,  purposes  mistook 
Fall'n  on  the  inventors'  heads  \  all  this  can  I 
Truly  deliver. 

Fort,  Let  us  haste  to  hear  it, 

And  call  the  noblest  to  the  audience. 
For  me,  with  sorrow  I  embrace  my  fortune : 
I  have  some  rights  of  memory  in  this  kingdom  ; 
Which,  now  to  claim,  my  vantage  doth  invite  me. 

Hor,  Of  that  I  shall  have  also  cause  to  speak, 
And  from  his  mouth  whose  voice  will  draw  on  more : 
But  let  this  same  be  presently  performed. 
Even  while  men's  minds  are  wild ;  lest  more  mischancCt 
On  plots  and  errors,  happen. 

Fort,  Let  four  captains 

Bear  Hamlet,  like  a  soldier,  to  the  stage ; 
For  he  was  likely,  had  he  been  put  on, 
To  have  prov'd  most  royally :  and,  for  his  passage, 
The  soldiers*  music,  and  the  rites  of  war. 
Speak  loudly  for  him. — 
Take  up  the  bodies : — such  a  sight  as  this 
Becomes  the  field,  but  here  shows  much  amiss. — 
Go^  bid  the  soldiers  shoot 

\A  dead  march.     Exeunt,  bearing  away  the  dead  bodies; 
after  which,  a  peal  of  ordnance  is  shot  off. 
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ACT  I. 
SCENE  I.— A  J^oom  of  State  in  King  Lear's  Palare. 

Enter  Kent,  Gloster,  and  Edmund. 

Kent.  I  thought  the  king  had  more  affected  the  duke  of  Albany, 
than  Cornwall 

Glo.  It  did  always  seem  so  to  us :  but  now,  in  the  division  of  the 
kingdom,  it  appears  not  which  of  the  dukes  he  values  most;  for 
equalities  are  so  weighed,  that  curiosity  in  neither  can  make  choice 
of  cither's  moiety. 

Kent.  Is  not  tnis  your  son,  my  lore  • 

Glo.  His  breeding,  Sir,  hath  been  at  my  charge :  I  have  so  often 
blushed  to  acknowledge  him,  that  now  I  am  brazed  to  it 

Kent,  I  c;nnot  conceive  you. 

Glo.  Sir,  this  young  fellow's  mother  could ;  whereupon  she  grew 
round'Womb'd,  and  had,  indeed,  Sir,  a  son  for  her  cradle  ere  she 
had  a  husband  for  her  bed.     Do  you  smell  a  fault) 

Kent.  I  cannot  wish  the  fault  undone,  the  issue  of  it  being  so 
proper. 

Glo.  But  I  have  a  son,  Sir,  by  order  of  law,  some  year  elder  than 
this,  who  yet  is  no  dearer  in  my  account :  though  this  knave  came 
somewhat  saucily  into  the  world,  before  he  was  sent  for,  yet  was  his 
mother  fair ;  there  was  good  sport  at  his  making,  and  the  whore- 
son must  be  acknowledged. — Do  you  know  this  noble  gentleman, 
£dmund1 

£dm.  No,  my  lord. 

Glo.  My  lord  of  Kent :  remember  him  hereafter  as  my  honour- 
able friend 

£dm.  My  services  to  your  lordship. 
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Kent,  I  must  love  you,  and  sue  to  know  you  better. 
Edm,  Sir,  I  shall  study  deserving. 

Glo,  He  hath  been  out  nine  years,  and  away  he  shall  again. — The 
king  is  coming.  \Sennd  within. 

Enter  Lear,  Cornwall,  Albany,  Goneril,  Regan,  Cordelia^  and 

Attendants. 

Lear,  Attend  the  lords  of  France  and  Burgundy,  Gloster. 

Glo,  I  shall,  my  liege.  \Exeunt  Gloster  and  Edmund. 

Lear,  Meantime  we  shall  express  our  darker  purpose. 

Give  me  the  map  there. — Know,  that  we  have  divided 

In  three,  our  kingdom :  and  'tis  our  fast  intent 

To  shake  all  cares  and  business  from  our  age ; 

Conferring  them  on  younger  strengths,  while  we 

Unburden'd  crawl  toward  death.— Our  son  of  Cornwall, 

And  you,  our  no  less  loving  son  of  Albany, 

We  have  this  hour  a  constant  will  to  publish 

Our  daughters'  several  dowers,  that  future  strife 

May  be  prevented  now.     The  princes  France  and  Burgundy, 

Great  rivals  in  our  youngest  daughter's  love, 

Long  in  our  court  have  made  their  amorous  sojourn, 

And  here  are  to  be  answer'd. — ^Tell  me,  my  daughters, 

(Since  now  we  will  divest  us,  both  of  mis, 

Interest  of  territory,  cares  of  state,) 

Which  of  you,  shall  we  say,  doth  love  us  most  ? 

That  we  our  largest  bounty  may  extend 

Where  nature  doth  with  merit  challenge. — Goneril, 

Our  eldest-bom,  speak  first 

Gon,  Sir,  I  love  you  more  than  words  can  wield  the  matter ; 
Dearer  than  eye-sight,  space,  and  liberty  \ 
Beyond  what  can  be  valued,  rich  or  rare ; 
No  less  than  life,  ^ith  grace,  health,  beauty,  honour : 
As  much  as  child  e'er  lov'd,  or  father  found ; 
A  love  that  makes  breath  poor,  and  speech  unable  j 
Beyond  all  manner  of  so  much  I  love  you. 

Cor,  {Aside,^  What  shall  Cordelia  do?    Love,  and  be  silenL 

Lear,  Of  all  these  bounds,  even  from  this  line  to  this. 
With  shadowy  forests,  and  with  champains  rich'd. 
With  plenteous  rivers  and  wide-skirted  meads, 
We  make  thee  lady :  to  thine  and  Albany's  issue 
Be  this  perpetual. — AVhat  says  our  second  daughter. 
Our  dearest  Regan,  wife  to  Cornwall  1    Speak. 

Reg,  I  am  made  of  that  self  metal  as  my  sister, 
And  prize  me  at  her  worth.     In  my  true  heart 
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I  find  she  names  my  very  deed  of  love ; 

Only  she  comes  too  short, — that  I  profess 

Myself  an  enemy  to  all  other  joys, 

Which  the  most  precious  square  of  sense  possesses ; 

And  find  I  am  alone  felicitate 

In  your  dear  highness'  love. 

Cor.  [Asidc'l  Then,  poor  Cordelia  I 

And  yet  not  so  j  since,  I  am  sure,  my  love 's 
More  richer  than  my  tongue. 

Lear,  To  thee  and  thine,  hereditary  ever. 
Remain  this  ample  third  of  our  fair  kingdom ; 
No  less  in  space,  validity,  and  pleasure, 
Than  that  conferred  on  GoneriL — Now,  our  joy. 
Although  our  last,  not  least ;  to  whose  young  love 
The  vines  of  France,  and  milk  of  Burgundy, 
Strive  to  be  interess'd ;  what  can  you  say,  to  draw 
A  third  more  opulent  than  your  sisters  ?    Speak. 

Cor.  Nothing,  my  lord. 

Lear.  Nothing! 

Cor,  Nothing. 

Lear.  Nothing  will  come  of  nothing :  speak  again. 

Cor.  Unhappy  that  I  am,  I  cannot  heave 
My  heart  into  my  mouth :  I  love  your  majesty 
According  to  my  bond ;  nor  more,  nor  less. 

Lear.  How,  how,  Cordelia !  mend  your  speech  a  little^ 
Lest  you  may  mar  your  fortunes. 

Cor.  Good  my  lord, 

You  have  begot  me,  bred  me,  lov*d  me :  I 
Return  those  duties  back  as  are  right  fit. 
Obey  you,  love  you,  and  most  honour  you. 
Why  have  my  sisters  husbands,  if  they  say 
They  love  you  all  1    Haply,  when  I  shall  wed. 
That  lord,  whose  hand  must  take  my  plight,  shall  cany 
Half  my  love  with  him,  half  my  care,  and  duty ; 
Sure,  I  shall  never  marry  like  my  sisters. 
To  love  my  father  alL 

Lear.  But  goes  thy  heart  with  this  ? 

Cor.  Ay,  good  my  lord. 

Lear.  So  young,  and  so  untender  f 

Cor.  So  young,  my  lord,  and  true. 

Lear.  Let  it  be  so, — thy  truth,  then,  be  thy  dower: 
For,  by  the  sacred  radiance  of  the  sun. 
The  mysteries  of  Hecate,  and  the  night ; 
By  all  the  operation  of  the  orbs 
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From  whom  we  do  exist,  and  cease  to  be ; 

Here  I  disclaim  all  my  paternal  care, 

Propinquity  and  property  of  blood, 

And,  as  a  stranger  to  my  heart  and  me, 

Hold  thee,  from  this,  for  ever.    The  barbarous  Scythian, 

Or  he  that  makes  his  generation  messes 

To  goige  his  appetite,  shall  to  my  bosom 

Be  as  well  neighboured,  pitied,  and  relieved, 

As  thou  my  sometime  daughter. 

Kent,  Good  my  liege, — 

Lear,  Peace,  Kent  I 
Come  not  between  the  dragon  and  his  wrath. 
I  lov'd  her  most,  and  thought  to  set  my  rest 
On  her  kind  nursery.     Hence,  and  avoid  my  sight  I 
So  be  my  grave  my  peace,  as  here  I  give 
Her  father's  heart  from  her! — Call  France  j — who  stirs t 
Call  Burgundy. — Cornwall,  and  Albany, 
With  my  two  daughters'  dowers  digest  the  third : 
Let  pride,  which  she  calls  plainness,  marry  her. 
I  do  invest  you  jointly  with  my  power. 
Pre-eminence,  and  all  the  large  effects 
That  troop  with  majesty.    Ourself,  by  monthly  course, 
With  reservation  of  a  hundred  knights, 
By  you  to  be  sustained,  shall  our  abode 
Make  with  you  by  due  turns.     Only,  we  still  retain 
The  name,  and  all  th'  additions  to  a  king ; 
The  sway, 

Rev6nue,  execution  of  the  rest, 
Belovfed  sons,  be  yours  .  which  to  confirm, 
This  coronet  part  between  you.  {Giving  the  crovm. 

Kent  Royal  Lear, 

Whom  I  have  ever  honoured  as  my  king, 
Lov'd  as  my  father,  as  my  master  followed. 
As  my  great  patron  thought  on  in  my  prayers, — 

Lear,  The  bow  is  bent  and  drawn,  make  from  the  shaft. 

Kent.  Let  it  fall  rather,  though  the  fork  invade 
The  region  of  my  heart :  be  Kent  unmannerly. 
When  Lear  is  mad.     What  wouldst  thou  do,  old  man  1 
Think'st  thou  that  duty  shall  have  dread  to  speak, 
W^en  power  to  flattery  bowsl    To  plainness  honour's  bound, 
When  majesty  stoops  to  folly.     Reverse  thy  doom ; 
And,  in  thy  best  consideration,  check 
This  hideous  rashness :  answer  my  life  my  judgment. 
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Thy  youngest  daughter  does  not  love  thee  least ; 
Nor  are  those  empty-hearted,  whose  low  sound 
Reverbs  no  hollowness. 

Lear.  Kent,  on  thy  life,  no  more. 

Kent,  My  life  I  never  held  but  as  a  pawn 
To  wage  against  thine  enemies ;  nor  fear  to  lose  it, 
Thy  safety  being  the  motive. 

Lear,  Out  of  my  sight ! 

Kent,  See  better,  Lear ;  and  let  me  still  remain 
The  true  blank  of  thine  eye. 

Lear,  Now,  by  Apollo, — 

Kent,  Now,  by  Apollo,  king, 

Thou  swear'st  thy  gods  in  vain. 

Lear,  \Grasping  his  sword,]  O,  vassal !  miscreant ! 

Aid,  Com,  Dear  Sir,  forbear. 

Kent.  Do; 
Kill  thy  physician,  and  the  fee  bestow 
Upon  the  foul  disease.     Revoke  thy  gift ; 
Or,  whilst  I  can  vent  clamour  from  my  throat, 
I  'U  tell  thee  thou  dost  evil 

Lear.  Hear  me,  recreant ! 

On  thine  allegiance,  hear  me ! 
Since  thou  hast  sought  to  make  us  break  our  vow, 
(Which  we  durst  never  yet,)  and,  with  strained  pride. 
To  come  betwixt  our  sentence  and  our  power, 
(Which  nor  our  nature  nor  our  place  can  bear,) 
Our  potency  made  good,  take  thy  reward 
Five  days  we  do  allot  thee,  for  provision 
To  shield  thee  from  diseases  of  the  world ; 
And,  on  the  sixth,  to  turn  thy  hated  back 
Upon  our  kingdom :  if,  on  the  tenth  day  following, 
Thy  banish'd  trunk  be  found  in  our  dominions. 
The  moment  is  thy  death.    Away !     By  Jupiter, 
This  shall  not  be  revok'd. 

Kent,  Fare  thee  well,  king :  since  thus  thou  wilt  appear. 
Freedom  lives  hence,  and  banishment  is  here. — 
\To  Cor.]  The  gods  to  their  dear  shelter  take  thee,  maid, 
That  justly  think'st,  and  hast  most  rightly  said  I — 
\To  GoN.  and  Reg.]  And  your  laige  speeches  may  your  deeds 

approve. 
That  good  effects  may  spring  fix)m  words  of  love. — 
Thus  Kent,  O  princes,  bids  you  all  adieu ; 
He'll  shape  his  old  course  in  a  country  new.  \Exit 
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Flourish,    Re-enter  Gloster,  with  FRANCE,  BURGUNDY,  aiu/ Attendant!. 

Glo,  Here 's  France  and  Burgundy,  my  noble  lord. 

Lear.  My  lord  of  Burgundy, 
We  first  address  toward  you,  who  with  this  king 
Hath  rivall'd  for  our  daughter :  what,  in  the  least, 
Will  you  require  in  present  dower  with  her. 
Or  cease  your  quest  of  love  I 

Bur.  Most  royal  majesty, 

I  crave  no  more  than  hath  your  highness  oflfer^d, 
Nor  will  you  tender  less. 

Lear.  Right  noble  Burgundy, 
When  she  was  dear  to  us,  we  did  hold  her  so ; 
But  now  her  price  is  falFn.     Sir,  there  she  stands : 
If  aught  within  that  little  seeming  substance. 
Or  all  of  it,  with  our  displeasure  piec'd, 
And  nothing  more,  may  fitly  like  your  grace, 
She 's  there,  and  she  is  yours. 

Bur.  I  know  no  answer. 

Lear.  Will  you,  with  those  infirmities  she  owes, 
Unfriended,  new-adopted  to  our  hate, 
Dower'd  with  our  curse,  and  stranger'd  with  our  oath, 
Take  her,  or  leave  herl 

Bur.  Pardon  me,  royal  Sir ; 

Election  makes  not  up  on  such  conditions. 

Lear.  Then  leave  her.  Sir ;  for,  by  the  power  that  made  me, 
I  tell  you  all  her  wealth. — \To  France.]  For  you,  great  king, 
I  would  not  fi'om  your  love  make  such  a  stray. 
To  match  you  where  I  hate ;  therefore,  beseech  you 
T  avert  your  liking  a  more  worthier  way, 
Than  on  a  wretch  whom  nature  is  asham'd 
Almost  t'  acknowledge  hers. 

France.  This  is  most  strange. 

That  she,  who  even  but  now  was  your  best  object, 
The  argument  of  your  praise,  balm  of  your  age. 
The  best,  the  dearest,  should  in  this  trice  of  time 
Commit  a  thing  so  monstrous,  to  dismantle 
So  many  folds  of  favour.     Sure,  her  offence 
Must  be  of  such  unnatural  degree. 
That  monsters  it,  or  your  fore-vouch'd  affection 
Fall  into  taint :  which  to  believe  of  her, 
Must  be  a  faith  that  reason,  without  miracle, 
Could  never  plant  in  me. 

Cor.  I  yet  beseech  your  majesty, 
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(If  for  I  want  that  glib  and  oily  art, 

To  speak  and  purpose  not ;  since  what  I  well  intend, 

I  '11  do 't  before  I  speak,)  that  you  make  known 

It  is  no  vicious  blot,  murder,  or  foulness. 

No  unchaste  action,  or  dishonoured  step, 

That  hath  deprived  me  of  your  grace  and  favour ; 

But  even  for  want  of  that  for  which  I  am  richer, — 

A  still-soliciting  eye,  and  such  a  tongue 

That  I  am  glad  I  have  not,  though  not  to  have  it. 

Hath  lost  me  in  your  liking. 

Lear.  Better  thou 

Hadst  not  been  bom,  than  not  to  have  pleased  me  better. 

France.  Is  it  but  this, — a  tardiness  in  nature. 
Which  often  leaves  the  history  unspoke. 
That  it  intends  to  do  1 — My  lord  of  Burgundy, 
What  say  you  to  the  ladyl    Love  is  not  love. 
When  it  is  mingled  with  respects,  that  stand 
Aloof  from  the  entire  point    Will  you  have  her? 
She  is  herself  a  dowry. 

Bur,  Royal  Lear, 

Give  but  that  portion  which  yourself  proposed. 
And  here  I  take  Cordelia  by  the  hand. 
Duchess  of  Burgundy. 

Lear,  Nothing :  I  have  sworn ;  I  am  firm. 

Bur,  I  am  sorry,  then,  you  have  so  lost  a  father. 
That  you  must  lose  a  husband. 

Cor.  Peace  be  with  Burgundy ! 

Since  that  respects  of  fortune  are  his  love, 
I  shall  not  be  his  wife. 

France,  Fairest  Cordelia,  that  art  most  rich,  being  poor ; 
Most  choice,  forsaken  \  and  most  lov'd,  despis'd ! 
Thee  and  thy  virtues  here  I  seize  upon  : 
Be  it  lawful,  I  take  up  what 's  cast  away. 
Gods,  gods !  'tis  strange,  that  from  their  cold'st  neglect 
My  love  should  kindle  to  inflam'd  respect. — 
Thy  dowerless  daughter,  king,  thrown  to  my  chance, 
Is  queen  of  us,  of  ours,  and  our  fair  France : 
Not  all  the  dukes  of  waterish  Burgundy 
ShaU  buy  this  unprized  precious  maid  of  me. — 
Bid  them  farewell,  Cordelia,  though  unkind : 
Thou  losest  here,  a  better  where  to  find. 

Lear,  Thou  hast  her,  France :  let  her  be  thine  \  for  we 
Have  no  such  daughter,  nor  shall  ever  see 
That  face  of  hers  again : — therefore,  be  gone 
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Without  our  grace,  our  love,  our  benison. — 
Come,  noble  Burgundy. 

[Flourish,    Rxeuni  Lear,  Burgundy,  Corn  wall, 
Albany,  Gloster,  and  Attendants. 
France,  Bid  farewell  to  your  sisters. 
Cor,  Ye  jewels  of  our  father,  with  wash'd  eyes 

Cordelia  leaves  you :  I  know  you  what  you  are ; 
And,  like  a  sister,  am  most  loath  to  call 
Your  faults  as  they  are  nam'd.     Love  well  our  fiUher : 
To  your  professed  bosoms  I  commit  him : 
But  yet,  alas,  stood  I  within  his  grace, 
I  would  prefer  him  to  a  better  place. 
So,  farewell  to  you  both. 
Gon,  Prescribe  not  us  our  duty. 
Reg,  Let  your  study 

Be  to  content  your  lord,  who  hath  received  you 
At  fortune's  alms.    You  have  obedience  scanted. 
And  well  are  worth  the  want  that  you  have  wanted. 
Cor,  Time  shall  unfold  what  plighted  cunning  hides : 
Who  cover  faults,  at  last  shame  them  derides. 
Well  may  you  prosper ! 
France,  Come,  my  fair  Cordelia. 

,  \Exeunt  France  and  Cordelia. 
Gon,   Sister,  it  is  not  little  I  have  to  say  of  what  most  nearly 
appertains  to  us  both.     I  think  our  father  will  hence  to-night 
R^,  That's  most  certain,  and  with  you ;  next  month  with  us, 
Gon.  You  see  how  full  of  changes  his  age  is ;  the  observation  we 
have  made  of  it  hath  not  been  little :  he  always  loved  our  sister  most, 
and  ^ith  what  poor  judgment  he  hath  now  cast  her  off,  appears  too 
grossly. 

Reg,  'Tis  the  infirmity  of  his  age :  yet  he  hath  ever  but  slenderly 
known  himself 

Gon,  The  best  and  soundest  of  his  time  hath  been  but  rash ;  then, 
must  we  look  to  receive  from  his  age,  not  alone  the  imperfections  of 
long-engrafted  condition,  but,  therewithal,  the  unruly  wajnvardness 
that  infirm  and  choleric  years  bring  with  them. 

Reg,  Such  unconstant  starts  are  we  like  to  have  firom  him,  asjthis 
of  Kent's  banishment 

Gon,  There  is  farther  compliment  of  leave-taking  between  France 

and  him.     Pray  you,  let  us  hit  together :  if  our  father  carry  authority 

with  such  disposition  as  he  bears,  this  last  surrender  of  his  will  but 

offend  us. 

Reg,  We  shall  farther  think  of  it 

Gon,  We  must  do  something,  and  i'  the  heat  \Ex€uni^ 
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SCENE  IL—A  Hall  in  the  Earl  of  Gloster's  Castle, 

Enter  Edmund,  with  a  letter, 

Edm,  Thou,  nature,  art  my  goddess  j  to  thy  law 
My  services  are  bound.    Wherefore  should  I 
Stand  in  the  plague  of  custom,  and  peimit 
The  curiosity  of  nations  to  deprive  me, 
For  that  I  am  some  twelve  or  fourteen  moonshines 
Lag  of  a  brother  %    Why  bastard  %    Wherefore  base  \ 
When  my  dimensions  are  as  well  compact, 
My  mind  as  generous,  and  my  shape  as  true. 
As  honest  madam's  issue  1    Why  brand  they  us 
With  basel  with  baseness)  bastardy?  base,  baset 
Who,  in  the  lusty  stealth  of  nature,  take 
More  composition  and  fierce  quality. 
Than  doth,  within  a  dull,  stale,  tir^d  bed, 
Go  to  the  creating  a  whole  tribe  of  fops, 
Got  'tween  asleep  and  wake  ? — ^Well,  then. 
Legitimate  Edgar,  I  must  have  your  land : 
Our  father's  love  is  to  the  bastard  Edmund, 
As  to  the  legitimate :  fine  word, — legitimate ! 
Well,  my  legitimate,  if  this  letter  speed. 
And  my  invention  thrive,  Edmund  the  base 
Shall  top  the  legitimate.     I  grow ;  I  prosper : — 
Now,  gods,  stand  up  for  bastards ! 

Enter  Gloster. 

Glo,  Kent  banish'd  thus  1    And  France  in  choler  parted ! 
And  the  king  gone  to-night  1  subscrib'd  his  power ! 
Confin'd  to  exhibition !    All  this  done 
Upon  the  gad ! — Edmund,  how  now !  what  news  ? 

Edm.  So  please  your  lordship,  none.  [Putting  up  the  letter. 

Glo.  Why  so  earnestly  seek  you  to  put  up  that  letter  1 

Edm.  I  know  no  news,  my  lord. 

Glo.  What  paper  were  you  reading? 

Edm.  Nothing,  my  lord. 

Glo.  No  I  What  needed,  then,  that  terrible  despatch  of  it  into 
your  pocket?  the  quality  of  nothing  hath  not  such  need  to  hide 
itselC     Let's  see :  come,  if  it  be  nothing,  I  shall  not  need  spectacles. 

Edm.  I  beseech  you.  Sir,  pardon  me:  it  is  a  letter  from  my 
brother,  that  I  have  not  all  o'er-read ;  and  for  so  much  as  1  have 
perused,  I  find  it  not  fit  for  your  o'er-looking. 

Glo.  Give  me  the  letter.  Sir. 

Edm.  I  shall  offend,  either  to  detain  or  give  it 
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The  contents,  as  in  part  I  understand  them, 
Are  to  blame. 

Glo,  Let 's  see,  let 's  see. 

Edm.  I  hope,  for  my  brother's  justification,  he  wrote  this  but  as 
an  essay  or  taste  of  my  virtue. 

Glo.  \Reads^  "  This  policy,  and  reverence  of  age,  makes  the  world 
bitter  to  the  best  of  our  times ;  keeps  our  fortunes  from  us,  till  our 
oldness  cannot  relish  them.  I  begin  to  find  an  idle  and  fond  bond- 
age in  the  oppression  of  aged  tyranny,  who  sways,  not  as  it  hath 
power,  but  as  it  is  suffered.  Come  to  me,  that  of  this  I  may  speak 
more.  If  our  father  would  sleep  till  I  waked  him,  you  should  enjoy 
half  his  revenue  for  ever,  and  live  the  beloved  of  your  brother, 
Edgar." — H'm ! — Conspiracy ! — "  Sleep  till  I  waked  him, — you 
should  enjoy  half  his  revenue," — My  son  Edgar !  Had  he  a  hand 
to  ^vrite  thisi  a  heart  and  brain  to  breed  it  inl — When  came  this  to 
you  \    Who  brought  it  ? 

Edm.  It  was  not  brought  me,  my  lord, — there's  the  cunning  of  it ; 
I  found  it  thrown  in  at  the  casement  of  my  closet 

Glo,  You  know  the  character  to  be  your  brother's? 

Edm,  If  the  matter  were  good,  my  lord,  I  durst  swear  it  were  his ; 
but,  in  respect  of  that,  I  would  fain  think  it  were  not 

Glo,  It  is  his. 

Edm,  It  is  his  hand,  my  lord ;  but  I  hope  his  heart  is  not  in  the 
contents. 

Glo,  Hath  he  never  heretofore  sounded  you  in  this  business  1 

Edm,  Never,  my  lord  :  but  I  have  often  heard  him  maintain  it  to 
be  fit,  that,  sons  of  perfect  age,  and  fathers  declined,  the  father 
should  be  as  ward  to  the  son,  and  the  son  manage  his  revenue. 

Glo,  O  villain,  villain  ! — His  very  opinion  in  the  letter ! — Abhorred 
villain !  Unnatural,  detested,  brutish  villain  !  worse  than  brutish  ! — 
Go,  sirrah,  seek  him ;  I  '11  apprehend  him : — abominable  villain  !-^^ 
Where  is  he  1 

Edm,  I  do  not  well  know,  my  lord.  If  it  shall  please  you  to  sus- 
pend your  indignation  against  my  brother,  till  you  can  derive  from 
him  better  testimony  of  his  intent,  you  shall  run  a  certain  course ; 
where,  if  you  violently  proceed  against  him,  mistaking  his  purpose, 
it  would  make  a  great  gap  in  your  own  honour,  and  shake  in  pieces 
the  heart  of  his  obedience.  I  dare  pawn  down  my  life  for  him,  that 
he  hath  writ  this  to  feel  my  affection  to  your  honour,  and  to  no  other 
pretence  of  danger. 

Glo,  Think  you  so  1 

Edm,  If  your  honour  judge  it  meet,  I  will  place  you  where  you 
shaU  hear  us  confer  of  this,  and  by  an  auricular  assurance  have  your 
satisfaction ;  and  that  without  any  farther  delay  than  this  very  evening. 


SCENE  II.]  KING  LEAR.  1 73 

Gh.  He  cannot  be  such  a  monster — 

Edm,  Nor  is  not,  sure. 

Glo,  To  his  father,  that  so  tenderly  and  entirely  loves  him. — 
Heaven  and  earth ! — Edmund,  seek  him  out ;  wind  me  into  him,  I 
pray  you :  frame  the  business  after  your  own  wisdom.  I  would  un- 
state  myself,  to  be  in  a  due  resolution. 

Edtn,  I  will  seek  him,  Sir,  presently ;  convey  the  business  as  I 
shall  find  means,  and  acquaint  you  withaL 

Glo,  These  late  eclipses  in  the  sun  and  moon  portend  no  good  to 
us :  though  the  wisdom  of  nature  can  reason  it  thus  and  thus,  yet 
nature  finds  itself  scourged  by  the  sequent  effects :  love  cools,  friend- 
ship falls  off,  brothers  divide:  in  cities,  mutinies;  in  countries, 
discord;  in  palaces,  treason;  and  the  bond  cracked  between  son 
and  father.  This  villain  of  mine  comes  under  the  prediction;  there's 
son  against  father:  the  king  falls  from  bias  of  nature;  there's  father 
against  child.  We  have  seen  the  best  of  our  time :  machinations, 
hollowness,  treachery,  and  all  ruinous  disorders,  follow  us  disquietly 
to  our  graves. — Find  out  this  villain,  Edmund ;  it  shall  lose  thee 
nothing;  do  it  carefully.  —  And  the  noble  and  true-hearted  Kent 
banished!  his- offence,  honesty! — Strange!  strange!  \Exit. 

Edm.  This  is  the  excellent  foppery  of  the  world,  that,  when  we 
are  sick  in  fortune,  (often  the  surfeit  of  our  own  behaviour,)  we  make 
guilty  of  our  disasters,  the  sun,  the  moon,  and  the  stars :  as  if  we 
were  villains  by  necessity ;  fools,  by  heavenly  compulsion ;  knaves, 
thieves,  and  treachers,  by  spherical  predominance ;  drunkards,  liars, 
and  adulterers,  by  an  enforced  obedience  of  planetary  influence ; 
and  all  that  we  are  evil  in,  by  a  divine  thrusting  on :  an  admirable 
evasion  of  whore-master  man,  to  lay  his  goatish  disposition  to  the 
change  of  a  star  1  My  father  compounded  with  my  mother  under 
the  dragon's  tail ;  and  my  nativity  was  under  ursa  major;  so  that,  it 
follows,  I  am  rough  and  lecherous. — Tut !  I  should  have  been  that 
I  am,  had  the  maidenliest  star  in  the  firmament  twinkled  on  my 
bastardizing.     Edgar — 

Efiter  Edgail 
and  pat  he  comes,  like  the  catastrophe  of  the  old  comedy :  my  cue 
is  villanous  melancholy,  with  a  sigh  like  Tom  o'  Bedlam. — O,  these 
eclipses  do  portend  these  divisions !  Fa,  sol,  la,  mL 

Edg,  How  now,  brother  Edmund !  What  serious  contemplation 
are  you  inl 

Edm.  I  am  thinking,  brother,  of  a  prediction  I  read  this  other 
day,  what  should  follow  these  eclipses. 

Edg.  Do  you  busy  yourself  with  that  ? 

Edm,  I  promise  you,  the  effects  he  writes  of,  succeed  unhappily ; 
as  of  unnaturalness  between  the  child  and  the  parent;  death,  deartli, 
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dissolutions  of  ancient  amities;  divisions  in  state,  menaces  and 
maledictions  against  king  and  nobles ;  needless  diffidences,  banish- 
ment of  friends,  dissipation  of  cohorts,  nuptial  breaches,  and  I  know 
not  what 

Edg.  How  long  have  you  been  a  sectary  astronomical) 

Edm,  Come,  come ;  when  saw  you  my  father  last  1 

Edg,  The  night  gone  by. 

Edm.  Spake  you  with  him  % 

Edg,  Ay,  two  hours  together. 

Edtiu  Parted  you  in  good  terms  ?  Found  you  no  displeasure  in 
him,  by  word  or  countenance  1 

Edg,  None  at  all 

Edm,  Bethink  yourself,  wherein  you  may  have  offended  him :  and 
at  my  entreaty  forbear  his  presence,  till  some  litde  time  hath  quali- 
fied the  heat  of  his  displeasure ;  which  at  this  instant  so  rageth  in 
him,  that  with  the  mischief  of  your  person  it  would  scarcely  allay. 

Edg,  Some  villain  hath  done  me  wrong. 

Edm,  That 's  my  fear.  I  pray  you,  have  a  continent  forbearance, 
till  the  speed  of. his  rage  goes  slower;  and,  as  I  say,  retire  with  me 
to  my  lodging,  frbm  whence  I  will  fitly  bring  you  to  hear  my  lord 
speak.  Pray  you,  go :  there's  my  key. — If  you  do  stir  abroad,  go 
armed. 

Edg,  Armed,  brother ! 

Edm,  Brother,  I  advise  you  to  the  best ;  I  am  no  honest  man,  if 
there  be  any  good  meaning  toward  you:  I  have  told  you  what 
I  have  seen  and  heard,  but  faintly;  nothing  like  the  image  and 
horror  of  it     Pray  you,  away. 

Edg,  Shall  I  hear  from  you  anon  1 

Edm,  I  do  serve  you  in  this  business. —  \Exit  Edgar, 

A  credulous  father !  and  a  brother  noble. 
Whose  nature  is  so  far  firom  doing  harms. 
That  he  suspects  none ;  on  whose  foolish  honesty 
My  practices  ride  easy ! — I  see  the  business. — 
Let  me,  if  not  by  birth,  have  lands  by  wit : 
All  with  me 's  meet,  that  I  can  fashion  fit  \Exii. 

SCENE  III. — A  Room  in  the  Duke  of  Albany's  Palace. 

EnUr  GoNERiL  and  Oswald. 
Gon,  Did  my  father  strike  my  gentleman  for  chiding  of  his  fool  t 
Osw,  Ay,  Madam. 
Gon,  By  day  and  night  he  wrongs  me :  every  hour 

He  flashes  into  one  gross  crime  or  other, 

That  sets  us  all  at  odds :  I  '11  not  endure  it : 
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His  knights  grow  riotous,  and  himself  upbraids  us 

On  every  trifle. — When  he  returns  from  hunting, 

I  will  not  speak  with  him ;  say,  I  am  sick  : — 

If  you  come  slack  of  former  services, 

You  shall  do  well ;  the  fault  of  it  I  '11  answer.    [Ifoms  heard. 

Osw.  He 's  coming,  Madam ;  I  hear  him. 

Gon.  Put  on  what  weary  negligence  you  please, 

You  and  your  fellows ;  I  'd  have  it  come  to  question : 

If  he  distaste  it,  let  him  to  my  sister. 

Whose  mind  and  mine,  I  know,  in  that  are  one, 

Not  to  be  over-ruled.     Idle  old  man. 

That  still  would  manage  those  authorities, 

That  he  hath  given  away ! — Now,  by  my  life. 

Old  fools  are  babes  again  j  and  must  be  us*d 

With  checks  as  flatteries, — when  they  are  seen  abus'd. 

Remember  what  I  have  said. 

Osw,  Well,  Madam. 

Gon.  And  let  his  knights  have  colder  looks  among  you ; 
What  grows  of  it,  no  matter ;  advise  your  fellows  so : 
I  would  breed  from  hence  occasions,  and  I  shall, 
That  I  may  speak : — 1 11  write  straight  to  my  sister, 
To  hold  my  course. — Prepare  for  dinner.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  lY.—A  Ball  in  the  Duke  of  Albany's  Palace^ 

Enter  Kent,  disguised, 

Kent.  If  but  as  well  I  other  accents  borrow. 

That  can  my  speech  diffuse,  my  good  intent 

May  carry  through  itself  to  that  full  issue 

For  which  I  raz'd  my  likeness. — Now,  banish'd  Kent, 

If  thou  canst  serve  where  f  hou  dost  stand  condemned, 

So  may  it  come,  thy  master,  whom  thou  lov'st, 

ShaU  And  thee  full  of  labours. 

Horns  heard.     Enter  Lear,  Knights,  and  Attendants. 

Lear.  Let  me  not  stay  a  jot  for  dinner ;  go,  get  it  ready.  [Exit  an 
.Attendant]  How  now !  what  art  thou  ? 

Xent.  A  man,  Sir. 

Zear.  What  dost  thou  profess?    What  wouldst  thou  with  usi 

Kent.  1  do  profess  to  be  no  less  than  I  seem ;  to  serve  him  truly 
that  will  put  me  in  trust ;  to  love  him  that  is  honest ;  to  converse 
with  him  that  is  wise,  and  says  Httle ;  to  fear  judgment ;  to  fight  when 
I  cannot  choose ;  and  to  eat  no  flsh. 

Zear.  What  art  thou  1 

/Cent.  A  very  honest-hearted  fellow,  and  as  poor  as  the  king. 
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Lear.  If  thou  be  as  poor  for  a  subject,  as  he  is  for  a  king,  thou 
art  poor  enough.    What  wouldst  thou  ? 

Kent  Service. 

Lear.  Whom  wouldst  thou  serve  % 

Kent,  You. 

Lear.  Dost  thou  know  me,  fellow  1 

Kent.  No,  Sir ;  but  you  have  that  in  your  countenance,  whidi  I 
would  fain  call  master. 

Lear.  What 's  that  1 

Kent.  Authority. 

Lear.  What  services  canst  thou  do  1 

Kent.  I  can  keep  honest  counsel,  ride,  run,  mar  a  curious  tale  in 
telling  it,  and  deliver  a  plain  message  bluntly :  that  which  ordinary 
men  are  fit  for,  I  am  qualified  in ;  and  the  best  of  me  is  diligence. 

Lear.  How  old  art  thoul 

Kent.  Not  so  young,  Sir,  to  love  a  woman  for  singing ;  nor  so  old, 
to  dote  on  her  for  any  thing :  I  have  years  on  my  back  forty-eight 

Lear.  Follow  me;  thou  shalt  serve  me:  if  I  like  thee  no  worse 
after  dinner,  I  will  not  part  from  thee  yet — Dinner,  ho,  dinner ! — 
Where's  my  knave  1  my  fooll — Go  you,  and  call  my  fool  hither. 

\Exit  an  Attendant 

Enter  Oswald. 

You,  you,  sirrah,  where 's  my  daughter? 

Osw.  So  please  you, —  \J^xit. 

Lear.  What  says  the  fellow  there?  Call  the  clotpoll  back.— [^:w/ 
a  Knight]  Where's  my  fool,  ho? — I  think  the  world's  asleep. — 
[Re-enter  Knight"]     How  now !  where 's  that  mongrel  ? 

Knight  He  says,  my  lord,  your  daughter  is  not  well. 

Lear.  Why  came  not  the  slave  back  to  me,  when  I  called  him  I 

Knight.  Sir,  he  answered  me  in  the  roundest  manner,  he  would 
not. 

Lear.  He  would  not  I 

Knight  My  lord,  I  know  not  what  the  matter  is ;  but,  to  my  judg- 
ment, your  highness  is  not  entertained  with  that  ceremonious  affection 
as  you  were  wont :  there 's  a  great  abatement  of  kindness  appears, 
as  well  in  the  general  dependants,  as  in  the  duke  himself  also,  and 
your  daughter. 

Lear.  Ha!  sayest  thou  so? 

Knight  I  beseech  you,  pardon  me,  my  lord,  if  I  be  mistaken ;  for 
my  duty  cannot  be  silent,  when  I  think  your  highness  wronged. 

Lear.  Thou  but  rememberest  me  of  mine  own  conception  :  I  have 
perceived  a  most  faint  neglect  of  late ;  which  I  have  rather  blamed 
as  mine  own  jealous  curiosity,  than  as  a  very  pretence  and  purpose 


Exit  an  Attendant. 
Exit  an  Attendant. 
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of  unkindness :  I  will  look  farther  into't — But  where 's  my  fooll    I 
have  not  seen  him  this  two  days. 

Knight.  Since  my  young  lady's  going  into  France,  Su",  the  fool  hath 
much  pined  away. 

Lmr.  No  more  of  that ;  I  have  noted  it  well. — Go  you,  and  tell 
my  daughter  I  would  speak  with  her. — 
Go  you,  call  hither  my  fool. — 

Re-enter  Oswald. 
O,  you  Sir,  you,  come  you  hither,  Sir :  who  am  I,  Sir? 

Osw,  My  lady's  father. 

Lear,  My  lady's  father !  my  lord's  knave  :  you  whoreson  dog !  you 
slave !  you  cur ! 

Osw,  I  am  none  of  these,  my  lord ;  I  beseech  your  pardon. 

Lear.  Do  you  bandy  looks  with  me,  you  rascaj  ?       [^Striking  him* 

Osw,  I  '11  not  be  struck,  my  lord. 

Kent.  Nor  tripped  neither,  you  base  foot-ball  player. 

\Tripping  up  his  heels* 

Lear.  I  thank  thee,  fellow ;  thou  servest  me,  and  1  '11  love  thee. 

Kent.  Come,  Sir,  arise,  away !  I  '11  teach  you  differences :  away, 
away !  If  you  will  measure  your  lubber's  length  again,  tarry :  but 
away !     Go  to ;  have  you  wisdom  ]  so.  [Pushes  Oswald  out. 

Lear.  Now,  my  friendly  knave,  I  thank  thee :  there 's  earnest  of 

thy  service.  \Giving  Kent  money. 

Enter  Fool. 

FaoL  Let  me  hire  him  too : — here 's  my  coxcomb. 

*  \Offering  Kent  his  cap. 

Lear.  How  now,  my  pretty  knave !  how  dost  thou  1 

Fool.  Sirrah,  you  were  best  take  my  coxcomb. 

Kent.  Why,  fool  ? 

Fool.  Why,  for  taking  one's  part  that 's  out  of  favour :  nay,  an  thou 
canst  not  smile  as  the  wind  sits,  thou 'It  catch  cold  shortly:  there, 
take  my  coxcomb:  why,  this  fellow  has  banished  two  of  his  daughters, 
and  did  the  third  a  blessing  against  his  will ;  if  thou  follow  him,  thou 
must  needs  wear  my  coxcomb. — How  now,  nuncle !  WouiO  I  had 
two  coxcombs,  and  two  daughters ! 

Lear.  Why,  my  boy  1 

Fool.  If  I  gave  them  all  my  living,  I  'd  keep  my  coxcombs  myself. 
Tliere  's  mine ;  beg  another  of  thy  daughters. 

•Lear.  Take  heed,  sirrah, — the  whip. 

Fool.  Truth 's  a  dog  must  to  kennel ;  he  must  be  whipped  out, 
when  Lady,  the  brach,  may  stand  by  the  fire  and  stink. 

Lear.  A  pestilent  gall  to  me ! 

Fool.  [To  Kent.]  Sirrah,  I  '11  teach  thee  a  speech. 

Lear.  Do. 
^01*  IV.  u 
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Fool  Mark  it,  ntmcle : — 

Have  more  than  thou  showest. 
Speak  less  than  thou  knowest, 
Lend  less  than  thou  owest, 
Ride  more  than  thou  goest, 
Learn  more  than  thou  trowest. 
Set  less  than  thou  throwest ; 
Leave  thy  drink  and  thy  whore. 
And  keep  in-a-door, 
And  thou  shalt  have  more 
Than  two  tens  to  a  score. 
J^mf.  This  is  nothing,  fool. 

Foo/.  Then,  'tis  like  the  breath  of  an  unfee'd  lawyer, — you  gave 
me  nothing  for 't — jZlan  you  make  no  use  of  nothing,  nuncle  ? 
Zmk  Why,  no,  boy ;  nothing  can  be  made  out  of  nothing. 
Foo/.  [To  Kent.]  Pr'ythee,  tell  him,  so  much  the  rent  of  his  land 
comes  to :  he  will  not  believe  a  fool 

Lear.  A  bitter  fool !  ^ 

Foo/.  Dost  thou  know  the  difference,  my  boy,  between  a  bitter 
fool  and  a  sweet  one  ? 
^X^ar,  No,  lad ;  teach  me. 
Fool.  That  lord  that  counsell'd  thee 
To  give  away  thy  land. 
Come  place  him  here  by  me,— 

Do  thou  for  him  stand : 
The  sweet  and  bitter  fool 
Will  presently  appear ; 
The  one  in  motley  here. 
The  other  found  out  there. 
Zear.  Dost  thou  call  me  fool,  boyi 

Fool  All  thy  other  titles  thou  hast  given  away ;  that  thou  wast 
bom  with. 

JCoit.  This  is  not  altogether  fool,  my  lord. 

Fool  No,  'faith,  lords  and  great  men  will  not  let  me ;  if  I  had  a 
monopoly  out,  they  would  have  part  on 't,  and  loads  too :  they  will 
not  let  me  have  all  fool  to  myself;  they'll  be  snatching. — Nuncle, 
give  me  an  egg,  and  I '11  give  thee  two  crowns. 
Zear,  What  two  crowns  shall  they  be  ? 

Fool  Why,  after  I  have  cut  the  egg  i'  the  middle,  and  eat  up  the 
meat,  the  two  crowns  of  the  egg.  When  thou  clovest  thy  crown  i' 
the  middle,  and  gavest  away  both  parts,  thou  borest  thine  ass  on 
ihy  back  o'er  the  dirt :  thou  hadst  little  wit  in  thy  bald  crown,  when 
thou  gavest  thy  golden  one  away.  If  I  speak  like  myself  in  this,  let 
him  be  whipped  that  first  finds  it  so. 


scare  nr.]  KING  LEAR.  179 

[Singing:'^  Fools  had  ne'er  less  grace  in  a  year ; 

For  wise  men  are  grown  foppish ; 
And  know  not  how  their  wits  to  wear, 
Their  manners  are  so  apish. 

I^ar.  When  were  you  wont  to  be  so  full  of  songs,  sirrah  1 

Iwl.  I  have  used  it,  nuncle,  ever  since  thou  madest  thy  daughters 

thy  mothers  :  for  when  thou  gavest  them  the  rod,  and  puttest  down 

thine  own  breeches, 

[Singing.]  Then  they  for  sudden  joy  did  weep, 

And  I  ior  sorrow  sung, 
That  such  a  king  should  play  ho-peep, 
And  go  the  fools  among. 

Pr'ythee,  nuncle,  keep  a  school-master  that  can  teach  thy  fool  to  lie : 
I  would  fain  learn  to  lie. 

Zear.  An  you  lie,  sirrah,  we  '11  have  you  whipped. 

JuHfl  I  marvel  what  kin  thou  and  thy  daughters  are :  they  '11  have 
me  whipped  for  speaking  true,  thou 'It  have  me  whipped  for  lying; 
and  sometimes  I  am  whipped  for  holding  my  peace.  I  had  rather 
be  any  kind  o'  thing  than  a  fool :  and  yet  I  would  not  be  thee, 
nunde ;  thou  hast  pared  thy  wit  o'  both  sides,  and  left  nothing  i'  the 
middle : — here  comes  one  o'  the  parings. 

Enter  GONBRIL. 

I^ar,  How  now,  daughter !  what  makes  that  frontlet  on  1 
Methinks  you  are  too  much  of  late  i'  the  frown. 

Jwl  Thou  wast  a  pretty  fellow,  when  thou  hadst  no  need  to  care 
for  her  frowning ;  now  thou  art  an  O  without  a  figure :  I  am  better 
than  thou  art  now ;  I  am  a  fool,  thou  art  nothing. — [To  Gon.]  Yes, 
forsooth,  I  will  hold  my  tongue ;  so  yoiu:  face  bids  me,  though  you 
say  nothing.     Mum,  mum. 

He  that  keeps  nor  crust  nor  crum. 
Weary  of  all,  shall  want  some. — 
That 's  a  shealed  peascod.  [Pointing  to  Lear. 

Gon.  Not  only.  Sir,  this  your  all-licens'd  fool, 
But  other  of  your  insolent  retinue 
Do  hourly  carp  and  quarrel ;  breaking  forth 
In  rank  and  not-to-be-endurbd  riots.     Sir, 
I  had  thought,  by  making  this  well  known  unto  you, 
To  have  found  a  safe  redress ;  but  now  grow  fearful, 
By  what  yourself  too  late  have  spoke  and  done. 
That  you  protect  this  course,  and  put  it  on 
By  your  allowance ;  which  if  you  should,  the  fault 
Would  not  'scape  censure,  nor  the  redresses  sleep, 
Which,  in  the  tender  of  a  wholesome  weal. 
Might  in  their  working  do  you  that  offence, 
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Wiiich  else  were  shame,  that  then  necessity 

Will  call  discreet  proceeding. 
FooL  For  you  trow,  nuncle, 

The  hedge-sparrow  fed  the  cuckoo  so  long, 
That  it  had  its  head  bit  off  by  its  young. 

So,  out  went  the  candle,  and  we  were  lefl  darkling. 
Lear,  Are  you  our  daughter  ? 
Gon,  I  would  you  would  make  use  of  your  good  wisdom. 

Whereof  I  know  you  are  fraught ;  and  put  away 

These  dispositions,  which  of  late  transform  you 

From  what  you  rightly  are. 
FooL  May  not  an  ass  know  when  the  cart  draws  the  horse  I — 
Whoop,  Jug !  I  love  thee. 

Ltar.  Does  any  here  know  mel — This  is  not  Lear:  does  Lear 
walk  thusi  speak  thusi    Where  are  his  eyesi     Either  his  notioa 
weakens,  or  his  discemings  are  lethargied. — Sleeping  or  waking  1— 
Ha !  sure  'tis  not  so. — Who  is  it  that  can  tell  me  who  I  am  1 — 
FooL  Lear's  shadow, — 

Lear,  I  would  learn  that ;  for,  by  the  marks  of  sovereignty,  know* 
ledge,  and  reason,  I  should  be  false  persfuaded  I  had  daughters. 
Fool,  UTiich  they  will  make  an  obedient  father. 
Lear,  Your  name,  fair  gentlewoman  1 
Gon,  This  admiration.  Sir,  is  much  o'  the  favour 

Of  other  your  new  pranks.     I  do  beseech  you 

To  understand  my  purposes  aright : 

As  you  are  old  and  reverend,  should  be  wise. 

Here  do  you  keep  a  hundred  knights  and  squires ; 

Men  so  disordered,  so  debauch'd  and  bold. 

That  this  our  court,  infected  with  their  manners, 

Shows  like  a  riotous  inn  :  epicurism  and  lust 

Make  it  more  like  a  tavern,  or  a  brothel. 

Than  a  grac'd  palace.     The  shame  itself  doth  speak 

For  instant  remedy :  be,  then,  desir'd 

By  her,  that  else  will  take  the  thing  she  begs, 

A  little  to  disquantity  your  train  ; 

And  the  remainder,  that  shall  still  depend. 

To  be  such  men  as  may  besort  your  age, 

Which  know  themselves  and  you. 
Lear,  Darkness  and  devils  l«- 

Saddle  my  horses ;  call  my  train  together. — 

Degenerate  bastard  1     I  '11  not  trouble  thee : 

Yet  have  I  left  a  daughter. 
Gon.  You  strike  my  people ;  and  your  disorder'd  rabble 

Make  servants  of  their  betters. 
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Enter  Albany. 

Leir,  Woe,  that  too  late  repents, — \To  Alb.]  O,  Sir,  are  you 
come) 
Is  it  your  will?    Speak,  Sir. — Prepare  my  horses.— 
Ingratitude,  thou  marble-hearted  fiend. 
More  hideous,  when  thou  show'st  thee  in  a  child. 
Than  the  sea-monster ! 

Alb,  Pray,  sir,  be  patient. 

Lear,  [71?  Gon.]  Detested  kite !  thouliest: 
My  train  are  men  of  choice  and  rarest  parts. 
That  all  particulars  of  duty  know. 
And  in  the  most  exact  regard  support 
The  worships  of  their  name. — O  most  small  fault, 
How  ugly  didst  thou  in  Cordelia  show ! 
Which,  like  an  engine,  wrench'd  my  frame  of  nature 
From  the  fix'd  place ;  drew  from  my  heart  all  love. 
And  added  to  the  gall.     O  Lear,  Lear,  Lear ! 
Beat  at  this  gate,  that  let  thy  folly  in,  [^Striking  his  head. 

And  thy  dear  judgment  out ! — Go,  go,  my  people. 

Alb,  My  lord,  I  am  guiltless,  as  I  am  ignorant 
Of  what  hath  mov*d  you. 

Lear.  It  may  be  so,  my  lord. — 

Hear,  nature,  hear ;  dear  goddess,  hear ! 
Suspend  thy  purpose,  if  thou  didst  intend 
To  make  this  creature  fruitful ! 
Into  her  womb  convey  sterility ! 
Dry  up  in  her  the  organs  of  increase ; 
And  from  her  derogate  body  never  spring 
A  babe  to  honour  her !     If  she  must  teem, 
Create  her  child  of  spleen ;  that  it  may  live, 
And  be  a  thwart  disnatur'd  torment  to  her ! 
Let  it  stamp  wrinkles  in  her  brow  of  youth ; 
With  cadent  tears  fret  channels  in  her  cheeks ; 
Turn  all  her  mother's  pains  and  benefits 
To  laughter  and  contempt  j  that  she  may  feel 
How  sharper  than  a  serpent's  tooth  it  is 
To  have  a  thankless  child ! — Away,  away  I  [Exit 

Alb,  Now,  gods  that  we  adore,  whereof  comes  this  1 

Gon,  Never  afBict  yourself  to  know  the  cause ; 

But  let  his  disposition  have  that  scope 

That  dotage  gives  it 

Re-enter  Lear. 

Lear,  What,  fifty  of  my  followers,  at  a  clap  I 

Within  a  fortnight ! 
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Alb.  What 's  the  matter,  Sir  1 

Lear.  I'll  tell  thee;— [r^  Gon.]   Life  and  death!   I  am 
asham'd 
That  thou  hast  power  to  shake  my  manhood  thus ; 
That  these  hot  tears,  which  break  from  me  perforce. 
Should  make  thee  worth  them.     Blasts  and  fpgs  upon  thee  1 
Th'  untented  woundings  of  a  father's  curse 
Pierce  every  sense  about  thee ! — Old  fond  eyes, 
£eweep  this  cause  again,  I  '11  pluck  you  out, 
And  cast  you,  with  the  waters  that  you  lose, 
To  temper  clay. — Ha  I 
Let  it  be  so : — I  have  another  daughter, 
Who,  I  am  sure,  is  kind  and  comfortable : 
When  she  shall  hear  this  of  thee,  with  her  nails 
She'll  flay  thy  wolfish  visage.    Thou  shalt  find 
That  I  '11  resume  the  shape,  which  thou  dost  think 
I  have  cast  off  for  ever. 

[Exeunt  Lear,  Kent,  o/mT  Attendants. 

GoTu  Do  you  mark  that  1 

Alb.  I  cannot  be  so  partial,  Goneril, 
To  the  great  love  I  bear  you, — 

Gon.  Pray  you,  content — What,  Oswald,  ho ! — 
\To  the  Fool.]  You,  Sir,  more  knave ,  than  fool,  after  your 
master. 

Fool.  Nuncle  Lear,  nuncle  Lear,  tany,  and  take  the  fool  with 
thee. 

A  fox,  when  one  has  caught  her. 

And  such  a  daughter. 

Should  sure  to  the  slaughter. 

If  my  cap  would  buy  a  halter : 

So  the  fool  follows  after.  \Exit 

Gon.  This  man  hath  had  good  counsel : — a  hundred  knights ! 
'Tis  politic,  and  safe,  to  let  him  keep 
At  point  a  hundred  knights :  yes,  that,  on  every  dream, 
Each  buz,  each  fancy,  each  complaint,  dislike. 
He  may  enguard  his  dotage  with  their  powers, 
And  hold  our  lives  in  mercy. — Oswald,  I  say ! — 

Alb.  Well,  you  may  fear  too  far. 

Gon.  Safer  than  trust  too  far : 

Let  me  still  take  away  the  harms  I  fear. 
Not  fear  still  to  be  taken :  I  know  his  heart 
What  he  hath  utter'd  I  have  writ  my  sister ; 
If  she  sustain  him  and  his  hundred  knights. 
When  I  have  show'd  th'  unfitness, — 
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Ri-ifUir  Oswald. 

How  now,  Oswald  1 

"What,  have  you  writ  that  letter  to  my  sister  ] 
Osw,  Ay,  Madam. 
G<m,  Take  you  some  company,  and  away  to  horse : 

Inform  her  full  of  my  particular  fear ; 

And  thereto  add  such  reasons  of  your  own, 

As  may  compact  it  more.     Get  you  gone ; 

And  hasten  your  return.  \ExU  Oswald. 

No,  no,  my  lord, 

This  milky  gentleness,  and  course  of  yours. 

Though  I  condemn  not,  yet,  under  pardon. 

You  are  much  more  attask'd  for  want  of  wisdom. 

Than  prais'd  for  harmful  mildness. 
Alb,  How  fiar  your  eyes  may  pierce,  I  cannot  tell : 

Striving  to  better,  oft  we  mar  what's  well 
Gou,  Nay,  then — 
Aib.  WeU,  well ;  the  event  [Exa<nt. 

SCENE  V. — Court  before  the  Duke  of  Albany's  Palace. 

Enter  Lear,  Kent,  and  FooL 

Lear,  Go  you  before  to  Glostet  with  these  letters.  Acquaint  my 
daughter  no  farther  with  any  thing  you  know,  than  comes  from  her 
demand  out  of  the  letter.  If  your  diligence  be  not  speedy,  I  shall 
be  there  before  you. 

Kent,  I  will  not  sleep,  my  lord,  till  I  have  delivered  your  letter. 

[Exit 

Fool,  If  a  man's  brains  were  in 's  heels,  were 't  not  in  danger  of 
kibes  1 

Lear.  Ay,  boy. 

Fool,  Then,  I  pr'ythee,  be  merry ;  thy  wit  shall  not  go  slipshod. 

Lear,  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

/2w/.  Shalt  see,  thy  other  daughter  will  use  thee  kindly;  for 
though  she  *s  as  like  this,  as  a  crab  is  like  an  apple,  yet  I  can  tell 
what  I  can  tell 

Lear,  What  canst  tell,  boy  1 

Fool,  She  will  taste  as  like  this,  as  a  crab  does  to  a  crab.  Thou 
canst  tell  why  one's  nose  stands  i'  the  middle  on 's  face  % 

Lear,  No. 

Fool,  Why,  to  keep  one's  eyes  of  either  side 's  nose  j  that  what  * 
roan  cannot  smell  out,  he  may  spy  inta 

Littr,  I  did  her  wrong : — 
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FooL  Canst  tell  how  an  oyster  makes  his  shell? 

Lear,  No. 

Fool,  Nor  I  neither ;  but  I  can  tell  why  a  snail  has  a  house. 

Lear.  Why? 

Fool,  Why,  to  put  his  head  in ;  not  to  give  it  away  to  his  daugh- 
ters, and  leave  his  horns  without  a  case. 

Lear,  I  will  forget  my  nature. — So  kind  a  father! — Be  my  horses 
ready  ? 

FooL  Thy  asses  are  gone  about  'em.     The  reason  why  the  seven 
stars  are  no  more  than  seven  is  a  pretty  reason. 

Lear,  Because  they  are  not  eight  ? 

FooL  Yes,  indeed :  thou  wouldst  make  a  good  fool. 

Lear,  To  take  it  again  perforce ! — Monster  ingratitude  ! 

Fool,  If  thou  wert  my  fool,  nuncle,  I  'd  have  thee  beaten  for  being 
old  before  thy  time. 

Lear,  How  *s  that  ? 

FooL  Thou  shouldst  not  have  been  old  before  thou  hadst  been 
wise. 

Lear,  O,  let  me  not  be  mad,  not  mad,  sweet  heaven ! 
Keep  me  in  temper:  I  would  not  be  mad ! — 

Enter  Gentleman. 

How  now !    Are  the  horses  ready  ? 
Gent  Ready,  my  lord. 
Lear,  Come,  boy. 
FooL  She  that 's  a  maid  now,  and  laughs  at  my  departure, 

Shall  not  be  a  maid  long,  unless  things  be  cut  shorter. 

\Exeunt 
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ACT   II. 
SCENE  I. — A  Court  within  t/ie  Castle  of  the  Earl  of  Gloster. 

Enter  Edmund  and  Curan,  meeting. 

Edm,  Save  thee,  Curan. 

Cur,  And  you.  Sir.  I  have  been  with  your  father,  and  given  him 
notice,  that  the  duke  of  Cornwall,  and  Regan  his  duchess,  will  be 
here  with  him  to-night 

Edm,  How  comes  that  ? 

Cur.  Nay,  I  know  not. — You  have  heard  of  the  news  abroad, — I 
mean  the  whispered  ones,  for  they  are  yet  but  ear-kissing  aigu* 
ments? 
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£dm.  Not  I :  pray  you,  what  are  they  ? 

Cur,  Have  you  heard  of  no  likely  wars  toward,  'twixt  the  dufces 
of  Cornwall  and  Albany? 

£dm.  Not  a  word. 

Cur,  You  may,  then,  in  time.     Fare  you  well.  Sir.  [ExU, 

£dm.  The  duke  be  here  to-night]    The  better!  best! 
This  weaves  itself  perforce  into  my  business. 
My  father  hath  set  guard  to  take  my  brother ; 
And  I  have  one  thing,  of  a  queasy  question, 
Which  I  must  act: — briefness,  and  fortune,  work.! — 
Brother,  a  word ;— descend : — brother,  I  say ! 

Enter  Edgar. 
My  father  watches  : — O  Sir,  fly  this  place  ; 
Intelligence  is  given  where  you  are  hid ; 
You  have  now  the  good  advantage  of  the  night : — 
Have  you  not  spoken  'gainst  the  duke  of  Cornwall  1 
He 's  coming  hither ;  now,  i'  the  night,  i'  the  haste. 
And  Regan  with  him :  have  you  nothing  said 
Upon  his  party  'gainst  the  duke  of  Albany  ] 
Advise  yourself. 

Edg,  I  am  sure  on 't,  not  a  word. 

£dm,  I  hear  my  father  coming : — pardon  me  ; 

In  cunning,  I  must  draw  ray  sword  upon  you : — 
Draw:  seem  to  defend  yourself:  now  'quit  you  well. — 
Yield  i — come  before  my  father. — Light,  ho,  here ! — 
Fly,  brother. — ^Torches,  torches ! — So,  farewell. — 

\Exit  Edgar. 
Some  blood  drawn  on  me  would  beget  opinion 

[  Wounds  his  arm. 
Of  my  more  fierce  endeavour :  I  have  seen  drunkards 
Do  more  than  this  in  sport. — Father,  father ! — 
Stop,  stop  ! — No  help  1 

Enter  Gloster,  and  Servants  with  torches, 
Gio.  Now,  Edmund,  where  *s  the  villain  ? 
£dm.  Here  stood  he  in  the  dark,  his  sharp  sword  out, 

Mumbling  of  wicked  charms,  c6njuring  the  moon 

To  stand  auspicious  mistress, — 
Gh.  But  where  is  he  I 

Edm.  Look,  Sir,  I  bleed. 

Gh.  Where  is  the  villain,  Edmund  ? 

Edm,  Fled  this  way.  Sir.    WJien  by  no  means  he  could — 
Gh,  Pursue  him,  ho ! — Go  after. — [Exeunt  sonic  Servants.]  "  By 
no  means"  whati 
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Edm.  Persuade  me  to  the  murder  of  your  lordship ; 
But  that  I  told  him,  the  revenging  gods 
'Gainst  parricides  did  all  their  thunders  bend ; 
Spoke,  with  how  manifold  and  strong  a  bond 
The  child  was  bound  to  the  father ; — Sir,  in  fine, 
Seeing  how  loathly  opposite  I  stood 
To  his  unnatural  purpose,  in  fell  motion, 
With  his  prepared  sword,  he  charges  home 
My  unprovided  body,  lanc'd  mine  arm : 
But  when  he  saw  my  best  alarum*d  spirits. 
Bold  in  the  quarrel's  right,  rous*d  to  th'  encounter, 
Or  whether  gasted  by  the  noise  I  made. 
Full  suddenly  he  fled. 

Glo.  Let  him  fly  far : 

Not  in  this  land  shall  he  remain  uncaught ; 
And  found— despatch. — The  noble  duke  my  master. 
My  worthy  arch  and  patron,  comes  to-night : 
By  his  authority  I  will  proclaim  it. 
That  he  which  finds  him  shall  deserve  our  thanks, 
Bringing  the  murderous  coward  to  the  stake ; 
He  that  conceals  him,  death. 

Edm,  When  I  dissuaded  him  fi*om  his  intent. 
And  found  him  pight  to  do  it,  with  curst  speech 
I  threatened  to  discover  him :  he  replied, 
''  Thou  unpossessing  bastard !  dost  thou  think. 
If  I  would  stand  against  thee,  would  the  reposal 
Of  any  trust,  virtue,  or  worth,  in  thee 
Make  thy  words  faith'd  ]    No :  what  I  should  deny, 
(As  this  I  would ;  ay,  though  thou  didst  produce 
My  very  character,)  I  'd  turn  it  all 
To  thy  suggestion,  plot,  and  damnfed  practice : 
And  thou  must  make  a  dullard  of  the  world, 
If  they  not  thought  the  profits  of  my  death 
Were  very  pregnant  and  potential  spurs 
To  make  thee  seek  it." 

Glo.  Strong  and  fastened  villain ! 

Would  he  deny  his  letter? — I  never  got  him. —  \^Tt4ckd  wiihitu 
Hark,  the  duke*s  trumpets !     I  know  not  why  he  comes. — 
All  ports  I  '11  bar ;  the  villain  shall  not  'scape ; 
The  duke  must  grant  me  that :  besides,  his  picture 
I  will  send  far  and  near,  that  all  the  kingdom 
May  have  due  note  of  him  ;  and  of  my  land. 
Loyal  and  natural  boy,  I  '11  work  the  means 
To  make  thee  capable. 
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£mter  CoiLsyfALL,  Regan,  an^/ Attendants. 
Com.  How  now,  my  noble  friend  I  since  I  came  hither, 
(Which  I  can  call  but  now,)  I  have  heard  strange  news. 

J?<5f.  If  it  be  true,  all  vengeance  comes  too  short, 
Which  can  pursue  th'  offender.     How  dost,  my  lord? 

G/o,  O  Madam,  my  old  heart  is  crack'd, — it 's  crack*d 
i?^.  What,  did  my  father's  godson  seek  your  life? 
He  whom  my  father  nam'd?  your  Edgar? 

G/o.  O  lady,  lady,  shame  would  have  it  hid  1 
X/g.  Was  he  not  companion  with  the  riotous  knights 
That  tend  upon  my  father? 

Glo.  I  know  not.  Madam : — 'tis  too  bad,  too  bad. 

£tim.  Yes,  Madam,  he  was  of  that  consort. 

^<f.  No  marvel,  then,  though  he  were  ill  affected  : 
'Tis  they  have  put  him  on  the  old  man's  death, 
To  have  th'  expense  and  waste  of  his  revenues. 
I  have  this  present  evening  from  my  sister 
Been  well  informed  of  them ;  and  with  such  cautions, 
That  if  they  come  to  sojourn  at  my  house, 
I  'U  not  be  there. 

Com.  Nor  I,  assure  thee,  Regan. — 

Edmund,  I  hear  that  you  have  shown  your  father 
A  child-like  office. 

£dm.  'Twas  my  duty,  Sir. 

Glo.  He  did  bewray  his  practice ;  and  receiv'd 
This  hurt  you  see,  striving  to  apprehend  him. 

Com.  Is  he  pursu'd  ? 

Gio.  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

Com.  If  he  be  taken,  he  shall  never  more 
Be  fear'd  of  doing  harm :  make  your  own  purpose. 
How  in  my  strength  you  please. — For  you,  Edmund, 
Whose  virtue  and  obedience  doth  this  instant 
So  much  commend  itself,  you  shall  be  ours : 
Natures  of  such  deep  trust  we  shall  much  need ; 
You  we  first  seize  on, 

£dm.  1  shall  serve  you.  Sir, 

Truly,  however  else. 

GU.  For  him  I  thank  your  grace. 

Com.  You  know  not  why  we  came  to  visit  you, — 

££g.  Thus  out  of  season,  threading  dark-ey'd  night : 
Occasions,  noble  Gloster,  of  some  poise. 
Wherein  we  must  have  use  of  your  advice : — 
Our  father  he  hath  writ,  so  hath  our  sister. 
Of  differences,  which  I  best  thought  it  fit 
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To  answer  from  our  home  :  the  several  messengers 
From  hence  attend  despatch.     Our  good  old  friend, 
Lay  comforts  to  your  bosom ;  and  bestow 
Your  needful  counsel  to  our  business, 
Which  craves  the  instant  use. 
Glo,  I  serve  you,  Madam : 

Your  graces  are  right  welcome.  \Ex€unt. 

SCENE  W.— Before  Gloster's  Castle. 

Enter  Kent  and  Oswald,  severally, 

Osw.  Good  dawning  to  thee,  friend :  art  of  this  house! 

Kent,  Ay. 

Osuf.  Where  may  we  set  our  horses  1 

Kent.  V  the  mire. 

Osw.  Pr'ythee,  if  thou  love  me,  tell  me. 

Kent.  I  love  thee  not 

Osw.  Why,  then,  I  care  not  for  thee. 

Kent.  If  I  had  thee  in  Lipsbury  pinfold,  I  would  make  thee  care 
for  me. 

Osw.  Why  dost  thou  use  me  thusi    I  know  thee  not 

Kent.  Fellow,  I  know  thee. 

Osw.  What  dost  thou  know  me  for  ? 

Kef  it.  A  knave ;  a  rascal ;  an  eater  of  broken  meats ;  a  base* 
proud,  shallow,  beggarly,  three-suited,  hundred-pound,  filthy,  worsted- 
stocking  knave;  a  lily-liver'd,  action-taking  knave;  a  whoreson  glass- 
gazing,  superserviceable,  finical  rogue;  one-trunk-inheriting  slave;  one 
that  wouldst  be  a  bawd,  in  way  of  good  service,  and  art  nothing  but 
the  composition  of  a  knave,  beggar,  coward,  pander,  and  the  son 
and  heir  of  a  mongrel  bitch  :  one  whom  I  will  beat  into  clamorous 
whining,  if  thou  deniest  the  least  syllable  of  thy  addition. 

Os7v.  Why,  what  a  monstrous  fellow  art  thou,  thus  to  rail  on  one, 
that  is  neither  known  of  thee,  nor  knows  thee ! 

Kent.  What  a  brazen-faced  varlet  art  thou,  to  deny  thou  knowest 
me !  Is  it  two  days  since  I  tripped  up  thy  heels,  and  beat  thee, 
before  the  king]  Draw,  you  rogue :  for,  though  it  be  night,  yet  the 
moon  shines ;  I  '11  make  a  sop  o'  the  moonshine  of  you :  [Drawing 
his  sword.]  Draw,  you  whoreson  cullionly  barbermonger,  draw. 

Osw.  Away !     I  have  nothing  to  do  with  thee. 

Kent.  Draw,  you  rascal :  you  come  with  letters  against  the  king ; 
and  take  Vanity,  the  puppet's,  part,  against  the  royalty  of  her  father: 
draw,  you  rogue,  or  I  '11  so  carbonado  your  shanks : — draw,  you 
rascal ;  come  your  ways. 

Osw.  Help,  ho !  murder !  help  I 
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Kent.  Strike,  you  slave;   stand,  rogue,  stand;   you  neat  slave, 
strike.  {Beating  him. 

Osw.  Help,  ho !  murder !  murder ! 

Enter  Cornwall,  Regan,  Gloster,  Edmund,  and  Servants. 
Edm,  How  now!     What 's  the  matter ? 

Kent  With  you,  goodman  boy,  if  you  please :  come,  I  '11  flesh 
you ;  come  on,  young  master. 

Glo,  Weapons !  arms !    What 's  the  matter  here  1 
Com,  Keep  peace,  upon  your  lives ; 

He  dies,  that  strikes  again.     What  is  the  matter! 
Reg,  The  messengers  from  our  sister  and  the  king. 
Corn,  What  is  your  difference  %  speak. 
Osw,  I  am  scarce  in  breath,  my  lord. 

Kent,  No  marvel,  you  have  so  bestirred  your  valour.     You  cow- 
ardly rascal,  nature  disclaims  in  thee  :  a  tailor  made  thee. 
Com,  Thou  art  a  strange  fellow :  a  tailor  make  a  man  ? 
Kent,  Ay,  a  tailor.  Sir :  a  stone-cutter,  or  a  painter,  could  not  have 
made  him  so  ill,  though  they  had  been  but  two  hours  at  the  trade. 
Com,  Speak  yet,  how  grew  your  quarrel  ? 
Osw,  This  ancient  ruffian.  Sir,  whose  life  I  have  spar'd 

At  suit  of  his  grey  beard, — 
Kent  lliou  whoreson  zed !  thou  unnecessary  letter  1 — My  lord,  if 
you  will  give  me  leave,  I  will  tread  this  unbolted  villain  into  mortar, 
and  daub  the  wall  of  a  jakes  with  him. — Spare  my  grey  beard,  you 
wagtail? 

Com,  Peace,  sirrah ! 

You  beastly  knave,  know  you  no  reverence  1 
Kent  Yes,  Sir ;  but  anger  hath  a  privilege. 
Com.  Why  art  thou  angry? 
Kent,  That  such  a  slave  as  this  should  wear  a  sword. 

Who  wears  no  honesty.     Such  smiling  rogues  as  these. 

Like  rats,  oft  bite  the  holy  cords  atwain 

Which  are  too  intrinse  f  unloose ;  smooth  every  passion 

That  in  the  natures  of  their  lords  rebels ; 

Bring  oil  to  fire,  snow  to  their  colder  moods ; 

Renege,  affirm,  and  turn  their  halcyon  beaks 

With  every  gale  and  vary  of  their  masters, 

Knowing  naught,  like  dogs,  but  following.— 

A  plague  upon  your  epileptic  visage ! 

Smile  you  my  speeches,  as  I  were  a  fool  1 

Goose,  if  I  had  you  upon  Sarum  plain, 

I  'd  drive  ye  cackUng  home  to  Camelot 
Com,  What,  art  thou  mad,  old  fellow  ? 
Ch,  How  fell  you  out  ?  say  that. 
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Kent  No  contraries  hold  more  antipathy, 

Than  I  and  such  a  knave. 
Com.  Why  dost  thou  call  him  knave  1    What  is  his  &ult1 
Kent,  His  countenance  likes  me  not 
Com,  No  more,  perchance,  does  mine,  nor  his,  nor  herSb 
Kent,  Sir,  'tis  my  occupation  to  be  plain : 

I  have  seen  better  faces  in  my  time, 

Than  stands  on  any  shoulder  that  I  see 

Before  me  at  this  instant. 
Corn,  This  is  some  fellow. 

Who,  having  been  prais'd  for  bluntness,  doth  affect 

A  saucy  roughness,  and  constrains  the  garb 

Quite  from  his  nature :  he  cannot  flatter,  he, — 

An  honest  mind  and  plain, — ^he  must  speak  truth  I 

An  they  will  take  it,  so ;  if  not,  he 's  plain. 

These  kind  of  knaves  I  know,  which  in  this  plainness 

Harbour  more  crafl,  and  more  corrupter  ends, 

Than  twenty  silly  ducking  observants. 

That  stretch  their  duties  nicely. 
Kent.  Sir,  in  good  sooth,  in  sincere  verity. 

Under  th'  allowance  of  your  grand  aspect. 

Whose  influence,  like  the  wreath  of  radiant  fire 

On  flickering  Phoebus'  front, — 
Com,  What  mean'st  by  this! 

Kent,  To  go  out  of  my  dialect,  which  you  discommend  so  much. 
1  know.  Sir,  I  am  no  flatterer :  he  that  beguiled  you  in  a  plain  accent 
was  a  plain  knave ;  which,  for  my  part,  I  will  not  be,  though  I 
should  win  your  displeasure  to  entreat  me  to 't 
Com,  What  was  the  offence  you  gave  him  1 
Osw,  I  never  gave  him  any . 

It  pleas'd  the  king,  his  master,  very  late. 

To  strike  at  me,  upon  his  misconstruction  ; 

When  he,  compact,  and  flattering  his  displeasure, 

Tripp'd  me  behind ;  being  down,  insulted,  rail'd, 

And  put  upon  him  such  a  deal  of  man. 

That  worthied  him,  got  praises  of  the  king 

For  him  attempting  who  was  self-subdu'd ; 

And,  in  the  fleshment  of  this  dread  exploit, 

Drew  on  me  here  again. 
Kent,  None  of  these  rogues,  and  cowards^ 

But  Ajax  is  their  fooL 
Com,  Fetch  forth  the  stocks ! — 

You  stubborn  ancient  knave,  you  reverend  braggart, 

We  '11  teach  you — 
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Kent,  Sir,  I  am  too  old  to  learn : 

Call  not  your  stocks  for  me :  I  serve  the  kmg ; 
On  whose  employment  I  was  sent  to  you : 
You  shall  do  small  respect,  show  too  bold  malice 
Against  the  grace  and  person  of  my  master, 
Stocking  his  messenger. 

Conu  Fetch  fordi  the  stocks  f — 

As  I  have  life  and  honour,  there  shall  he  sit  till  noon. 

Reg,  Till  noon !  till  night,  my  lord ;  and  all  night  too. 

Kent,  Why,  Madam,  if  I  were  your  father's  dog, 
You  should  not  use  me  so. 

Reg.  Sir,  being  his  knave,  I  will 

Com,  This  is  a  fellow  of  the  self-same  colour 
Our  sister  speaks  of. — Come,  bring  away  the  stocks ! 

\Stocks  brought  out, 

Gio,  Let  me  beseech  your  grace  not  to  do  so : 
His  fault  is  much,  and  the  good  king  his  master 
Will  check  him  for't :  your  purposed  low  correction 
Is  such,  as  basest  and  contemned'st  wretches. 
For  pilferings  and  most  common  trespasses, 
Are  punish'd  wkh :  the  king  must  take  it  ill, 
That  he,  so  slightly  valu'd  in  his  messenger, 
Should  have  him  thus  restrain'd. 

Com,  I'll  answer  that 

Reg,  My  sister  may  receive  it  much  more  wone. 
To  have  her  gendeman  abus'd,  assaulted. 
For  following  her  affairs. — Put  in  his  legs. — 

[Kent  is^ut  in  the  stocks. 
Come,  my  lord,  away.      \Exeunt  ail  except  Gloster  and  Kent. 

Gio.  I  am  sorry  for  thee,  friend ;  'tis  the  duke's  pleasure, 
Whose  disposition,  all  the  world  well  knows. 
Will  not  be  nibb'd  nor  stopp'd :  I  '11  entreat  for  thee. 

Kent,  Pray,  do  not,  Sir :  I  have  watch'd,  and  travell'd  hard ; 
Some  time  I  shall  sleep  out,  the  rest  I  '11  whistle. 
A  good  man's  fortune  may  grow  out  at  heels : 
Give  you  good  morrow ! 

Gio.  The  duke  *s  to  blame  in  this ;  'twill  be  ill  taken.    [Exit. 

Kent.  Good  king,  that  must  approve  the  common  saw, — 
Thou  out  of  heaven's  benediction  com'st 
To  the  warm  sun  I 

Approach,  thou  beacon  to  this  under  globe, 
That  by  thy  comfortable  beams  I  may 
Peruse  this  letter ! — Nothing,  almost,  sees  miracles. 
But  misery : — I  know  'tis  from  Cordelia, 
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Who  hath  mosft  fortunately  been  inform'd 

Of  my  obscurM  course ;  and  shall  find  time 

From  this  enormous  state, — seeking  to  give 

Losses  their  remedies, — All  weary  and  o'er-watch'd, 

Take  vantage,  heavy  eyes,  not  to  behold 

This  shameful  lodging.     Fortune,  good  night : 

Smile  once  more ;  turn  thy  wheel !  [Ife  sletjffs. 


SCENE  lll,—77u  Open  Country. 

Enter  Edgar. 
Edg.  I  heard  myself  proclaimed ; 
And  by  the  happy  hollow  of  a  tree 
Escaped  the  hunt     No  port  is  free ;  no  place. 
That  guard,  and  most  unusual  vigilance, 
Does  not  attend  my  taking.     While  I  may  'scape, 
I  will  preserve  myself:  and  am  bethought 
To  take  the  basest  and  most  poorest  shape. 
That  ever  penury,  in  contempt  of  man, 
Brought  near  to  beast :  my  face  I  '11  grime  with  filth : 
Blanket  my  loins ;  elf  all  my  hair  in  knots ; 
And  with  presented  nakedness  out-face 
The  winds  and  persecutions  of  the  sky. 
The  country  gives  me  proof  and  precedent 
Of  Bedlam  beggars,  who,  with  roaring  voices. 
Strike  in  their  numb*d  and  mortified  bare  arms 
Pins,  wooden  pricks,  nails,  sprigs  of  rosemary ; 
And  with  this  horrible  object,  from  low  farms, 
Poor  pelting  villages,  sheep-cotes,  and  mills, 
Sometime  with  lunatic  bans,  sometime  with  prayers, 
Enforce  their  charity. — Poor  Turlygod !  poor  Tom  S 
That 's  something  yet : — Edgar  I  nothing  am.  [Exit 

SCENE  W.— Before  Gloster's  Castle.     Kent  in  the  Stocks. 

Enter  Lear,  Fool,  and  Gentleman. 

Lear.  Tis  strange  that  they  should  so  depart  from  homei 
And  not  send  back  my  messenger. 

Gent.  As  I  leam'd. 

The  night  before  there  was  no  purpose  in  them 
Of  this  remove. 

Kent.  Hail  to  thee,  noble  master  I 

Lear.  Ha! 
Mak*st  thou  this  shame  thy  pastime  \ 
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Kent.  No,  my  lord. 

Fool,  Ha,  ha!  he  wears  cruel  garters.  Horses  are  tied  by  the 
head,  dogs  and  bears  by  the  neck,  monkeys  by  the  loins,  and  men 
by  the  legs :  when  a  man  is  over-lusty  at  legs,  then  he  wears  wooden 
nether-stocks. 

Liar.  What's  he,  that  hath  so  much  thy  place  mistook. 
To  set  thee  here  1 

Kent  It  is  both  he  and  she, — 

Your  son  and  daughter. 

Lear.  No. 

Keni.  Yes. 

Lear.  No,  I  say. 

Kent.  I  say,  yea. 

Lear.  No,  no,  they  would  not 

Kent.  Yes,  they  have. 

Lear.  By  Jupiter,  I  swear,  no. 

Kent.  1^  Jimo,  I  swear,  ay. 

Lear.  They  durst  not  do 't ; 

They  could  not,  would  not  do 't ;  'tis  worse  than  murder. 
To  do  upon  respect  such  violent  outrage  : 
Resolve  me,  with  all  modest  haste,  which  way 
Thou  mightst  deserve,  or  they  impose,  this  usage. 
Coming  from  us. 

Kent.  My  lord,  when  at  their  home 

I  did  commend  your  highness'  letters  to  them, 
Ere  I  was  risen  from  the  place  that  show'd 
My  duty  kneeling,  came  there  a  reeking  post, 
Stew'd  in  his  haste,  half  breathless,  panting  forth 
From  Goneril,  his  mistress,  salutations ; 
Delivefd  letters,  spite  of  intermission. 
Which  presently  they  read :  on  whose  contents, 
They  summon*d  up  their  meiny,  straight  took  horse ; 
Commanded  me  to  follow,  and  attend 
The  leisure  of  their  answer ;  gave  me  cold  looks : 
And  meeting  here  the  other  messenger. 
Whose  welcome,  I  perceived,  had  poison'd  mine, 
(Being  the  very  fellow  which  of  late 
Displa/d  so  saucily  against  your  highness,) 
Having  more  man  than  wit  about  me,  drew : 
He  rais'd  the  house  ^^ith  loud  and  coward  cries. 
Your  son  and  daughter  found  this  trespass  worth 
The  shame  which  here  it  suffers. 

,  FooL  Winter 's  not  gone  yet,  if  the  wild  geese  fly  that  way. 

VOL.  IV.  N 
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Fathers,  that  wear  rags, 

Do  make  their  children  blind ; 
But  fathers,  that  bear  bags, 

Shall  see  their  children  kind. 
Fortune,  that  arrant  whore, 
Ne'er  turns  the  key  to  the  poor. — 
But,  for  all  this,  thou  shalt  have  as  many  dolours  for  thy  daughters, 
as  thou  canst  tell  in  a  year. 
I^ar,  O,  how  this  mother  swells  up  toward  my  heart ! 
Hysterica  passio^ — down,  thou  climbing  sorrow, 
Thy  element 's  below  ! — ^Where  is  this  daughter  ? 
Kent  With  the  earl.  Sir,  here  within. 
Lear.  Follow  me  not ; 

Stay  here.  {Exit. 

Gent.  Made  you  no  more  offence  than  what  you  speak  of? 
Kent.  None. 

How  chance  the  king  comes  with  so  small  a  train  1 
Fool.  An  thou  hadst  been  set  i'  the  stocks  for  that  question,  thou 
hadst  well  deserved  it 
Ketit.  Why,  fool  1 

Fool.  We  '11  set  thee  to  school  to  an  ant,  to  teach  thee  there'  s  no 
labouring  i'  the  winter.  All  that  follow,  their  noses  are  led  by  their 
eyes,  but  blind  men ;  and  there 's  not  a  nose  among  twenty,  but  can 
smell  him  that 's  stinking.  Let  go  thy  hold  when  a  great  wheel  rvns 
dov^Ti  a  hill,  lest  it  break  thy  neck  with  following  it ;  but  the  great 
one  that  goes  up  the  hill,  let  him  draw  thee  after.  When  a  wise  man 
gives  thee  better  counsel,  give  me  mine  again :  I  would  have  none 
but  knaves  follow  it,  since  a  fool  gives  it. 

That  Sir,  which  serves  and  seeks  for  gain. 

And  follows  but  for  form, 
Will  pack  when  it  begins  to  rain, 

And  leave  thee  in  the  storm. 
But  I  will  tarry ;  the  fool  will  stay. 

And  let  the  wise  man  fly : 
The  knave  turns  fool  that  runs  away ; 
The  fool  no  knave,  perdy. 
Kent.  Where  leam'd  you  this,  fool  ] 
Fool,  Not  i'  the  stocks,  fooL 

Re-enter  Lear,  with  Gloster. 

Lear.  Deny  to  speak  with  me?    They  are  sick?  they  are  weary t 
They  have  travell'd  hard  to-night  ?     Mere  fetches ; 
The  images  of  revolt  and  flying  off. 
Fetch  me  a  better  answer. 
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Glo.  My  dear  lord, 

You  know  thp  fiery  quality  of  the  duke ; 
How  unremovable  and  fix'd  he  is 
In  his  own  course. 

I^ar,  Vengeance  I  plague !  death !  confusion  !— 
Fiery t  what  quality?    Why,  Gloster,  Gloster, 
I  'd  speak  with  the  duke  of  Cornwall  and  his  wife. 

Glo.  Well,  my  good  lord,  I  have  inform'd  them  so. 

Lear.  Inform'd  them  I    Dost  thou  understand  me,  man  f 

Gh,  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

Lear.  The  king  would  speak  with  Cornwall ;  the  dear  father 
Would  with  his  daughter  speak,  commands  her  service : 
Are  they  inform'd  of  this  ?— My  breath  and  blood ! — 
Fiery  1  the  fiery  duke !— Tell  the  hot  duke,  that— 
No,  but  not  yet : — ^may  be,  he  is  not  well : 
Infirmity  doth  still  neglect  all  office. 
Whereto  our  health  is  bound ;  we  are  not  ourselves. 
When  nature,  being  oppress'd,  commands  the  mind 
To  suffer  with  the  body :  I  '11  forbear ; 
And  am  fallen  out  with  my  more  headier  will, 
To  take  the  indispos'd  and  sickly  fit 
For  the  sound  man. — \Lookir^  an  Kent.]     Death  on  my 

state !  wherefore 
Should  he  sit  here?    This  act  persuades  me. 
That  this  remotion  of  the  duke  and  her 
Is  practice  only.     Give  me  my  servant  forth. 
Go,  tell  the  duke  and 's  wife,  I  'd  speak  with  them. 
Now,  presently :  bid  them  come  forth  and  hear  me, 
Or  at  their  chamber  door  I  '11  beat  the  drum. 
Till  it  cry  sleep  to  death. 

GlOn  I  would  have  all  well  betwixt  you.  \Exit. 

Lear.  O  me,  my  heart,  my  rising  heart !— but,  down ! 

Fool.  Cry  to  it,  nuncle,  as  the  cockney  did  to  the  eels,  when  she 
put  them  i'  the  paste  alive ;  she  rapp'd  'em  o'  the  coxcombs  with  a 
stick,  and  cried,  "  Down,  wantons,  down ! "  'Twas  her  brother,  that, 
in  pure  kindness  to  his  horse,  buttered  his  hay. 

Enter  Cornwall,  Regan,  Gloster,  and  Servants. 
Lear.  Good  morrow  to  you  both. 
Corn.  Hail  to  your  grace  I 

[Kent  is  set  at  liberty. 
£eg.  I  am  glad  to  see  your  highness. 
Lear.  Regan,  I  think  you  are ;  I  know  what  reason 
I  have  to  think  so :  if  thou  shouldst  not  be  glad. 
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I  would  divorce  me  from  thy  mother's  tomb, 
Sepulchring  an  adulteress. — [To  Kent.]  O,  are  you  free? 
Some  other  time  for  that — Belovfed  Regan, 
Thy  sister 's  naught :  O  Regan,  she  hath  tied 
Sharp-tooth'd  unkindness,  like  a  vulture,  here, — 

[Points  to  his  heart 
I  can  scarce  speak  to  thee ;  thou 'It  not  believe, 
With  how  deprav'd  a  quality — O  Regan ! 

Reg,  I  pray  you,  Sir,  take  patience :  I  have  hope, 
You  less  know  how  to  value  her  desert, 
Than  she  to  scant  her  duty. 
Lear.  Say,  how  is  that  ? 

Reg,  I  cannot  think,  my  sister  in  the  least 
Would  fail  her  obligation :  if,  Sir,  perchance. 
She  have  restrain'd  the  riots  of  your  followers, 
'Tis  on  such  ground,  and  to  such  wholesome  end. 
As  clears  her  from  all  blame. 
Lear.  My  curses  on  her ! 
Reg.  O,  Sir,  you  are  old ; 

Nature  in  you  stands  on  the  very  verge 
Of  her  confine :  you  should  be  rul'd,  and  led 
By  some  discretion,  that  discerns  your  state 
Better  than  you  yourself.     Therefore,  I  pray  you, 
That  to  our  sister  you  do  make  return ; 
Say,  you  have  wrong'd  her,  Sir. 

Lear.  Ask  her  forgiveness  ? 

Do  you  but  mark  how  this  becomes  the  house :  [Kneeling^ 

*^  Dear  daughter,  I  confess  that  I  am  old ; 
Age  is  unnecessary :  on  my  knees  I  beg 
That  you  '11  vouchsafe  me  raiment,  bed,  and  food." 

Rig.  Good  Sir,  no  more ;  these  are  unsightly  tricks  : 
Return  you  to  my  sister. 

Lear.  [Rising,]  Never,  Regan : 

She  hath  abated  me  of  half  my  train ; 
Look'd  black  upon  me ;  struck  me  with  her  tongue, 
Most  serpent-like,  upon  the  ver}'  heart : — 
All  the  stored  vengeances  of  heaven  fall 
On  her  ingrateful  top  !     Strike  her  young  bones, 
You  taking  airs,  with  lameness ! 

Com.  Fie,  Sir,  fie ! 

Lear.  You  nimble  lightnings,  dart  your  blinding  flames 
Into  her  scornful  eyes  1    Infect  her  beauty. 
You  fen-suck'd  fogs,  drawn  by  the  powerful  sun. 
To  fall  and  blast  her  pride ! 
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Reg,  O  the  blest  gods !    So  will  you  wish  on  me, 
When  the  rash  mood  is  on. 

Lear,  No,  Regan,  thou  shalt  never  have  my  curse ; 
Thy  tender-hefted  nature  shall  not  give 
Thee  o'er  to  harshness :  her  eyes  are  fierce ;  but  thine 
Do  comfort,  and  not  bum.    'Tis  not  in  thee 
To  grudge  my  pleasures,  to  cut  off  my  train, 
To  bandy  hasty  words,  to  scant  my  sizes, 
And,  in  conclusion,  to  oppose  the  bolt 
Against  my  coming  in :  thou  better  know'st 
The  offices  of  nature,  bond  of  childhood. 
Effects  of  courtesy,  dues  of  gratitude ; 
Thy  half  o^  the  kingdom  hast  thou  not  forgot. 
Wherein  I  thee  endow'd. 

Reg,  Good  Sir,  to  the  purpose. 

Lear.  Who  put  my  man  i'  the  stocks?  \Tttcket  within. 

Com,  What  trumpet 's  that  ? 

Reg,  I  know 't, — ^my  sister's :  this  approves  her  letter. 
That  she  would  soon  be  here. — 

Enter  Oswald. 

Is  your  lady  come  ? 
Lear,  This  is  a  slave,  whose  easy-borrow'd  pride 

Dwells  in  the  fickle  grace  of  her  he  follows. — 

Out|  varlet,  from  my  sight ! 

Com,  What  means  your  grace  \ 

Lear,  Who  stocked  my  servant?    Regan,  I  have  good  hope 

Thou  didst  not  know  oft — Who  comes  herel    O  heavens. 

Enter  GoNERiL. 

If  you  do  love  old  men,  if  your  sweet  sway 

Allow  obedience,  if  yourselves  are  old. 

Make  it  your  cause ;  send  down,  and  take  my  part ! — 

\To  GoN.]  Art  not  ashamed  to  look  upon  this  beard  1 — 

O  Regan,  wilt  thou  take  her  by  the  hand? 

Gon,  Why  not  by  the  hand,  Sir?    How  have  I  offended? 
All's  not  offence,  that  indiscretion  finds, 
And  dotage  terms  so. 

Lear,  O  sides,  you  are  too  tough ; 

Will  you  yet  hold? — How  came  my  man  i'  the  stocks? 

Com,  I  set  him  there,  Sir  \  but  his  own  disorders 
Deserv'd  much  less  advancement 

Lear.  You !  did  you? 

Reg,  I  pray  you,  father,  being  weak,  seem  sa 
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If,  till  the  expiration  of  your  month, 
You  will  return  and  sojourn  with  my  sister, 
Dismissing  half  your  train,  come  then  to  mc : 
I  am  now  from  home,  and  out  of  that  provision 
Which  shall  be  needful  for  your  entertainment 

Lear,  Return  to  her,  and  fifty  men  dismissed) 
No,  rather  I  abjure  all  roofs,  and  choose 
To  wage  against  the  enmity  o'  the  air ; 
To  be  a  comrade  with  the  wolf  and  owl, — 
Necessity's  sharp  pinch! — Return  with  her? 
Why,  the  hot-blooded  France,  that  dowerless  took 
Our  youngest  bom,  I  could  as  well  be  brought 
To  knee  his  throne,  and,  squire-like,  pension  beg 
To  keep  base  life  afoot — Return  with  her? 
Persuade  me  rather  to  be  slave  and  sumpter 
To  this  detested  groom.  [Pointing  to  Oswaux 

Gon,  At  yoiu:  choice.  Sir. 

Lear.  I  pfythee,  daughter,  do  not  make  me  mad : 
I  will  not  trouble  thee,  my  child ;  farewell : 
We  'U  no  more  meet,  no  more  see  one  another : — 
But  yet  thou  art  my  flesh,  my  blood,  my  daughter; 
Or,  rather,  a  disease  that 's  in  my  flesh, 
Which  I  must  needs  call  mine :  thou  art  a  boil, 
A  plague-sore,  an  embossed  carbuncle. 
In  my  corrupted  blood.     But  I  '11  not  chide  thee ; 
Let  shame  come  when  it  will,  I  do  not  call  it : 
I  do  not  bid  the  thunder-bearer  shoot, 
Nor  tell  tales  of  thee  to  high-judging  Jove : 
Mend  when  thou  canst ;  be  better  at  thy  leisure : 
I  can  be  patient ;  I  can  stay  with  Regan, 
I  and  my  hundred  knights. 

y?<f.  Not  altogether  so : 

I  looked  not  for  you  yet,  nor  am  provided 
For  your  fit  welcome.     Give  ear,  Sir,  to  my  sister ; 
For  those  that  mingle  reason  with  your  passion, 
Must  be  content  to  think  you  old,  and  so — 
But  she  knows  what  she  does. 

Lear.  Is  this  well  spoken  f 

J^^,  I  dare  avouch  it,  Sir :  what,  fifty  followers  1 
Is  it  not  well  ?    What  should  you  need  of  more  I 
Yea,  or  so  many,  sith  that  both  charge  and  danger 
Speak  'gainst  so  great  a  number?    How,  in  one  house. 
Should  many  people,  under  two  commands. 
Hold  amity?    'Tis  hard ;  almost  impossible. 
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Gon,  Why  might  not  you,  my  lord,  receive  attendance 
From  those  that  she  calls  servants,  or  from  mine  1 

R{g.  ^Vhy  not,  my  lord  1  .  If  then  they  chanced  to  slack  you, 
We  could  control  them.     If  you  will  come  to  me, 
(For  now  I  spy  a  danger,)  I  entreat  you 
To  bring  but  five  and  twenty :  to  no  more 
Will  I  give  place,  or  notice. 

Lear.  I  gave  you  all — 

Reg,  And  in  good  time  you  gave  it 

Lear.  Made  you  my  guardians,  my  depositaries ; 
But  kept  a  reservation  to  be  followed 
With  such  a  number.     What,  must  I  come  to  you 
With  five  and  twenty,  Regan  %  said  you  so  1 

Reg.  And  speak 't  again,  my  lord ;  no  more  with  me. 

Lear.  Those  wicked  creatures  yet  do  look  well-favour'd, 
When  others  are  more  wicked ;  not  being  the  worst. 
Stands  in  some  rank  of  praise.— [71?  Gon.]  I  'U  go  ynih.  thee : 
Thy  fifty  yet  doth  double  five  and  twenty, 
And  thou  art  twice  her  love. 

Gan.  Hear  me,  my  lord . 

What  need  you  five  and  twenty,  ten,  or  five. 
To  follow  in  a  house,  where  twice  so  many 
Have  a  command  to  tend  you  % 

Reg.  What  need  one] 

Lear.  O,  reason  not  the  need :  our  basest  beggars 
Are  in  the  poorest  thing  superfluous : 
Allow  not  nature  more  than  nature  needs, 
Man's  life  is  cheap  as  beast^s.     Thou  art  a  lady ; 
If  only  to  go  warm  were  gorgeous, 
Why,  nature  needs  not  what  thou  gorgeous  wear'st, 
Which  scarcely  keeps  thee  warm.     But,  for  true  need,' — 
You  heavens,  give  me  that  patience,  patience  I  need  1 
You  see  me  here,  you  gods,  a  poor  old  man. 
As  full  of  grief  as  age ;  wretched  in  both ! 
If  it  be  you  that  stir  these  daughters'  hearts 
Against  their  father,  fool  me  not  so  much 
To  bear  it  tamely ;  touch  me  with  noble  anger  I 
O,  let  not  women's  weapons,  water-drops, 
Stain  my  man's  cheeks ! — No,  you  unnatural  hags, 
I  will  have  such  revenges  on  you  both. 
That  all  the  world  shall — I  will  do  such  things, — 
What  they  are,  yet  I  know  not ;  but  they  shaJl  be 
The  terrors  of  the  earth.     You  think  I  '11  weep ; 
No,  1 11  not  weep : — 
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I  have  full  cause  of  weeping ;  but  this  heart 
Shall  break  into  a  hundred  thousand  flaws, 
Or  ere  I  '11  weep. — O  fool,  I  shall  go  mad ! 

[Exoinf  Lear,  Gloster,  Kent,  and  Fool     Storm 
heard  at  a  distance. 

Com,  Let  us  withdraw ;  'twill  be  a  storm. 

Reg.  This  house  is  little :  the  old  man  and  his  people 
Cannot  be  well  bestow'd. 

Gon.  Tis  his  own  blame ;  h'ath  put  himself  from  rest, 
And  must  needs  taste  his  folly. 

Reg,  For  his  particular,  I  '11  receive  him  gladly, 
But  not  one  follower. 

Gon,  So  am  I  purposed. 

AVhere  is  my  lord  of  Gloster  1 

Com.  Followed  the  old  man  forth : — he  is  retum'd. 

Re-enter  Gloster. 

Glo,  The  king  is  in  high  rage. 

Corn,  Whither  is  he  going  I 

Glo.  He  calls  to  horse ;  but  will  I  know  not  whither. 

Com.  Tis  best  to  give  him  way ;  he  leads  himself 

Gon.  My  lord,  entreat  him  by  no  means  to  stay. 

Glo.  Alack,  the  night  comes  on,  and  the  bleak  winds 
Do  sorely  ruffle ;  for  many  miles  about 
There 's  scarce  a  bush. 

Reg.  O,  Sir,  to  wilful  men. 

The  injuries  that  they  themselves  procure 
Must  be  their  schoolmasters.     Shut  up  your  doors : 
He  is  attended  with  a  desperate  train ; 
And  what  they  may  incense  him  to,  being  apt 
To  have  his  ear  abus'd,  wisdom  bids  fear. 

Com.  Shut  up  your  doors,  my  lord ;  'tis  a  wild  night : 
My  Regan  counsels  well :  come  out  o'  the  storm.  \Exeuni. 


«8i»i 


ACT  IIL 
SCENE.L— ^^^fl///. 

A  stomty  with  thunder  and  lightning.    Enter  Kent  and  Gentleman*  meeting, 
Kent.  Who's  here,  beside  foul  weather? 
Gent.  One  minded,  like  the  weather,  most  unquietly. 
Kent.  I  know  you.     Where 's  the  kingi 
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Gefit.  Contending  with  the  fretful  elements ; 
Bids  the  wnd  blow  the  earth  into  the  sea, 
Or  swell  the  curlW  waters  'bove  the  main, 
That  things  might  change  or  cease ;  tears  his  white  hair, 
Which  the  impetuous  blasts,  with  eyeless  rage, 
Catch  in  their  fury,  and  make  nothing  of; 
Strives  in  his  little  world  of  man  to  out-scorn 
The  to-and-fra<:onflicting  wind  and  rain. 
This  night,  wherein  the  cub-drawn  bear  would  couch^ 
The  lion  and  the  belly-pinchM  wolf 
Keep  their  fiir  dry,  unbonneted  he  runs, 
And  bids  what  will  take  all 

Kent  But  who  is  with  him  ? 

Gent  None  but  the  fool;  who  labours  to  outjest 
His  heart-struck  injuries. 

Kent,  Sir,  I  do  know  you ; 

And  dare,  upon  the  warrant  of  ray  note. 
Commend  a  dear  thing  to  you.     There  is  division, 
Although  as  yet  the  face  of  it  be  cover'd 
With  mutual  cunning,  'twixt  Albany  and  Cornwall ; 
'Who  have  (as  who  have  not,  that  their  great  stars 
Thron'd  and  set  high  ?)  servants,  who  seem  no  less. 
Which  are  to  France  the  spies  and  speculations 
Intelligent  of  our  state ;  what  hath  been  seen, 
Either  in  snuffs  and  packings  of  the  dukes ; 
Or  the  hard  rein  which  both  of  them  have  borne 
Against  the  old  kind  king ;  or  something  deeper. 
Whereof  perchance,  these  are  but  furnishings ; — 
But,  true  it  is,  from  France  there  comes  a  power 
Into  this  scattered  kingdom ;  who  already. 
Wise  in  our  negligence,  have  secret  feet 
In  some  of  our  best  ports,  and  are  at  point 
To  show  their  open  banner. — Now  to  you : 
If  on  my  credit  you  dare  build  so  far 
To  make  your  speed  to  Dover,  you  shall  find 
Some  that  will  thank  you,  making  just  report 
Of  how  unnatural  and  bemadding  sorrow 
The  king  hath  cause  to  plain. 
I  am  a  gentleman  of  blood  and  breeding ; 
And,  from  some  knowledge  and  assurance,  ofi'er 
This  office  to  you. 

Gent.  I  will  talk  farther  with  you. 

Kent  No,  do  not 

For  confirmation  that  I  am  much  more 
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Than  my  out  wall,  open  this  purse,  and  take 
What  it  contains.     If  you  shall  see  Cordelia, 
(As  fear  not  but  you  shall,)  show  her  this  ring; 
And  she  will  tell  you  who  that  fellow  is 
That  yet  you  do  not  know. — [^Thunder,']  Fie  on  this  storm  I 
I  will  go  seek  the  king. 
Gent  Give  me  your  hand :  have  you  no  more  to  say] 
Kefit,  Few  words,  but,  to  effect,  more  than  all  yet, — 

That,  when  we  have  found  the  king,  (in  which  your  pain 

That  way,  I  'U  this,)  he  that  first  lights  on  him. 

Holla  the  other.  {Exeunt  severally. 


SCENE  II.— Another  Part  of  the  Heath,     Storm  continues. 

Enter  Lear  and  Fool.  . 

Lear,  Blow,  winds,  and  crack  your  cheeks !  rage !   blow ! 
You  cataracts  and  hurricanoes,  spout 
Till  you  have  drench'd  our  steeples,  drown'd  the  cocks ! 
You  sulphurous  and  thought-executing  fires. 
Vaunt-couriers  of  oak-cleaving  thunder-bolts. 
Singe  my  white  head !    And  thou,  all-shaking  thunder, 
Strike  flat  the  thick  rotundity  o'  the  world  I 
Crack  nature*s  moulds,  all  germins  spill  at  once, 
That  make  ingrateful  man ! 
Fool,  O  nuncle,  court  holy-water  in  a  dry  house  is  better  tlian  this 
rain-water  out  o'  door.     Good  nuncle,  in,  and  ask  thy  daughters 
blessing :  here 's  a  night  pities  neither  wise  men  nor  fools. 
Lear,  Rumble  thy  bellyful  1  spit,  Are  1  spout,  rain ! 
Nor  rain,  wind,  thunder,  fire,  are  my  daughters : 
I  tax  not  you,  you  elements,  with  unkindness ; 
I  never  gave  you  kingdom,  called  you  children, 
You  owe  me  no  subscription :  then,  let  fall 
Your  horrible  pleasure ;  here  I  stand,  your  slave, 
A  poor,  infirm,  weak,  and  despis'd  old  man : — 
But  yet  I  call  you  servile  ministers, 
That  will  with  two  pernicious  daughters  join 
Your  high-engender*d  battles,  'gainst  a  head 
So  old  and  white  as  this.     01  O !  'tis  foul ! 
Fool,  He  that  has  a  house  to  put 's  head  in,  has  a  good  head- 
piece. 

The  cod-piece  that  will  house. 

Before  the  head  has  any. 
The  head  and  he  shall  louse ; — 
So  beggars  marry  many. 
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The  man  that  makes  his  toe 

What  he  his  heart  should  make. 
Shall  of  a  com  cry  woe, 
And  turn  his  sleep  to  wake. 
— for  there  was  never  yet  fiaur  woman,  but  she  made  mouths  in  a 
glass. 

Lear.  No,  I  will  be  the  pattern  of  all  patience  \ 
I  will  say  nothing. 

Enter  Kent. 
Ktnt.  Who 's  there  9 

JF0OI,  Marry,  here's  grace  and  a  cod-piece;  that's  a  wise  man, 
and  a  fooL 

Kent.  Alas,  Sir,  are  you  here  1  things  that  love  night, 
Love  not  such  nights  as  these ;  the  wrathful  skies 
GaUow  the  very  wanderers  of  the  dark, 
And  make  them  keep  their  caves :  since  I  was  man, 
Such  sheets  of  fire,  such  bursts  of  horrid  thunder. 
Such  groans  of  roaring  wind  and  rain,  I  never 
Remember  to  have  heard :  man's  nature  cannot  carry 
Th'  affliction,  nor  the  fear. 

Lear.  Let  the  great  gods. 

That  keep  this  dreadful  pother  o'er  our  heads, 
Find  out  their  enemies  now.     Tremble,  thou  wretch. 
That  hast  within  thee  undivulgbd  crimes, 
Unwhipp'd  of  justice :  hide  thee,  thou  bloody  hand; 
Thou  perjur'd,  and  thou  simular  of  virtue 
That  art  incestuous :  caitiff,  to  pieces  shake. 
That  under  covert  and  convenient  seeming 
Hast  practised  on  man's  life :  close  pent-up  guilts, 
Rive  your  concealing  continents,  and  cry 
These  dreadful  summoners  grace. — I  am  a  man 
More  sinn'd  against,  than  sinning. 

KetU.  Alack,  bare-headed ! 

Gracious  my  lord,  hard  by  here  is  a  hovel ; 
Some  friendship  will  it  lend  you  'gainst  the  tempest : 
Repose  you  there ;  while  I  to  this  hard  house 
(More  hard  than  is  the  stone  whereof  'tis  rais'd ; 
Which  even  but  now,  demanding  afler  you. 
Denied  me  to  come  in)  return,  and  force 
Their  scanted  courtesy. 

Lear.  My  wits  begin  to  turn. — 

Come  on,  my  boy :  how  dost,  my  boy?  Art  cold ? 
I  am  cold  myself. — Where  is  this  straw,  my  fellow  f 
The  art  of  our  necessities  is  strange. 
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That  can  make  vile  things  precious.     Come,  your  hovel — 
Poor  fool  and  knave,  I  have  one  part  in  my  heart 
That  *s  sorry  yet  for  thee. 
Fool,  {Singing^ 

He  that  has  and  a  little  tiny  wit^— 

With  hey,  ho,  the  wind  and  the  rain, — 
Must  make  content  with  his  fortunes  fit ; 

Though  the  rain  it  raineth  every  day. 

Lear,  True,  boy. — Come,  bring  us  to  this  hovel. 

\Eoceunt  Lear  and  Kent. 
Fool  This  is  a  brave  night  to  cool  a  courtezan. — I  'II  speak  a  pro- 
phecy ere  I  go : 

When  priests  are  more  in  word  than  matter ; 

WTien  brewers  mar  their  malt  with  water ; 

When  nobles  are  their  tailors'  tutors ; 

No  heretics  burn'd,  but  wenches'  suitors ; 

When  every  case  in  law  is  right ; 

No  squire  in  debt,  nor  no  poor  knight ; 

When  slanders  do  not  live  in  tongues ; 

Nor  cutpurses  come  not  to  throngs ; 

Wlien  usurers  tell  their  gold  i'  the  field ; 

And  bawds  and  whores  do  churches  build  ;— 

Then  shall  the  realm  of  Albion 

Come  to  great  confusion : 

Then  comes  the  time,  who  lives  to  see 't, 

That  going  shall  be  us'd  with  feet 
This  prophecy  Merlin  shall  make ;  for  I  live  before  his  time.    \Exit 


SCENE  IIL— ^  Room  in  Oldster's  Castle. 

EnUr  Gloster  and  EoMUND. 

Glo,  Alack,  alack,  Edmund,  I  like  not  this  unnatural  dealing. 
When  I  desired  their  leave  that  I  might  pity  him,  they  took  from  me 
the  use  of  mine  own  house ;  charged  me,  on  pain  of  their  perpetual 
displeasure,  neither  to  speak  of  him,  entreat  for  him,  nor  any  way 
sustain  him. 

Edm,  Most  savage,  and  unnatural ! 

Glo,  Go  to;  say  you  nothing.  There  is  division  between  the 
dukes ;  and  a  worse  matter  than  that :  I  have  received  a  letter  this 
night ; — ^'tis  dangerous  to  be  spoken ; — I  have  locked  the  letter  in 
my  closet :  these  injuries  the  king  now  bears  will  be  revenged  home : 
there  is  part  of  a  power  already  footed :  we  must  incline  to  the  king. 
I  will  seek  him,  and  privily  relieve  him :  go  you,  and  maintain  talk 
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with  the  duke,  that  my  charity  be  not  of  him  perceived :  if  he  ask 
for  me,  I  am  ill,  and  gone  to  bed.     If  I  die  for  it»  as  no  less  is 
threatened  me,  the  king,  my  old  master,  must  be  relieved.     There 
is  some  strange  thing  toward,  Edmund ;  pray  you,  be  careful.  [£xi/. 
Edm.  This  courtesy,  forbid  thee,  shall  the  duke 
Instantly  know ;  and  of  that  letter  too  : — 
This  seems  a  fair  deserving,  and  must  draw  me 
That  which  my  father  loses, — no  less  than  all : 
The  younger  rises,  when  the  old  doth  fall  \Exit 


SCENE  IV. — A  Part  of  the  Heathy  with  a  hovel.     Storm  continues. 

Enter  Lear,  Kent,  and  Fool. 

Kent.  Here  is  the  place,  my  lord ;  good  my  lord,  enter  • 
The  tyranny  of  the  open  night 's  too  rough 
For  nature  to  endure. 

Lear.  Let  me  alone. 

Kent.  Good  my  lord,  enter  here. 

Lear.  Wilt  break  my  heart  ? 

Kent.  I  'd  rather  break  mine  own.     Good  my  lord,  enter. 

Lear.  Thou  think'st  'tis  much  that  this  contentious  storm 
Invades  us  to  the  skin :  so  'tis  to  thee ; 
But  where  the  greater  malady  is  iix*d. 
The  lesser  is  scarce  felt.     Thou  dst  shun  a  bear ; 
Btit  if  thy  flight  lay  toward  the  roaring  sea, 
Thou  'dst  meet  the  bear  i*  the  mouth.    When  the  mind  *s  free, 
The  body 's  delicate :  the  tempest  in  my  mind 
Doth  from  my  senses  take  all  feeling  else. 
Save  what  beats  there. — Filial  ingratitude  1 
Is  it  not  as  this  mouth  should  tear  this  hand. 
For  lifting  food  to 't  ? — But  I  will  punish  home : — 
No,  I  will  weep  no  more. — In  such  a  night 
To  shut  me  out ! — Pour  on  ;  I  will  endure  : — 
In  such  a  night  as  this !     O  Regan,  Goneril ! — 
Your  old  kind  father,  whose  frank  heart  gave  all, — 
O,  that  way  madness  lies ;  let  me  shun  that ; 
No  more  of  that 

Kent.  Good  my  lord,  enter  here. 

Lear.  lYythee,  go  in  thyself;  seek  thine  own  ease  : 
This  tempest  will  not  give  me  leave  to  ponder 
On  things  would  hurt  me  more. — But  I  '11  go  in. 
[To  the  Fool.]  In,  boy;  go  fiist. — You  houseless  poverty, — 
Nay,  get  thee  in.     i  '11  pray,  and  then  I  '11  sleep. — 

[Fool  goes  in. 
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Poor  naked  wretches,  wheresoever  you  are, 
That  bide  the  pelting  of  this  pitiless  storm, 
How  shall  your  houseless  heads,  and  unfed  sides, 
Your  looped  and  window'd  raggedness,  defend  you 
From  seasons  such  as  these  1    O,  I  have  ta'en 
Too  little  care  of  this !    Take  physic,  pomp ; 
Expose  thyself  to  feel  what  wretches  feel, 
That  thou  mayst  shake  the  superflux  to  them, 
And  show  the  heavens  more  just. 

Edg,  [  Within.\  Fathom  and  half,  fathom  and  half!    Poor  Tom ! 

\TJie  Fool  runs  out  from  the  hoiteL 

Fool.  Come  not  in  here,  nuncle,  here 's  a  spirit.    Help  me,  help 
me! 

Kent,  Give  me  thy  hand. — Who's  there? 

FooL  A  spirit,  a  spirit :  he  says  his  name 's  poor  Tom. 

Kent,  What  art  thou  that  dost  grumble  there  i'  the  straw? 
Come  forth. 

EnUr  Edgar,  disguised  as  a  madman^ 
£dg.  Away  1  the  foul  fiend  follows  me ! — 

Through  the  sharp  hawthorn  blows  the  cold  wind. — 
H'm !  go  to  thy  cold  bed,  and  warm  thee. 
Lear,  Didst  thou  give  all  to  thy  two  daughters? 

And  art  thou  come  to  this  ? 
Edg.  Who  gives  any  thing  to  poor  Tom?  whom  the  foul  fiend 
hath  led  through  fire  and  through  fiame,  through  ford  and  whirlpool, 
o*er  bog  and  quagmire ;  that  hath  laid  knives  under  his  pillow,  and 
halters  in  his  pew ;  set  ratsbane  by  his  porridge ;  made  him  proud 
of  heart,  to  ride  on  a  bay  trotting-horse  over  four-inched  bridges,  to 
course  his  own  shadow  for  a  traitor. — Bless  thy  five  wits ! — Tom 's 
a-cold, — O,  do  de,  do  de,  do  de. — Bless  thee  from  whirlwinds,  star- 
blasting,  and  taking !  Do  poor  Tom  some  charity,  whom  the  foul 
fiend  vexes : — there  could  I  have  him  now, — and  there, — and  there 
again,  and  there.  [Storm  continues. 

Lear,  What,  have  his  daughters  brought  him  to  this  pass? — 
Couldst  thou  save  nothing?    Didst  thou  give  them  allt 
FooL  Nay,  he  reserved  a  blanket,  else  we  had  been  dl  shamed. 
Lear,  Now,  all  the  plague's,  that  in  the  pendulous  air 

Hang  fated  o'er  men's  faults,  light  on  thy  daughters ! 
Kent,  He  hath  no  daughters,  Sir. 

Lear.  Death,  traitor !  nothing  could  have  subdued  nature 
To  such  a  lowness,  but  his  unkind  daughters. — 
Is  it  the  fashion,  that  discarded  fathers 
Should  have  thus  little  mercy  on  their  flesh? 


scM£iv.]  KING  LEAR.  20/ 

Judicious  punishment !  'twas  this  flesh  begot 
Those  pelican  daughters. 
Edg.  Pillicock  sat  on  Pillicock-hill : — 

Halloo,  halloo,  loo,  loo ! 
FaaL  This  cold  night  will  turn  us  all  to  fools  and  madmen. 
Edg.  Take  heed  o'  the  foul  fiend :  obey  thy  parents ;  keep  thy 
word  justly;  swear  not;  commit  not  with  man's  sworn  spouse;  set 
not  thy  sweet  heart  on  proud  array.    Tom's  a-cold. 
Lear.  What  hast  thou  been ) 

Edg*  A  serving-man,  proud  in  heart  and  mind ;  that  curled  my 
hair;  wore  gloves  in  my  cap;  served  the  lust  of  my  mistress's 
heart,  and  did  the  act  of  darkness  with  her ;  swore  as  many  oaths 
as  I  spake  words,  and  broke  them  in  the  sweet  face  of  heaven :  one, 
that  slept  in  the  contriving  of  lust,  and  waked  to  do  it :  wine  loved 
I  deeply,  dice  dearly ;  and  in  woman  out-paramoured  the  Turk : 
false  of  heart,  light  of  ear,  bloody  of  hand ;  hog  in  sloth,  fox  in  stealth, 
wolf  in  greediness,  dog  in  madness,  lion  in  prey.  Let  not  the 
creaking  of  shoes,  nor  the  rustling  of  silks,  betray  thy  poor  heart  to 
woman :  keep  thy  foot  out  of  brothels,  thy  hand  out  of  plackets,  thy 
pen  firom  lenders'  books,  and  defy  the  foul  fiend. — Still  through  the 
hawthorn  blows  the  cold  wind :  says  suum,  mun,  nonny.  Dolphin 
my  boy,  my  boy ;  sessa !  let  him  trot  by.  [^Storm  still  cotitimus. 

Lear,  Why,  thou  wert  better  in  thy  grave,  than  to  answer  with  thy 
uncovered  body  this  extremity  of  the  skies. — Is  man  no  more  than 
this  %  Consider  him  well  Thou  owest  the  worm  no  silk,  the  beast 
no  hide,  the  sheep  no  wool,  the  cat  no  perfume. — Ha  I  here 's  three 
of  us  are  sophisticated !  Thou  art  the  thing  itself:  unaccommodated 
man  is  no  more  but  such  a  poor,  bare,  forked  animal  as  thou  art. — 
Oflf,  off,  you  lendings ! — Come,  unbutton  here. — 

{Tearing  off  his  clotlus. 

Fool.  Pr'ythee,  nuncle,  be  contented ;  'tis  a  naughty  night  to  swim 

in. — Now  a  litde  fire  in  a  wild  field  were  like  an  old  lecher's  heart, — 

a  small  spark,  all  the  rest  on's  body  cold. — Look,  here  comes  a 

walking  fire. 

E^,  This  is  the  foul  fiend  Flibbertigibbet :  he  begins  at  curfew, 
and  walks  till  the  first  cock ;  he  gives  the  web  and  the  pin,  squints 
the  eye,  and  makes  the  hare-lip ;  mildews  the  white  wheat,  and  hurts 
the  poor  creature  of  earth. 

Swithold  footed  thrice  the  old ; 
He  met  the  night-mare,  and  her  nine-fold ; 
Bid  her  alight. 
And  her  troth  plight, 
And,  aromt  thee,  witch,  aroint  thee ! 
Kent.  How  fares  your  grace  1 
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EnUr  GLOSTERf  with  a  torch. 

Lear.  What's  he  1 

Kait.  Who 's  there  1    What  is 't  you  seek  ? 
Glo.  What  are  you  there  1    Your  names  % 

Edg.  Poor  Tom;  that  eats  the  swimming  frog,  the  toad,  the 
■tadpole,  the  wall-newt,  and  the  water ;  that  in  the  fury  of  his  heart, 
when  the  foul  fiend  rages,  eats  cow-dung  for  sallets ;  swallows  the 
old  rat,  and  the  ditch-dog ;  drinks  the  green  mantle  of  the  standing 
pool ;  who  is  whipped  from  tything  to  tything,  and  stocked,  punished, 
and  imprisoned ;  who  hath  had  three  suits  to  his  back,  six  shirts  to 
his  body,  horse  to  ride,  and  weapon  to  wear ; — 

But  mice,  and  rats,  and  such  small  deer. 
Have  been  Tom's  food  for  seven  long  year. 
Beware  my  follower. — Peace,  Smulkin !  peace,  thou  fiend ! 
Glo.  What,  hath  your  grace  no  better  company  ? 
Edg.  The  prince  of  darkness  is  a  gentleman ; 

Modo  he 's  calFd,  and  Mahu. 
Glo.  Our  flesh  and  blood,  my  lord,  is  grown  so  vile, 

That  it  doth  hate  what  gets  it 
Edg.  Poor  Tom  's  a-cold 
Glo.  Go  in  with  me :  my  duty  cannot  suffer 

To  obey  in  all  your  daughter's  hard  commands : 
Though  their  injunction  be  to  bar  my  doors. 
And  let  this  tyrannous  night  take  hold  upon  you. 
Yet  have  I  ventured  to  come  seek  you  out. 
And  bring  you  where  both  fire  and  food  is  ready. 
Lear.  First  let  me  talk  with  this  philosopher. — 

What  is  the  cause  of  thunder  1 
Kent.  Good  my  lord,  take  his  offer ;  go  into  the  house. 
Lear.  I  '11  talk  a  word  with  this  same  learned  Theban. — 

What  is  your  study  1 
Edg.  How  to  prevent  the  fiend,  and  to  kill  vermin. 
Lear.  Let  me  ask  you  one  word  in  private. 
Kent,  Importune  him  once  more  to  go,  my  lord ; 

His  wits  begin  to  unsettle. 
Glo.  Canst  thou  blame  him  7 

His  daughters  seek  his  death : — ah,  that  good  Kent ! — 
He  said  it  would  be  thus, — ^poor  banish'd  man  1 — 
Thou  sa/st  the  king  grows  mad ;  I  '11  tell  thee,  fiiend, 
I  am  almost  mad  myself:  I  had  a  son. 
Now  outlaw'd  from  my  blood ;  he  sought  my  life, 
But  lately,  very  late :  I  lov'd  him,  friend, 
No  father  his  son  dearer :  true  to  tell  thee, 

\Storm  coniinua^ 
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The  grief  hath  craz'd  my  wits. — What  a  night's  this! — 

I  do  beseech  your  grace, — 
Lear.  O,  cry  you  mercy,  Sir. — 

Noble  philosopher,  your  company. 
Edg.  Tom 's  a-cold. 

Glo.  In,  fellow,  there,  into  the  hovel :  keep  thee  warm. 
Lear.  Come,  let 's  in  all 
'Kent.  This  way,  my  lord. 

Lear.  With  him  ; 

I  will  keep  still  with  my  philosopher. 
Kent.  Good  my  lord,  soothe  him ;  let  him  take  the  fellow. 
Glo.  Take  him  you  on. 
Kent.  Sirrah,  come  on ;  go  along  with  us. 
Lear.  Come,  good  Athenian. 
Glo.  No  words,  no  words : 

Hush. 
Edg.  Child  Rowland  to  the  dark  tower  came, 

His  word  was  still, — Fie,  foh,  and  fum, 

I  smell  the  blood  of  a  British  man«  \ExeunL 


SCENE  V,—A  Room  in  Gloster's  Castle. 

Enter  Cornwall  and  Edmund. 

Com.  I  will  have  my  revenge,  ere  I  depart  his  house. 

Edm.  How,  my  lord,  I  may  be  censured,  that  nature  thus  gives 
way  to  loyalty,  something  fears  me  to  think  of. 

Com.  I  now  perceive,  it  was  not  altogether  your  brother's  evil 
disposition  made  him  seek  his  death;  but  a  provoking  merit,  set 
a-work  by  a  reproveable  badness  in  himself. 

Edm.  How  malicious  is  my  fortune,  that  I  must  repent  to  be  just ! 
This  is  the  letter  he  spoke  of,  which  approves  him  an  intelligent 
party  to  the  advantages  of  France,  O  heavens  1  that  this  treason 
were  not,  or  not  I  the  detector ! 

Com.  Go  with  me  to  the  duchess. 

Edm.  If  the  matter  of  this  paper  be  certain,  you  have  mighty 
business  in  hand. 

Com.  True,  or  false,  it  hath  made  thee  earl  of  Gloster.  Seek  out 
where  thy  ^Either  is,  that  he  may  be  ready  for  our  apprehension. 

Edm.  [Aside,]  If  I  find  him  comforting  the  king,  it  will  stuff  his 
suspicion  more  fi»lly. — [To  Corn.]  I  will  persevere  in  my  course  of 
lo^ty,  though  the  conflict  be  sore  between  that  and  my  blood 

Com.  I  will  lay  trust  upon  thee ;  and  thou  shalt  find  a  dearer 

Uthtr  in^  my  love.  [ExeufU, 

vou  IV.  o 
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SCENE  VI. — A  Chamber  in  a  Farm-Homey  adjoining  the  CasiSs. 

Enter  Gloster,  Lbar,  Kent,  Fool,  and  Edgak. 
Glo,  Here  is  better  than  the  open  air ;  take  it  thankfully.     I  will 
piece  out  the  comfort  with  what  addition  I  can :  I  will  not  be  long 
from  you. 

Kent  All  the  power  of  his  wits  has  given  way  to  his  impatience. — 
The  gods  reward  your  kindness !  \Exit  Gloster. 

Edg.  Frateretto  calls  me ;  and  tells  me  Nero  is  an  angler  in  the 
lake  of  darkness. — Pray,  innocent,  and  beware  the  foul  fiend. 

FooL  Pr'ythee,  nuncle,  tell  me  whether  a  madman  be  a  gentleman^ 
or  a  yeoman  1 
Lear.  A  king,  a  king ! 

FooL  No,  he 's  a  yeoman,  that  has  a  gentleman  to  his  son  \  for 
he  *s  a  mad  yeoman,  that  sees  his  son  a  gentleman  before  him. 
Lear.  To  have  a  thousand  with  red  burning  spits 

Come  whizzing  in  upon  them, — 
Edg,  The  foul  fiend  bites  my  back. 

FooL  He 's  mad,  that  trusts  in  the  tameness  of  a  wolf^  a  horse*s 
health,  a  boy's  love,  or  a  whore's  oath. 
Lear,  It  shall  be  done ;  I  will  arraign  them  straight — 

To  Edg.]  Come,  sit  thou  here,  most  learned  justicer ; — 
To  the  FooL]  Thou,  sapient  Sir,  sit  here. — ^Now,  you  slie 
foxes  I — 
Edg,  Look,  where  he  stands  and  glares ! — 
Wantest  thou  eyes  at  trial,  Madam  ? 

Come  o'er  the  bourn,  Bessy,  to  me,— 
Fool,  Her  boat  hath  a  leak. 

And  she  must  not  speak 
Why  she  dares  not  come  over  to  thee. 
Edg,  The  foul  fiend  haunts  poor  Tom  in  the  voice  of  a  nightin- 
(^ale.     Hopdance  cries  in  Tom's  belly  for  two  white  herring.    Crook 
not,  black  angel ;  I  have  no  food  for  thee. 
Kent  How  do  you,  Sir  1    Stand  you  not  so  amaz'd : 
Will  you  lie  down  and  rest  upon  the  cushions) 
Lear  I  '11  see  their  trial  first. — Bring  in  the  evidence.— 

\To  Edg.]  Thou  robed  man  of  justice,  take  thy  place ; — 
\To  the  FooL]  And  thou,  his  yoke-fellow  of  equity, 
Bench  by  his  side : — \To  Kent.]  you  are  o'  the  conmiissioii. 
Sit  you  too. 
Edg,  Let  us  deal  justly. 

Sleepest,  or  wakest  thou,  jolly  shepherd  I 
Thy  sheep  be  in  the  com  \ 
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And  for  one  blast  of  thy  minikin  mouth, 
Thy  sheep^  shall  take  no  harm. 
Pur !  the  cat  is  grey. 
Zear.  Arraign  her  first ;  'tis  Goneril.    I  here  take  my  oath  before 
tills  honourable  assembly,  she  kicked  the  poor  king  her  father. 
Juw/.  Come  hither,  mistress.     Is  your  name  Goneril  1 
Lear.  She  cannot  deny  it 
FooL  Cry  you  mercy,  I  took  you  for  a  joint-stooL 
Lear.  And  here's  another,  whose  warp*d  looks  proclaim 
What  store  her  heart  is  made  on. — Stop  her  there ! 
Arms,  arms,  sword,  fire ! — Corruption  in  the  place ! — 
False  justicer,  why  hast  thou  let  her  'scape  ? 
E^.  Bless  thy  five  wits  I 
Kent.  O  pity ! — Sir,  where  is  the  patience  now, 

That  you  so  oft  have  boasted  to  retain ) 
Et^.  [Aside.]  My  tears  begin  to  take  his  part  so  much, 

They'll  mar  my  counterfeiting. 
Lear.  The  little  dogs  and  all. 

Tray,  Blanch,  and  Sweet-heart,  see,  they  bark  at  me. 
£i^.  Tom  will  throw  his  head  at  them. — Avaunt,  you  curs ! 

Be  thy  mouth  or  black  or  white. 
Tooth  that  poisons  if  it  bite ; 
Mastiff,  greyhound,  mongrel  grim, 
Hound  or  spaniel,  brach  or  lym. 
Or  bobtail  tyke,  or  trundle-tail, — 
Tom  will  make  them  weep  and  wail : 
For,  with  throwing  thus  my  head, 
*  Dogs  leap  the  hatch,  and  all  are  fled. 

Do  de,.de,  de.     Sessal     Come,  march  to  wakes  and  fairs,  and  mar- 
ket towns. — Poor  Tom,  thy  horn  is  dry. 

Lear.  Then  let  them  anatomize  Regan ;  see  what  breeds  about 
oer  heart     Is  there  any  cause  in  nature,  that  makes  these  hard 
hearts) — [T(>  Edgar.]  You,  Sir,  I  entertain  you  for  one  of  my 
hundred ;  only  I  do  not  like  the  fashion  of  your  garments :  you  will 
say,  they  are  Persian  attire ;  but  let  them  be  changed. 
JCenf.  Now,  good  my  lord,  lie  here,  and  rest  a  while. 
Lear.  Make  no  noise,  make  no  noise ;  draw  the  curtains :  soi  so, 
so  :  we'll  go  to  supper  1'  the  morning:  so,  so,  so. 
JFboL  And  111  go  to  bed  at  noon. 

Re-enter  Gloste*. 

Glo.  Come  hither,  fiiend  :  where  is  the  king  my  master* 
Kent.  Hexe,  Sir ;  but  trouble  him  not,  his  wits  are  gone. 
Glo.  Good  firiend,  I  pr'3rthee,  take  him  in  thy  arms ; 
I  have  o'cr-heard  a  plot  of  death  upon  him : 
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There  is  a  litter  ready ;  lay  him  in 't, 

And  drive  toward  Dover,  friend,  where  thou  shalt  meet 

Both  welcome  and  protection.    Take  up  thy  master : 

If  thou  shouldst  dally  half  an  hour,  his  life, 

With  thine,  and  all  that  offer  to  defend  him, 

Stand  in  assured  loss :  take  up,  take  up  ; 

And  follow  me,  that  will  to  some  provision 

Give  thee  quick  conduct 
JCenL  Oppressed  nature  sleeps : — 

This  rest  might  yet  have  balm'd  thy  broken  senses, 

\Vhich,  if  convenience  will  not  allow. 

Stand  in  hard  cure. — [To  the  Fool.]  Come,  help  to  bear  thy 
master ; 

Thou  must  not  stay  behind. 
Glo,  Come,  come,  away. 

[Exeunt  Kent,  Gloster,  and  the  Fool,  bearing 
away  Lear. 
£dg.  When  we  our  betters  see  bearing  our  woes, 

We  scarcely  think  our  miseries  our  foes. 

Who  alone  suffers,  suffers  most  i'  the  mind. 

Leaving  free  things  and  happy  shows  behind ; 

But  then  the  mind  much  sufferance  doth  o'erskip. 

When  grief  hath  mates,  and  bearing  fellowship. 

How  light  and  portable  my  pain  seems  now. 

When  that  which  makes  me  bend,  makes  the  king  bow ; 

He  childed,  as  I  fathered  1  —Tom,  away ! 

Mark  the  high  noises ;  and  thyself  bewray. 

When  false  opinion,  whose  wrong  thought  defiles  thee, 

In  thy  just  proof,  repeals  and  reconciles  thee. 

What  will  hap  more  to-night,  safe  *scape  the  king  1 

Lurk,  lurk.  [JSxiL 

SCENE  VII.— -4  Room  in  Gloster's  Castle. 

Enter  CORNWALL,  Regan,  Goneril,  Edmund,  and  Servants. 

Com.  Post  speedily  to  my  lord  your  husband;  show  him  diis 
letter : — the  army  of  France  is  landed. — Seek  out  the  traitor  Gloster. 

[Exeunt  some  of  the  Servants. 

Reg»  Hang  him  instantly. 

Gon.  Pluck  out  his  eyes. 

Com.  Leave  him  to  my  displeasure. — Edmund,  keep  you  our 
sister  company :  the  revenges  we  are  bound  to  take  upon  your  trai- 
torous father  are  not  fit  for  your  beholding.  Advise  the  duke,  where 
f  ou  are  going,  to  a  most  festinate  preparation  :  we  are  bound  to  the 
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like.    Our  posts  shall  be  swift  and  intelligent  betwixt  us. — Farewell, 
dear  sister: — Farewell,  my  lord  of  Gloster. — 

Enter  Oswald. 

How  now !    Where 's  the  king  1 

Osw,  My  lord  of  Gloster  hath  conve/d  him  hence : 
Some  five  or  six  and  thirty  of  his  knights, 
Hot  questrists  after  him,  met  him  at  gate  ; 
Who,  with  some  other  of  the  lord's  dependants, 
Are  gone  with  him  toward  Dover ;  where  they  boast 
To  have  well-armM  friends. 
Cam.  Get  horses  for  your  mistress. 

Gon.  Farewell,  sweet  lord,  and  sister. 
Cam.  Edmund,  ferewelL — 

[Exeunt  Goneril,  Edmund,  and  Oswald. 
Go  seek  the  traitor  Gloster, 
Pinion  him  like  a  thief,  bring  him  before  us. 

[Exeunt  ot/ier  Servants. 
Though  well  we  may  not  pass  upon  his  life 
Without  the  form  of  justice,  yet  our  power 
ShaU  do  a  courtesy  to  our  wrath,  which  men 
May  blame,  but  not  control. — Who's  there  I    The  traitor? 

Rt'tHUr  Servants,  with  Gloster. 
Reg,  Ingrateful  fox !  'tis  he. 
Cam,  Bind  fast  his  corky  arms. 
Gla,  What  mean  your  graces?    Good  my  friends,  consider 

You  are  my  guests :  do  me  no  foul  play,  friends. 
Cam,  Bind  him,  I  say.  [Servants  bind  him, 

Reg.  Hard,  hard. — O  filthy  traitor ! 

Gla.  Unmerciful  lady  as  you  are,  I  am  none. 
Com,  To  this  chair  bind  him. — Villain,  thou  shalt  find — 

[Regan //«<:^  his  beard, 
Gla,  By  the  kind  gods,  'tis  most  ignobly  done 

To  pluck  me  by  the  beard. 
Reg,  So  white,  and  such  a  traitor  ! 
Gla,  Naughty  lady. 

These  hairs,  which  thou  dost  ravish  from  my  chin, 

Will  quicken,  and  accuse  thee :  I  am  your  host : 

With  robbers'  hands  my  hospitable  favours 

You  should  not  ruffle  thus.    What  will  you  do? 
Cam.  Come,  Sir,  what  letters  had  you  late  from  France  ? 
Reg.  Be  simple-answer*d,  for  we  know  the  truth. 
Cam.  And  what  confederacy  have  you  with  the  traitors 

Late  footed  in  the  kingdom  ? 
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Reg*  To  whose  hands  have  you  sent  the  lunatic  king  1    Speak. 

Glo,  I  have  a  letter  guessingly  set  down, 
Which  came  from  one  that's  of  a  neutral  heart. 
And  not  from  one  opposed. 

Com,  Cunning. 

Reg.  And  false. 

Com.  Where  hast  thou  sent  the  king ) 

Glo.  To  Dover. 

Reg,  Wherefore  to  Dover?    Wast  thou  not  charg'd  at  peril — 

Com,  Wherefore  to  Dover?    Let  him  answer  that 

Glo.  I  am  tied  to  the  stake,  and  I  must  stand  the  course. 

Reg.  Wherefore  to  Dover  1 

Glo.  Because  I  would  not  see  thy  cruel  nails 
Pluck  out  his  poor  old  eyes ;  nor  thy  fierce  sister 
In  his  anointed  flesh  stick  bearish  fangs. 
The  sea,  with  such  a  storm  as  his  bare  head 
In  hell-black  night  endured,  would  have  buo/d  up. 
And  quench'd  the  stellbd  fires : 
Yet,  poor  old  heart,  he  holp  the  heavens  to  rain. 
If  wolves  had  at  thy  gate  howl'd  that  stem  time, 
Thou  shouldst  have  said,  "  Good  porter,  turn  the  key,** 
All  cruels  else  subscribed :  but  I  shall  see 
The  winged  vengeance  overtake  such  children. 

Com.  See  it  shalt  thou  never. — Fellows,  hold  the  chair.-^ 
Upon  these  eyes  of  thine  I  '11  set  my  foot 

Glo.  He  that  will  think  to  live  till  he  be  old. 
Give  me  some  help ! — O  cruel ! — O  ye  gods ! 

R^.  One  side  will  mock  another ;  the  other  toa 

Com.  If  you  see  vengeance, — 

I  Serv.  Hold  your  hand,  my  lord  : 

I  have  serv'd  you  ever  since  I  was  a  child, 
But  better  service  have  I  never  done  you. 
Than  now  to  bid  you  hold. 

Reg.  How  now,  you  dog  1 

I  Serv.  If  you  did  wear  a  beard  upon  your  chin, 
I  'd  shake  it  on  this  quarrel.    What  do  you  mean? 

Com.  My  villain!  \Draws. 

I  Serv.  Nay  then,  come  on,  and  take  the  chance  of  anger. 

\Praw5.     They  fight.    Cornwall  is  wounded. 

R^.  Give  me  thy  sword. — ^A  peasant  stand  up  thus  1 

[Takes  a  sword  from  another  Servant,  and  stabs 
first  Servant 

I  Serv.  O,  I  am  slain ! — My  lord,  you  have  one  eye  left 
To  see  some  mischief  on  him. — O  !  \jDies. 
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Com.  Lest  k  see  more,  prevent  it-^Out,  vik  jelly ! 
Where  is  thy  lustre  now  1 

Glo.  M  dark  and  comfortless. — Where 's  my  son  Edmund! 
Edmund,  enkindle  all  the  sparks  of  nature, 
To  quit  this  horrid  act 

Rig.  Out,  treacherous  villain ! 

Thou  calTst  on  him  that  hates  thee :  it  was  he 
That  made  the  overture  of  thy  treasons  to  us ; 
Who  is  too  good  to  pity  thee. 

Glo.  O  my  follies  1    Then  Edgar  was  abus*d. — 
Kind  gods,  forgive  me  that,  and  prosper  him ! 

R^.  Go  thrust  him  out  at  gates,  and  let  him  smell 
His  way  to  Dover.     How  is  \  my  lord  ?    How  look  youf 

Com.  I  have  received  a  hurt : — follow  me,  lady. — 
Turn  out  that  eyeless  villain ; — throw  this  slave 
Upon  the  dunghill — Regan,  I  bleed  apace : 
Untimely  comes  this  hurt :  give  me  your  arm. 

\Eocit  Cornwall,  led  by  Regan. — Some  of  the  Servants 
unbind  Gloster,  and  lead  him  out. 

2  Serv.  I  '11  never  care  what  wickedness  I  do. 
If  tiiis  man  come  to  good. 

'  3  Serv.  If  she  live  long, 

And,  in  the  end,  meet  the  old  course  of  death, 
Women  win  all  turn  monsters. 

2  Serv.  Let's  follow  the  old  earl,  and  get  the  Bedlam 
To  lead  him  where  he  would :  his  roguish  madness 
Allows  itself  to  any  thing. 

3  SefV.  Go  thou :  I  '11  fetch  some  flax,  and  whites  of  eggs. 
To  apply  to  his  bleeding  face.    Now,  heaven  help  him  I 

[Exeunt  severally. 
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ACT  IV 
SCENE  \.—TheHeafh. 

Enter  EDGAR. 

.£41^.  Yet  better  thus,  and  known  to  be  contemn'd, 
Than  still  contemn'd  and  flatter'd.     To  be  worst. 
The  lowest  and  most  dejected  thing  of  fortune, 
Stands  still  in  esperance,  lives  not  in  fear : 
The  lamentable  change  is  from  the  best; 
The  worst  returns  to  laughter.    Welcome,  then, 
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Thou  unsubstantial  air,  that  I  embrace ! 

The  wretch,  that  thou  hast  blown  unto  the  worst. 

Owes  nothing  to  thy  blasts. — But  who  comes  here  1 — 

Enter  Gloster,  led  by  an  Old  BCan. 

My  father,  poorly  led  % — World,  worid,  O  world ! 

But  that  thy  strange  mutations  make  us  hate  theo. 

Life  would  not  yield  to  age. 
Old  Man,  O  my  good  lord,  I  have  been  your  tenant,  and  your 
father's  tenant,  these  fourscore  years. 

Glo,  Away,  get  thee  away ;  good  friend,  be  gone : 

Thy  comforts  can  do  me  no  good  at  all ; 

Thee  they  may  hurt 
Old  Man,  Alack,  Sir,  you  cannot  see  your  way. 
Glo,  I  have  no  way,  and  therefore  want  no  eyes ; 

I  stumbled  when  I  saw :  full  oft  'tis  seen. 

Our  means  secure  us,  and  our  mere  defects 

Prove  our  commodities. — Ah,  dear  son  Edgar, 

The  food  of  thy  abused  father's  wrath ! 

Might  I  but  live  to  see  thee  in  my  touch, 

I  'd  say  I  had  eyes  again  ! 
Old  Man,  How  now !    Wlio  's  there  ? 

Ed^,  {Aside?^  O  gods !     AVho  is 't  can  say,  "  I  am  at  the  worst!  " 

I  am  worse  than  e'er  I  was. 
Old  Man.  Tis  poor  mad  Tom. 

Edg,  \A5ide,'\  And  worse  I  may  be  yet :  the  worst  is  not. 

So  long  as  we  can  say,  "  This  is  the  worst" 
Old  Man,  Fellow,  where  goest  ? 
Glo,  Is  it  a  beggar-man  t 

Old  Man,  Madman,  and  beggar  too. 
Glo,  He  has  some  reason,  else  he  could  not  beg. 

I'  the  last  night*s  storm  I  such  a  fellow  saw ; 

Which  made  me  think  a  man  a  worm :  my  son 

Came  then  into  my  mind ;  and  yet  my  mind 

Was  then  scarce  friends  with  him  :  I  have  heard  more 

As  flies  to  wanton  boys,  are  we  to  the  gods, — 

They  kill  us  for  their  sport 
Edg,  \Aside^  How  should  this  be  I — 

Bad  is  the  trade  that  must  play  fool  to  sorrow, 

Angering  itself  and  others. — \To  Glo.]  Bless  thee, 
Glo,  Is  that  the  naked  fellow  ? 
Old  Man,  Ay,  my  lord. 

Glo.  Then,  pr  }-thee,  get  thee  gone :  if,  for  my  sake, 

Thou  wilt  o  ertake  us,  hence  a  mile  or  ti»'ain« 

I*  the  ii-ay  toi^'ard  Dover,  do  it  for  ancient  love  ; 
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And  bring  some  covering  for  this  naked  soul. 

Whom  I  '11  entreat  to  lead  me. 
Old  Man,  Alack,  Sir,  he  is  mad. 

Glo.  Tis  the  times'  plague,  when  madmen  lead  the  blind 

Do  as  I  bid  thee,  or  rather  do  thy  pleasure ; 

Above  the  rest,  be  gone. 
Old  Man,  I  '11  bring  him  the  best  'parel  that  I  have, 

Come  on 't  what  will.  \Exit^ 

Glo,  Sirrah,  naked  fellow, — 

Edg.  Poor  Tom 's  a-cold. — [Asid^,]  I  cannot  daub  it  farther. 
Glo.  Come  hither,  fellow. 
£dg,  [Aside.]  And  yet  I  must — [To  Glo.]  Bless  thy  sweet  eyes, 

they  bleed. 
Glo.  Know'st  thou  the  way  to  Dover? 

JSi^.  Both  stile  and  gate,  horse-way  and  footpath.  Poor  Tom 
hath  been  scared  out  of  his  good  wits :  bless  thee,  good  man's  son, 
from  the  foul  fiend !  Five  fiends  have  been  in  poor  Tom  at  once ; 
of  lust,  as  Obidicut ;  Hobbididance,  prince  of  dumbness ;  Mahu,  of 
stealing;  Modo,  of  murder;  and  Flibbertigibbet,  of  mopping  and 
mowing, — ^who  since  possesses  chamber-maids  and  waiting-women. 
So,  bless  thee,  master ! 

Glo.  Here,  take  this  purse,  thou  whom  the  heavens'  plagues 

Have  humbled  to  all  strokes :  that  I  am  wretched, 

Makes  thee  the  happier : — Heavens,  deal  so  still ! 

Let  the  superfluous  and  lust-dieted  man. 

That  slaves  your  ordinance,  that  will  not  see 

Because  he  doth  not  feel,  feel  your  power  quickly ; 

So  distribution  should  undo  excess, 

And  each  man  have  enough. — Dost  thou  know  Dover  1 
£dg.  Ay,  master. 
Glo.  There  is  a  cliff,  whose  high  and  bending  head 

Looks  fearfiilly  in  the  confined  deep : 

Bring  me  but  to  the  very  brim  of  it. 

And  I'll  repair  the  misery  thou  dost  bear, 

With  something  rich  about  me :  from  that  place 

I  shall  no  leading  need. 
lidj^.  Give  me  thy  arm : 

Poor  Tom  shall  lead  thee.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IL — Before  the  Duke  of  Albany's  Palace. 

Enter  Goneril  and  Edmund  ;  Oswald  meeting  them. 

.    Gon.  Welcome,  my  lord :  I  marvel,  our  mild  husband 

Not  met  us  on  the  way. — Now.  where 's  your  master] 
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Osw.  Madam,  within ;  but  never  man  so  chang'cL 
I  told  him  of  the  army  that  was  landed ; 
He  smil*d  at  it :  I  told  him  you  were  coming ; 
His  answer  was,  **  The  worse : "  of  Glostef  s  treachery. 
And  of  the  loyal  service  of  his  son, 
\Vhen  I  inform'd  him,  then  he  call'd  me  sot, 
And  told  me  I  had  tum*d  the  wrong  side  out : — 
What  most  he  should  dislike,  seems  pleasant  to  him ; 
What  like,  offensive. 

Gon,  [To  Edmund.]  Then,  shall  you  go  no  farther. 
It  is  the  cowish  terror  of  his  spirit. 
That  dares  not  imdertake :  he  'U  not  feel  wrongs, 
Which  tie  him  to  an  answer.     Our  wishes  on  the  way 
May  prove  effects.     Back,  Edmund,  to  my  brother ; 
Hasten  his  musters,  and  conduct  his  powers : 
I  must  change  arms  at  home,  and  give  the  distaff 
Into  my  husband's  hands.     This  trusty  servant 
Shall  pass  between  us :  ere  long  you  are  like  to  hear, 
If  you  dare  venture  in  your  own  behalf, 
A  mistress's  command.    Wear  this  j  spare  speech ; 

[Giving  a  favour. 
Decline  your  head :  this  kiss,  if  it  durst  speak, 
Would  stretch  thy  spirits  up  into  the  air : — 
Conceive,  and  fare  thee  well 

Edm.  Yours  in  the  ranks  of  deatL 

Gon,  yiy  most  dear  Gloster ! 

[Exit  Edu  UNIX 
O,  the  difference  of  man  and  man ! 
To  thee  a  woman's  services  are  due : 
My  fool  usurps  my  body. 

Osw,  Madam,  here  comes  my  l<mL 

[Exit. 

Euter  Albany. 

Gon,  I  have  been  worth  the  whistle. 

Alb,  O  Goneril  1 

You  are  not  worth  the  dust  which  the  rude  wind 
Blows  in  your  face. — I  fear  your  disposition : 
That  nature,  which  contemns  its  origin, 
Cannot  be  bordered  certain  in  itself; 
She  that  herself  will  sliver  and  disbranch 
From  her  material  sap,  perforce  must  wither. 
And  come  to  deadly  use. 

Gon,  No  more ;  the  text  is  foolish. 

Alb,  Wisdom  and  goodness  to  the  vile  seem  vile : 
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Filths  savour  but  themselves.    What  have  you  done  f 

Tigers,  not  daughters,  what  have  you  perform'dl 

A  father,  and  a  gracious  zghd  man, 

^Vhose  reverence  the  head-lugg*d  bear  would  lick, 

Most  barbarous,  most  degenerate !  have  you  madded. 

Could  my  good  brother  suffer  you  to  do  iti 

A  man,  a  prince,  by  him  so  benefited? 

If  that  the  heavens  do  not  their  visible  spirits 

Send  quickly  down  to  tame  these  vile  offences, 

It  will  come. 

Humanity  must  perforce  prey  on  itself, 

like  monsters  of  the  deep. 

G(m.  Milk-liver'd  man ! 

.    That  bear'st  a  cheek  for  blows,  a  head  for  wrongs ; 
Who  hast  not  in  thy  brows  an  eye  discerning 
Thine  honour  from  thy  suffering ;  that  not  know'st. 
Fools  do  those  villains  pity,  who  are  punish'd 
Ere  they  have  done  their  mischief    Where *s  thy  drum! 
France  spreads  his  banners  in  our  noiseless  land ; 
With  plumM  helm  thy  slayer  begins  threats ; 
Whilst  thou,  a  moral  fool,  sitt'st  still,  and  criest, 
•'  Alacky  why  does  he  so  ? " 

Alb.  See  thyself,  devil  I 

Proper  deformity  seems  not  in  the  fiend 
So  horrid,  as  in  woman. 

Gon.  O  vain  fool ! 

Alb.  Thou  changed  and  self  covered  thing,  for  shame, 
Be-monster  not  thy  feature.     Were't  my  fitness 
To  let  these  hands  obey  my  blood, 
They  are  apt  enough  to  dislocate  and  tear 
Thy  flesh  and  bones : — howe'er  thou  art  a  fiend, 
A  woman's  shape  doth  shield  thee. 

Gon,  Marry,  your  manhood  now  ! 

EfUer  a  Messoiger. 

A/b.  What  news  ? 

Mas.  O,  my  good  lord,  the  duke  of  Cornwall's  dead ; 
Slain  by  his  servant,  going  to  put  out 
The  other  eye  of  Gloster. 

A/b.  Gloster's  eyes ! 

Mess.  A  servant  that  he  bred,  thrill'd  with  remorse, 
Oppos'd  against  the  act,  bending  his  sword 
To  his  great  master ;  who,  thereat  enrag'd. 
Flew  on  him,  and  amongst  them  fell'd  him  dead ; 
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But  not  without  that  harmful  stroke,  which  since 

Hath  pluck'd  him  after. 
A/^.  This  shows  you  are  above, 

You  justicers,  that  these  our  nether  crimes 

So  speedily  can  venge ! — But,  O  poor  Gloster ! 

Lost  he  his  other  eye  I 
Afas.  Both,  both,  my  lord. — 

This  letter.  Madam,  craves  a  speedy  answer ; 

Tis  from  your  sister. 
Gon.  [Aside.']  One  way  I  like  this  well ; 

But  being  widow,  and  my  Gloster  with  her. 

May  all  the  building  in  my  fancy  pluck 

Upon  my  hateful  life :  another  way. 

The  news  is  not  so  tart — [To  Mess.]  I  '11  read,  and  answer. 

{Exit. 
Alb.  Where  was  his  son,  when  they  did  take  his  eyes  f 
Mess.  Come  with  my  lady  hither. 
Alb.  He  is  not  here. 

Mess.  No,  my  good  lord ;  I  met  him  back  again. 
Aib.  Knows  he  the  wickedness  1 
iWess.  Ay,  my  good  lord ;  'twas  he  inform'd  against  him  ; 

And  quit  the  house,  on  purpose  that  their  punishment 

Might  have  the  freer  course. 
Alb,  Gloster,  I  live 

To  thank  thee  for  the  love  thou  show'dst  the  king, 

And  to  revenge  thine  eyes. — Come  hither,  friend : 

Tell  me  what  more  thou  knowest  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III.— The  French  Camp  near  Dover. 
Enter  Kent  and  Gentleman. 

Kent.  Why  tne  king  of  France  is  so  suddenly  gone  back  know  you 
tiie  reason? 

Gent.  Something  he  left  imperfect  in  the  state. 

Which  since  his  coming  forth  is  thought  of;  which 

Imports  to  the  kingdom  so  much  fear  and  danger, 

That  his  personal  return  was  most  requir'd 

And  necessary. 
Kent.  Whom  hath  he  left  behind  him  general  I 
Gent.  The  Mareschal  of  France,  Monsieur  La  Far. 
Kent.  Did  your  letters  pierce  the  queen  to  any  demonstration  of 
grief? 

Gent.  Ay,  Sir ;  she  took  them,  read  them  in  my  presence ; 

And  now  and  then  an  ample  tear  trill'd  down 
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Her  delicate  cheek :  it  seem'd  she  was  a  queen 
Over  her  passion;  who,  most  rebel-Uke, 
Sought  to  be  king  o'er  her. 

Kent  O,  then  it  mov'd  her. 

Gent  Not  to  a  rage :  patience  and  sonow  strove 
Who  should  express  her  goodliest.     You  have  seen 
Sunshine  and  rain  at  once :  her  smiles  and  tears 
Were  like  a  better  way :  those  happy  smilets, 
That  pla/d  on  her  ripe  lip,  seem'd  not  to  know 
What  guests  were  in  her  eyes  \  which  parted  thence, 
As  pearls  from  diamonds  dropp'd. — In  brief,  sorrow 
Would  be  a  rarity  most  belov'd,  if  all 
Could  so  become  it. 

Kent  Made  she  no  verbal  question  ? 

Gent  'Faith,  once  or  twice  she  heav'd  the  name  of  "  father* 
Pantingly  forth,  as  if  it  press'd  her  heart ; 
Cried,  '*  Sisters !  sisters ! — Shame  of  ladies !  sisters ! 
Kent !  father !  sisters !    What,  i'  the  storm  ?  i'  the  night  \ 
Let  pity  not  be  believed  I " — ^There  she  shook 
The  holy  water  from  her  heavenly  eyes. 
And  clamour  moisten'd :  then  away  she  started 
To  deal  with  grief  alone. 

Kent,  It  is  the  stars, 

The  stars  above  us,  govern  our  conditions  ^ 
Else  one  self  mate  and  mate  could  not  beget 
Such  different  issues.    You  spoke  not  with  her  since  ? 

Gent.  No. 

Kent,  Was  this  before  the  king  retum'd  ? 

Gent,  No,  since. 

Kent,  Well,  Sir,  the  poor  distress'd  Lear 's  in  the  town, 
Who  sometime,  in  his  better  tune,  remembers 
What  we  are  come  about,  and  by  no  means 
Will  yield  to  see  his  daughter. 

Gent  Why,  good  Sir  % 

Kent,  A  sovereign  shame  so  elbows  him :  his  own  unkindnesa 
That  stripped  her  from  his  benediction,  tum'd  her 
.  To  foreign  casualties,  gave  her  dear  rights 
To  his  dog-hearted  daughters, — these  things  sting 
His  mind  so  venomously,  that  burning  shame 
Detains  him  from  Cordelia. 

Gent  Alack,  poor  gentleman ! 

Kent.  Of  Alban/s  and  Cornwall's  powers  you  heard  noti 

Gent,  Tis  so,  they  are  afoot 

Kent   Well,  Sir,  I  '11  bring  you  to  our  master  Lear, 
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And  leave  you  to  attend  him :  some  dear  cause 

Will  in  concealment  wrap  me  up  a  while ; 

When  I  am  known  aright,  you  shall  not  grieve 

Lending  me  this  acquaintance.    I  pray  you,  go 

Along  with  me.  [ExeofU, 

SCENE  IV.— A  Tmt  in  tht  French  Camp. 

Enter  Cordelia,  Physidan,  and  Soldien. 

Car.  Alack,  'tis  he :  why,  he  was  met  even  now 
As  mad  as  the  vex'd  sea ;  singing  aloud ; 
Crown'd  with  rank  fumiter,  and  furrow  weeds, 
With  harlocks,  hemlock,  nettles,  cuckoo-flowers, 
Darnel,  and  all  the  idle  weeds  that  grow 
In  our  sustaining  com. — A  century  sent  forth ; 
Search  every  acre  in  the  high-grown  field, 
And  bring  him  to  our  eye. —  \ExUan  Officer. 

What  can  man's  wisdom, 
In  the  restoring  his  bereavM  sense  t 
He,  that  helps  him,  take  all  my  outward  woith. 

Fhy.  There  is  means.  Madam : 
Our  foster-nurse  of  nature  is  repose, 
The  which  he  lacks ;  that  to  provoke  in  him. 
Are  many  simples  operative,  whose  power 
Will  close  the  eye  of  anguish. 

Cor.  All  bless'd  secrets, 

All  you  unpublished  virtues  of  the  earth. 
Spring  with  my  tears  I  be  aidant  and  remediate 
In  the  good  man's  distress ! — Seek,  seek  for  him ; 
Lest  his  ungovem'd  rage  dissolve  the  life 
That  wants  the  means  to  lead  it 

EnUr  a  Messenger. 

Mess.  News,  Madam; 

The  British  powers  are  marching  hitherward. 

Cor.  *Tis  known  before ;  our  preparation  stands 
In  expectation  of  them. — O  dear  father. 
It  is  thy  business  that  I  go  about ; 
Therefore  great  France 

My  mourning,  and  important  tears,  hath  pitied. 
No  blown  ambition  doth  our  arms  incite. 
But  love,  dear  love,  and  our  ag'd  father's  right : 
Soon  may  I  hear  and  see  him !  \ExnmL 
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SCENE  v.— ^  Room  in  Gloster's  Ccuth, 

I 

Enter  Regan  and  Oswald. 

R^.  But  are  my  brother's  powers  set  forth? 

Osw»  Ay,  Madam. 

Rig,  Himself  in  person  there  ? 

Osw,  Madam,  with  much  ado : 

Your  sister  is  the  better  soldier. 

R^.  Lord  Edmund  spake  not  with  your  lord  at  home  I 

Osw,  No,  Madam. 

Reg.  What  might  import  my  sister's  letter  to  him  ] 

Osw,  I  know  not,  lady. 

Reg,  'Faith,  he  is  posted  hence  on  serious  matter. 
It  was  great  ignorance,  Gloster's  eyes  being  out. 
To  let  him  live  :  where  he  arrives  he  moves 
All  hearts  against  us :  Edmund,  I  think,  is  gone. 
In  pity  of  his  misery,  to  despatch 
His  nighted  life ;  moreover,  to  descry 
The  strength  o'  the  enemy. 

Osw.  I  must  needs  after  him,  Madam,  with  n^  letter. 

Reg.  Our  troops  set  forth  to-morrow :  stay  with  us ; 
The  ways  are  dangerous. 

Osw.  I  may  not.  Madam : 

My  lady  charged  my  duty  in  this  business. 

Reg.  Why  should  she  write  to  Edmund?    Might  not  you 
Transport  her  purposes  by  word  1    Belike 
Something — I  know  not  what : — I  '11  love  thee  much ; 
Let  me  unseal  the  letter. 

Osw.  Madam,  I  had  rather — 

Reg.  I' know  your  lady  does  not  love  her  husband ; 
I  am  sure  of  that :  and,  at  her  late  being  here. 
She  gave  strange  eyeliads,  and  most  speaking  looks 
To  noble  Edmtmd     I  know  you  are  of  her  bosom. 

Osw.  I,  Madam) 

R^.  I  speak  in  understanding :  you  are,  I  know  it ; 
Therefore  I  do  advise  you,  take  this  note : 
My  lord  is  dead ;  Edmund  and  I  have  talk'd ; 
And  more  convenient  is  he  for  my  hand. 
Than  for  your  lady's : — you  may  gather  more. 
If  you  do  find  him,  pray  you,  give  him  this ; 
And  when  your  mistress  hears  thus  much  firom  you, 
I  pray,  desire  her  call  her  wisdom  to  ^»'*'-. 
So,  fare  you  welL 
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If  you  do  chance  to  hear  of  that  blind  traitor. 
Preferment  falls  on  him  that  cuts  him  ofL 

Osw.  Would  I  could  meet  him.  Madam !    I  would  show 
What  party  I  do  follow. 

^<^.  Fare  thee  well  [JSxeutit 


SCENE  YL—Tlke  Country  near  Dover. 

Enter  Gloster,  and  EDGAR  dressed  like  a  peasants 

Gio,  When  shall  I  come  to  the  top  of  that  same  hiU  t 

£dg.  You  do  climb  up  it  now :  look,  how  we  labour. 

Gh.  Methinks  the  ground  is  even. 

£(^,  Horrible  steep. 

Hark,  do  you  hear  the  seal 

Gh.  No,  truly. 

£dg.  Why,  then  your  other  senses  grow  imperfect 
By  your  eyes'  anguish. 

Gh.  So  may  it  be,  indeed 

Methinks  thy  voice  is  alter'd ;  and  thou  speak'st 
In  better  phrase  and  matter  than  thou  didst 

£dg.  You  're  much  deceived :  in  nothing  am  I  chang'd, 
But  in  my  garments. 

Gio,  Methinks  you  're  better  spoken. 

£dg.  Come  on,  Sir;  here's  the  place :  stand  still. — Ho 
fearful 
And  dizzy  'tis,  to  cast  one's  eyes  so  low ! 
The  crows,  and  choughs,  that  wing  the  midway  air, 
Show  scarce  so  gross  as  beetles :  half  way  down 
Hangs  one  that  gathers  samphire, — dreadful  trade ! 
Methinks  he  seems  no  bigger  than  his  head : 
The  fishermen,  that  walk  upon  the  beach, 
Appear  like  mice ;  and  yon  tall  anchoring  bark, 
Diminish'd  to  her  cock ;  her  cock,  a  buoy 
Almost  too  small  for  sight :  the  murmuring  surge, 
That  on  th'  unnumbef  d  idle  pebbles  chafes. 
Cannot  be  heard  so  high. — I  '11  look  no  more ; 
Lest  my  brain  turn,  and  the  deficient  sight 
Topple  down  headlong. 

Gio.  Set  me  where  you  stand. 

£dg.  Give  me  your  hand : — you  are  now  within  a  foot 
Of  th'  extreme  verge :  for  all  beneath  the  moon 
Would  I  not  leap  upright 

Gio,  Let  go  my  hand. 

Here,  friend,  is  another  purse  •  in  it,  a  jewel 
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Well  worth  a  poor  man's  taking :  fairies  and  gods 
Prosper  it  with  thee !     Go  thou  farther  off; 
Bid  me  farewell,  and  let  me  hear  thee  going. 

Edg.  Now  fare  you  well,  good  Sir. 

Glo.  With  all  my  heait 

Edg.  [Aside,']  Why  I  do  trifle  thus  with  his  despaifi 
Is  done  to  cure  it 

Gio,  O  you  mighty  gods ! 

This  world  I  do  renounce,  and,  in  your  sights, 
Shake  patiently  my  great  affliction  off: 
If  I  could  bear  it  longer,  and  not  fall 
To  quarrel  with  your  great  opposeless  wills. 
My  snuff,  and  loathed  part  of  nature,  should 
Bum  itself  out     If  Edgar  live,  O,  bless  him ! — 
Now,  fellowy  fare  thee  well 

Edw.  Gone,  Sir : — farewell — 

[Gloster  leaps^  and  fails  along. 
[Aside,']  And  yet  I  know  not  how  conceit  may  rob 
The  treasury  of  life,  when  life  itself 
Yields  to  the  thefl :  had  he  been  where  he  thought, 
By  this,  had  thought  been  past — Alive,  or  dead  ^ 
[To  Glo.]  Ho,  you  Sir!  friend! — Hear  you,  Sir? — speak! — 
[Aside,]  Thus  might  he  pass  indeed; — ^yet  he  revives. 
[To  Glo.]  What  are  you.  Sir] 

Glo.  Away,  and  let  me  die. 

Edg,  Hadst  thou  been  aught  but  gossamer,  feathers,  air, 
So  many  fi^thom  down  precipitating, 
Thou'dst  shiver'd  like  an  egg :  but  thou  dost  breathe ; 
Hast  heavy  substance ;  bleed'st  not ;  speak'st ;  art  sound. 
Ten  masts  at  each  make  not  the  altitude, 
Which  thou  hast  perpendicularly  fell : 
Thy  life 's  a  miracle.     Speak  yet  again. 

Glo.  But  have  I  fallen,  or  no  ? 

Edg.  From  the  dread  summit  of  this  chalky  bourn. 
Look  up  a-height ; — the  shrill-gorg'd  lark  so  far 
Cannot  be  seen  or  heard :  do  but  look  up. 

Glo.  Alack,  I  have  no  eyes. — 
Is  wretchedness  deprived  that  benefit. 
To  end  itself  by  death?    Twas  yet  some  comfort, 
When  misery  could  beguile  the  tyrant's  rage, 
And  frustrate  his  proud  will 

Edg,  Give  me  your  arm : 

Up : — so. — How  is  *t  ?    Feel  you  your  legs  ?    You  stand. 

Glo.  Too  well,  too  well. 

VOL.  IV.  P 
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E(^,  This  is  above  all  strangenessL 

Upon  the  crown  o'  the  clifif,  what  thing  was  that 
Which  parted  from  youl 

Gio,  A  poor  unfortunate  beggar. 

£dg.  As  I  stood  here  below,  methought  his  eyes 
Were  two  full  moons ;  he  had  a  thousand  noses, 
Horns  whelk'd  and  wav'd  like  the  enridgbd  sea : 
It  was  some  fiend ;  therefore,  thou  happy  fkther, 
Think  that  the  clearest  gods,  who  make  them  honours 
Of  men's  impossibilities,  have  preserved  thee. 

G/o,  I  do  remember  now :  henceforth  I  '11  bear 
Affliction,  till  it  do  cry  out  itself, 
''  Enough,  enough,"  and  die.    That  thing  you  speak  o^ 
I  took  it  for  a  man ;  often  'twould  say, 
"  The  fiend,  the  fiend : "  he  led  me  to  that  place. 

£tf^.  Bear  free  and  patient  thoughts. — But  who  comes  here  1 

Enter  Lear,  fantastically  dressed  wkh  wild  flowers. 

The  safer  sense  will  ne'er  accommodate 
His  master  thus. 

Lear.  No,  they  cannot  touch  me  for  coining ;  I  am  the  king  hin»- 
self 

Edg,  O,  thou  side-piercing  sight ! 

Lear.  Nature's  above  art  in  that  respect — ^There's  your  press- 
money.  That  fellow  handles  his  bow  like  a  crow-keeper :  draw  me 
a  clothier's  yard. — Look,  look,  a  mouse !  Peace,  peace ; — this  piece 
of  toasted  cheese  will  do't. — ^There's  my  gauntlet ;  I'll  prove  it  on 
a  giant — Bring  up  the  brown  bills. — O,  well  flown,  bird! — ^i'  the 
clout,  i'  the  clout :  hewgh ! — Give  the  word. 

Edg,  Sweet  marjoram. 

l^ar.  Pass. 

Glo,  I  know  that  voice. 

Lear.  Ha !  Goneril ! — with  a  white  beard ! — They  flatter'd  me  like 
a  dog ;  and  told  me,  I  had  white  hairs  in  my  beard,  ere  the  black 
ones  were  there.  To  say,  "  ay,"  and  "  no,"  to  every  thing  I  said  !-^ 
"Ay"  and  "no"  too,  was  no  good  divinity.  When  the  rain  came 
to  wet  me  once,  and  the  wind  to  make  me  chatter;  when  the  thunder 
would  not  peace  at  my  bidding ;  there  I  found  them,  there  I  smelt 
them  out  Go  to,  they  are  not  men  o'  their  words :  they  told  me  I 
was  every  thing ;  'tis  a  lie, — I  am  not  ague-proof. 

Glo,  The  trick  of  that  voice  1  do  well  remember: 
Is 't  not  the  king  ] 

Lear.  Ay,  every  inch  a  king : 

When  I  do  stare,  see  how  the  subject  quakes 
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I  pardon  that  man's  life. — What  was  thy  cause  1 
Adultery  t— 

Thou  shalt  not  die :  die  for  adultery  I    No : 
The  wren  goes  to%  and  the  small  gilded  fly 
Does  lecher  in  my  sight 
Let  copulation  thrive ;  for  Gloster's  bastard  son 
Was  kinder  to  his  father,  than  my  daughters 
Got  'tween  the  lawful  sheets. 
To%  luxury,  pell-mell !  for  I  lack  soldiers.— 
Behold  yon  simpering  dame, 
Whose  face  between  her  forks  presageth  snow ; 
That  minces  virtue,  and  does  eJiake  the  head 
To  hear  of  pleasure's  name ; — 
The  fitchew,  nor  the  soilbd  horse,  goes  to't 
With  a  more  riotous  appetite. 
Down  from  the  waist  they  are  centaurs. 
Though  women  all  above : 
But  to  the  girdle  do  the  gods  inherit. 
Beneath  b  all  the  fiends';  there's  hell,  there's  darkness,  th^re  is 
the  sulphurous  pit,  burning,  scalding,  stench,  consumption ; — fie,  fie. 
fie  I  pah,  pah !    Give  me  an  ounce  of  civet,  good  apothecary,  to 
sweeten  my  imagination :  there 's  money  for  thee. 
Gio.  O,  let  me  kiss  that  hand ! 
Lear,  Let  me  wipe  it  first ;  it  smells  of  mortality. 
Gio.  O  ruin'd  peace  of  nature !    This  great  world 

Shall  so  wear  out  to  naught — Dost  thou  know  me) 
Lear,  I  remember  thine  eyes  well  enough.     Dost  thou  squiny  at 
met    No,  do  thy  worst,  blind  Cupid ;  I'll  not  love. — Read  thou 
this  challenge :  mark  but  the  penning  of  it 

Gh,  Were  all  the  letters  suns,  I  could  not  see  one. 
Edg.  \A5ide^  I  would  not  take  this  from  report ; — it  is. 

And  my  heart  breaks  at  it 
Lear,  Read. 

Glo,  What,  with  the  case  of  eyes  1 

Lear,  O,  ho,  are  you  there  with  me )    No  eyes  in  your  head,  nor 
no  money  in  your  purse  t    Your  eyes  are  in  a  heavy  case,  your  purse 
in  a  light :  yet  you  see  how  this  world  goes. 
Glo,  I  see  it  feelingly. 

Lear,  What,  art  madt  A  man  may  see  how  this  world  goes, 
"with  no  eyes.  Look  with  thine  ears  :  see  how  yon  justice  rails  upon 
yon  simple  thief  Hark,  in  thine  ear :  change  places ;  and,  handy- 
dandy,  which  is  the  justice,  which  is  the  thief  2 — Thou  bast  seen  a 
fomer's  dog  bark  at  a  beggar) 
Gk,  Ay,  Sir. 
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Lear,  And  the  creature  run  from  the  cur)     There  thou  mights! 
behold  the  great  image  of  authority :  a  dog's  obe/d  in  office. — 
Thou  rascal  beadle,  hold  thy  bloody  hand ! 
Why  dost  thou  lash  that  whore  1    Strip  thine  own  back ; 
Thou  hotly  lusfst  to  use  her  in  that  kind 
For  which  thou  whipp'st  her.    The  usurer  hangs  the  cozener. 
Through  tatter'd  clothes  small  vices  do  appear ; 
Robes  and  furr'd  gowns  hide  alL     Plate  sin  with  gold. 
And  the  strong  lance  of  justice  hurtless  breaks; 
Arm  it  in  rags,  a  pigmy's  straw  doth  pierce  it 
None  does  offend,  none, — I  say,  none ;  I  '11  able  'em  : 
Take  that  of  me,  my  friend,  who  have  the  power 
To  seal  th'  accuser's  lips.     Get  thee  glass  eyes ; 
And,  like  a  scurvy  politician,  seem 
To  see  the  things  thou  dost  not — Now,  now,  now,  now : 
Pull  off  my  boots : — ^harder,  harder : — so. 

Edg.  \A5ide^  O,  matter  and  impertinency  mix'd  1 
Reason  in  madness ! 

Lear.  If  thou  wilt  weep  my  fortunes,  take  my  eyes. 
I  know  thee  well  enough ;  thy  name  is  Gloster : 
Thou  must  be  patient ;  we  came  crying  hither : 
Thou  know'st,  the  first  time  that  we  smell  the  air. 
We  wawl  and  cry.     I  will  preach  to  thee :  mark 

Glo.  Alack !  alack  the  day ! 

Lear,  When  we  are  bora,  we  cry  that  we  are  come 
To  this  great  stage  of  fools, — this*  a  good  block  :— 
It  were  a  delicate  stratagem,  to  shoe 
A  troop  of  horse  with  felt :  1 11  put  it  in  proof; 
And  when  I  have  stolen  upon  these  sons-in-law, 
Then,  kill,  kill,  kill,  kill,  kiU,  kiU ! 

Enter  Gentleman  with  Attendants. 

GetU,  O,  here  he  is :  lay  hand  upon  him. — Sir, 

Your  most  dear  daughter — 
Lear.  No  rescue?    What,  a  prisoner]    I  am  even 

The  natural  fool  of  fortune. — Use  me  well ; 

You  shall  have  ransom.     Let  me  have  a  surgeon, 

I  am  cut  to  the  brains. 
Gent.  You  shall  have  anything. 

Lear,  No  seconds  ?    All  myself] 

Why,  this  would  make  a  man  a  man  of  salt. 

To  use  his  eyes  for  garden  water-pots, 

Ay,  and  laying  autumn's  dust 
Gent,  Good  Sir,— 
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Zear.  I  will  die  bravely, 

Like  a  smug  bridegroom.     What!  I  will  be  jovial : 

Come,  come ;  I  am  a  king,  my  masters,  know  you  that  t 
Gen/.  You  are  a  royal  one,  and  we  obey  you. 
Zear.  Then  there 's  life  in  it     Nay,  an  you  get  it,  you  shall  get  it 
by  running.    Sa,  sa,  sa,  sa.  [£xi/.    AttendaLnts/o//(nv. 

Gent,  A  sight  most  pitiful  in  the  meanest  wretch. 

Past  speaking  of  in  a  king ! — Thou  hast  one  daughter, 

Who  redeems  nature  from  the  general  curse 

Which  twain  have  brought  her  to. 
JSi^.  Hail,  gentle  Sir ! 

Gent,  Sir,  speed  you :  what 's  your  will  1 

£i^.  Do  you  hear  aught.  Sir,  of  a  battle  toward  ? 
Gent.  Most  sure,  and  vulgar :  every  one  hears  that, 

Which  can  distinguish  sound. 
jEdg.  But,  by  your  favour. 

How  near 's  the  other  army  1 
Gent.  Near,  and  on  speedy  foot ;  the  main  descry 

Stands  on  the  hourly  thought 
JSi/g.  I  thank  you,  Sir :  that 's  all 

Gent.  Though  that  the  queen  on  special  cause  is  here. 

Her  army  is  mov'd  on. 

JSi^.  I  thank  you,  Sir. 

[Exit  Gent 
Glff.  You  ever-gentle  gods,  take  my  breath  from  me ; 

Let  not  my  worser  spirit  tempt  me  again 

To  die  before  you  please  1 
JSdg.  Well  pray  you,  father. 

G/o.  Now,  good  Sir,  what  are  you  1 
JSi^.  A  most  poor  man,  made  tame  to  fortune's  blows ; 

Who,  by  the  art  of  known  and  feeling  sorrows. 

Am  pregnant  to  good  pity.     Give  me  your  hand, 

I  '11  lead  you  to  some  biding. 
Glif.  Hearty  thanks : 

The  bounty  and  the  benison  of  heaven 

To  boot,  and  boot ! 

£n/ifr  Oswald. 
Osw.  A  proclaim'd  prize !     Most  happy ! 

That  eyeless  head  of  tliine  was  first  fram'd  flesh 

To  raise  my  fortunes. — Thou  old  unhappy  traitor. 

Briefly  thyself  remember : — the  sword  is  out 

That  must  destroy  thee. 
Glff.  Now  let  thy  friendly  hand 

Put  strength  enough  to  it  [Edgar  interposes. 


230  KING  LEAR.  [act  nr. 

Osw.  Wheiefare,  bold  peasant 

Dai'st  thou  support  a  published  traitor  t    Hence  ; 
Lest  that  th'  infection  of  his  fortune  take 
Like  hold  on  thee.     Let  go  his  arm. 
Edg.  Cfa'ill  not  let  go,  zir,  without  varther  'casion. 
Osw.  Let  gOy  slave,  or  thou  diest 

Edg.  Good  gentleman,  go  your  gait,  and  let  poor  volk  pass.  And 
ch'ud  ha'  been  zwagger'd  out  of  my  life,  'twould  not  ha'  been  zo 
long  as  'tis  by  a  vortnight  Nay,  come  not  near  the  old  man ;  keep 
out,  che  vor'ye,  or  Ise  try  whether  your  costard  or  my  ballow  be  the 
harder.  Ch'ill  be  plain  with  you. 
Osw.  Out,  dunghill ! 

Ei^.  Ch'ill  pick  your  teeth,  zir :  come ;  no  matter  vor  yoor  foins. 

[Tluyjight;  and  Edgar  knocks  him  down. 
Osw.  Slave,  thou  hast  slain  me : — ^villain,  take  my  purse : 
If  ever  thou  wilt  thrive,  bury  my  body ; 
And  give  the  letters,  which  thou  find'st  about  me. 
To  Edmund  earl  of  Gloster ;  seek  him  out 
Upon  the  British  party : — O,  untimely  death  I  \JDUs. 

Edg'  I  know  thee  well :  a  serviceable  villain ; 
As  duteous  to  the  vices  of  thy  mistress, 
As  badness  would  desire. 
Gio.  What,  is  he  dead  t 

Edg.  Sit  you  down,  father ;  rest  you. — 

Let 's  see  his  pockets :  these  letters,  that  he  speaks  of^ 
May  be  my  friends. — He  *s  dead ;  I  am  only  sorry 
He  had  no  other  deathsman. — Let  us  see : — 
Leave,  gentle  wax ;  and,  manners,  blame  us  not : 
To  know  our  enemies'  minds,  we  *d  rip  their  hearts ; 
Their  papers,  is  more  lawful. 
[Reads,"]  "  Let  our  reciprocal  vows  be  remembered.     You  have 
many  opportunities  to  cut  him  off :  if  your  will  want  not,  time  and 
place  will  be  fruitfully  offered.     There  is  nothing  done,  if  he  return 
the  conqueror :  then  am  I  the  prisoner,  and  his  bed  my  gaol ;  fiom 
the  loathed  warmth  whereof  deliver  me,  and  supply  the  place  for 
your  labour. 

"  Your  (wife,  so  I  would  say) 
^'  affectionate  servant, 

GONERIU" 

O  undistinguish'd  space  of  woman's  will  1 

A  plot  upon  her  virtuous  husband's  life ; 

And  the  exchange,  my  brother ! — Here,  in  the  sands. 

Thee  I  '11  rake  up,  the  post  unsanctified 

Of  murderous  lechers  :  and,  in  the  mature  time. 
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With  thb  ungracious  paper  strike  the  sight 
Of  the  death-practis'd  duke  :  for  him  'tis  well, 
That  of  thy  death  and  business  I  can  telL 

CrU.  The  king  is  mad :  how  stiff  is  my  vile  sense, 
That  I  stand  up,  and  have  ingenious  feeling 
Of  my  huge  sorrows  !     Better  I  were  distract : 
So  should  my  thoughts  be  severed  from  my  griefs; 
And  woes,  by  wrong  imaginations,  lose  ^ 

The  knowledge  of  themselves.  [Drum  afar  off. 

E^.  Give  me  your  hand : 

Far  off,  methinks,  I  hear  the  beaten  drum  : 
Come,  father,  I  '11  bestow  you  with  a  friend. 

\E3ceunt 


SCENE  VII.— ^  Tent  in  the  French  Camp. 

Lear  on  a  bed^  asleep;  soft  mmic  playing:  Physician,  Gentleman,  and  others^ 

attending.     Enter  Cordelia  and  Kent. 

Car.  O  thou  good  Kent  I  how  shall  I  live  and  work, 
To  match  thy  goodness  %    My  life  will  be  too  short, 
And  every  measure  fail  me. 

Kent.  To  be  acknowledg'd,  Madam,  is  o'er-paid. 
All  my  reports  go  with  the  modest  truth ; 
Nor  more,  nor  clipp'd,  but  so. 

Cor.  Be  better  suited : 

These  weeds  are  memories  of  those  worser  hours : 
I  pfythee,  put  them  off. 

Kent.  Pardon,  dear  Madam ; 

Yet  to  be  known  shortens  my  made  intent : 
My  boon  I  make  it,  that  you  know  me  not. 
Till  time  and  I  think  meet. 

Cor.  Then  be't  so,  my  good  lord.— [Ti?  the  Phy.]      How 

does  the  kingi 
Phy.  Madam,  sleeps  still. 
Cor.  O  you  kind  gods. 
Cure  this  great  breach  in  his  abused  nature ! 
Th'  imtun'd  and  jarring  senses,  O,  wind  up 
Of  this  child-changed  father  I 

Phy.  So  please  your  majesty. 

That  we  may  wake  the  king :  he  hath  slept  long. 

Cor.  Be  govem'd  by  your  knowledge,  and  proceed 
I'  the  sway  of  your  own  will     Is  he  arra/d  1 

Gent.  Ay,  Madam ;  in  the  heaviness  of  sleep. 
We  put  fresh  garments  on  him. 
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Phy.  Be  by,  good  Madam,  when  we  do  awake  him; 
I  doubt  not  of  his  temperance. 

Car,  Very  well. 

Fhy.  Please  you,  draw  near. — Louder  the  music  there  I 

Cor,  O  my  dear  father  I     Restoration,  hang 
Thy  medicine  on  my  lips ;  and  let  this  kiss 
Repair  those  violent  harms,  that  my  two  sisters 
Have  in  thy  reverence  made ! 

Kent,  Kind  and  dear  princess  1 

Cor,  Had  you  not  been  their  father,  these  white  flakes 
Had  challenged  pity  of  them.     Was  this  a  face 
To  be  expos'd  against  the  warring  winds  1 
To  stand  against  the  deep  dread-bolted  thunder ) 
In  the  most  terrible  and  nimble  stroke 
Of  quick,  cross  lightning?  to  watch  (poor  perdu  I) 
With  this  thin  helm  %    Mine  enemy's  dog, 
Though  he  had  bit  me,  should  have  stood  that  night 
Against  my  fire ;  and  wast  thou  fain,  poor  father, 
To  hovel  thee  with  swine,  and  rogues  forlorn, 
In  short  and  musty  straw  ?    Alack,  alack ! 
'Tis  wonder,  that  thy  life  and  wits  at  once 
Had  not  concluded  all. — He  wakes ;  speak  to  him. 

Fhy,  Madam,  do  you  ;  'tis  fittest 

Cor,  How  does  my  royal  lordl    How  fares  your  majesty  I 

Lear,  You  do  me  wrong,  to  take  me  out  o'  the  grave : — 
Thou  art  a  soul  in  bliss ;  but  I  am  bound 
Upon  a  wheel  of  fire,  that  mine  own  tears 
Do  scald  like  molten  lead. 

Cor,  Sir,  do  you  know  me  % 

Lear,  You  are  a  spirit,  I  know  :  when  did  you  die  1 

Cor,  Still,  still,  far  wide. 

Phy,  He 's  scarce  awake  :  let  him  alone  a  while. 

Lear,  Where  have  I  been?  Where  am  I? — Fair  day-light^ 
I  am  mightily  abus*d. — I  should  even  die  with  pity, 
To  see  another  thus. — I  know  not  what  to  say. — 
I  will  not  swear  these  are  my  hands  : — let's  see ; 
I  feel  this  pin  prick.     Would  I  were  assured 
Of  my  condition ! 

Cor.  O,  look  upon  me.  Sir, 

And  hold  your  hands  in  benediction  o'er  me : — 
No,  Sir,  you  must  not  kneel 

Lear,  Prayi  do  not  mock  me : 

I  am  a  very  foolish  fond  old  man. 
Fourscore  and  upward,  not  an  hour  more  nor  less  \ 
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And,  to  deal  plainly, 

I  fear  I  am  not  in  my  perfect  mind. 

Methinks  I  should  know  you,  and  know  this  man ; 

Yet  I  am  doubtful :  for  I  am  mainly  ignorant 

What  place  this  is ;  and  all  the  skill  I  have 

Remembers  not  these  garments ;  nor  I  know  not 

Where  I  did  lodge  last  night     Do  not  laugh  at  me ; 

For,  as  I  am  a  man,  I  think  this  lady 

To  be  my  child  Cordelia. 
Cor.  And  so  I  am,  I  am. 

Lear.  Be  your  tears  wet  ?    Yes,  'faith.     I  pray,  weep  not : 

If  you  have  poison  for  me,  I  will  drink  it. 

I  know  you  do  not  love  me ;  for  your  sisters 

Have,  as  I  do  remember,  done  me  wrong : 

You  have  some  cause,  they  have  not. 
Cor.  No  cause,  no  cauae. 

Lear.  Am  I  in  France  1 

Kent.  In  your  own  kingdom,  Sir. 

Lear.  Do  not  abuse  me. 
Phy.  Be  comforted,  good  Madam :  the  great  rage, 

You  see,  is  cur'd  in  hira  :  and  yet  it  is  danger 

To  make  him  even  o'er  the  time  he  has  lost 

Desire  him  to  go  in ;  trouble  him  no  more. 

Till  farther  settling. 
Cor.  Will 't  please  your  highness  walk  1 
Lear.  You  must  bear  with  me : 

Pray  you  now,  forget  and  forgive  :  I  am  old  and  foolish. 

\Excuni  Lear,  Cordelia,  Physician,  and  Attend- 
ants. 
Gent.  Holds  it  true.  Sir,  that  the  duke  of  Cornwall  was  so  slain? 
Kent.  Most  certain.  Sir. 
Gent.  Who  is  conductor  of  his  people  ? 
Kent.  As  'tis  said,  the  bastard  son  of  Gloster. 
Gent.  They  say,  Edgar,  his  banished  son,  is  with  the  earl  of  Kent 
in  Germany. 

Kera.  Report  is  changeable.     'Tis  time  to  look  about ;  the  powers 
of  the  kingdom  approach  apace. 

Gent.  The  arbitrement  is  like  to  be  bloody.     Fare  you  well,  Sir. 

\ExU. 

Kent.  My  point  and  period  will  be  throughly  wrought, 

Or  well  or  ill,  as  this  da/s  battle 's  fought  {Exit. 
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ACT  V. 
SCENE  I. — Tk^  Camp  of  the  Briiish  Forces^  near  Dover. 

Enter^  with  drum  and  colours^  Edmund,  Regan,  Officers,  Soldiers,  and  otkem 

Edtn.  Know  of  the  duke,  if  his  last  purpose  hold ; 
Or  whether  since  he  is  advis'd  by  aught 
To  change  the  course  :  he 's  full  of  alteration, 
And  self-reproving : — bring  his  constant  pleasure. 

\To  an  Officer,  w?io  goes  auL 

Reg,  Our  sister's  man  is  certainly  miscarried 

Edm.  'Tis  to  be  doubted,  Madam. 

Reg.  Now,  sweet  lord. 

You  know  the  goodness  I  intend  upon  you : 
Tell  me, — but  truly, — but  then  speak  the  truth. 
Do  you  not  love  my  sister? 

Edm.  In  honour  d  love. 

Reg,  But  have  you  never  found  my  brother's  way 
To  the  forefended  place  1 

Edm,  That  thought  abuses  yon. 

Reg.  I  am  doubtful  that  you  have  been  conjunct 
And  bosom'd  with  her,  as  far  as  we  call  hers. 

Edm,  No,  by  mine  honour,  Madam. 

Reg,  I  never  shall  endure  her  :  dear  my  lord. 
Be  not  familiar  with  her. 

Edm.  Fear  me  not : — 

She,  and  the  duke  her  husband. 

Enter  ALBANY,  GONERIL,  and  Soldiers. 

Gon,  {Aside,^  I  had  rather  lose  the  battle,  than  that  sister 
Should  loosen  him  and  me. 

Alb.  Our  very  loving  sister,  well  be-met. — 
Sir,  this  I  hear, — the  king  is  come  to  his  daughter, 
With  others,  whom  the  rigour  of  our  state 
Forc'd  to  cry  out.     Where  I  could  not  be  honest, 
I  never  yet  was  valiant :  for  this  business, 
It  toucheth  us,  as  France  invades  our  land, 
Not  holds  the  king,  with  others,  whom,  I  fear. 
Most  just  and  heavy  causes  make  oppose. 

Edm,  Sir,  you  speak  nobly. 

Reg,  Why  is  this  reason*d1 

Gon.  Combine  together  'gainst  the  enemy  ; 
For  these  domestic  and  particular  broils 
Are  not  the  question  here. 


SCENE  l]  king  LEAR.  235 

Alb.  Let's,  then,  determine 

With  the  ancient  of  war  on  our  proceedings. 
Edm,  I  shall  attend  you  presently  at  your  tent. 
Jieg,  Sister,  you  11  go  with  usi 
Gon.  No. 

R^,  'Tis  most  convenient ;  pray  you,  go  with  us. 
Gon,  [Aside.']  O,  ho !  I  know  the  riddle. — [Aloud.]  I  will  go. 

£fUer  Edgar,  disguistd. 
Edg.  If  e'er  your  grace  had  speech  with  man  so  poor. 
Hear  me  one  word. 
Alb.  I  '11  overtake  yoiL — Speak. 

[^jc«/«/ Edmund,  Regan,  Goneril,  Officers,  Sol- 
diers, a/x^  Attendants. 
Edg.  Before  you  fight  the  battle,  ope  this  letter. 
If  you  have  victory,  let  the  trumpet  soimd 
For  him  that  brought  it :  wretched  though  I  seem, 
I  can  produce  a  champion,  that  will  prove 
What  is  avouched  there.     If  you  miscarry, 
Your  business  of  the  world  hath  so  an  end, 
And  machination  ceases.     Fortune  love  you ! 
Alb.  Stay  till  I  have  read  the  letter. 
Ee^.  I  was  forbid  it 

When  time  shall  serve,  let  but  the  herald  cry. 
And  I  '11  appear  again. 

Alb.  Why,  fare  thee  well :  I  will  overlook  thy  paper. 

[Exit  Edgar. 

Re-enter  Edmund. 

Edm.  The  enemy 's  in  view ;  draw  up  your  powers. 

Here  is  the  guess  of  their  true  strength  and  forces 

By  diligent  discovery ; — ^but  your  haste 

Is  now  urg'd  on  you. 
Alb.  We  will  greet  the  time.  [Exit 

Edm.  To  both  these  sisters  have  I  sworn  my  love ; 

Each  jealous  of  the  other,  as  the  stung 

Are  of  the  adder.     Which  of  them  shall  I  take  ? 

Both)  one?  or  neither]    Neither  can  be  enjoy'd. 

If  both  remain  alive  :  to  take  the  widow, 

Exasperates,  makes  mad,  her  sister  Goneril ; 

And  hardly  shall  I  carry  out  my  side. 

Her  husband  being  alive.     Now,  then,  we  '11  use 

His  countenance  for  the  battle  \  which  being  done, 

Let  her,  who  would  be  rid  of  him,  devise 

His  speedy  taking  off.     As  for  the  mercy 
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Which  he  intends  to  Lear,  and  to  Cordelia, — 
The  battle  done,  and  they  within  our  power, 
Shall  never  see  his  pardon ;  for  my  state 
Stands  on  me  to  defend,  not  to  debate. 


SCENE  IL — A  Field  between  the  two  Camps, 

Alarum  within,     EttUr,  with  drums  and  colours,  Lear,  CoRDELIAy  ami  tkdr 
forces;  and  exeunt.     Enter  Edgar  and  Gloster. 

Edg,  Here,  father,  take  the  shadow  of  this  tree 
For  your  good  host ;  pray  that  the  right  may  thrive : 
If  ever  I  return  to  you  again, 
I  '11  bring  you  comfort 

Glo,  Grace  go  with  you.  Sir ! 

Alarum;  afterwards  a  Retreat.     Re-enter  Edgar. 

Edg.  Away,  old  man  I  give  me  thy  hand,  away ! 
King  Lear  hath  lost,  he  and  his  daughter  ta'en  : 
Give  me  thy  hand ;  come  on. 

Glo,  No  farther,  Sir ;  a  man  may  rot  even  here. 

Edg,  What,  in  ill  thoughts  again  %    Men  must  endure 
Their  going  hence,  even  as  their  coming  hither : 
Ripeness  is  all     Come  on. 

Glo,  And  that 's  true  too.         \ExeunU 

SCENE  \\\,—Tlie  British  Camp  near  Dover. 

Enter^  in  eonqttest,  with  drum  and  colours,  EDMUND ;  Lear  aih/Cordblia, 

as  prisoners;  Captain,  Officers,  Soldiers,  6^. 

Edm.  Some  officers  take  them  away ;  good  guard. 
Until  their  greater  pleasures  first  be  known, 
That  are  to  censure  them. 

Cor,  We  are  not  the  first, 

Who,  with  best  meaning,  have  incurred  the  worst 
For  thee,  oppressed  king,  am  I  cast  down ; 
Myself  could  else  out-fi*own  false  fortune's  frown. 
Shall  we  not  see  these  daughters,  and  these  sisters) 

Lear,  No,  no,  no,  no !     Come,  let 's  away  to  prison : 
We  two  alone  will  sing  like  birds  i'  the  cage : 
WTien  thou  dost  ask  me  blessing,  I  '11  kneel  down, 
And  ask  of  thee  forgiveness  :  so  we  '11  live. 
And  pray,  and  sing,  and  tell  old  tales,  and  laugh 
At  gilded  butterflies,  and  hear  poor  rogues 
Talk  of  court  news ;  and  we  11  talk  with  them  too,— 
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Who  loses,  and  who  wins;  who's  in,  who's  out ; 
And  take  upon's  the  mystery  of  things, 
As  if  we  were  God's  spies :  and  we  '11  wear  out, 
In  1  wall'd  prison,  packs  and  sets  of  great  ones, 
That  ebb  and  flow  by  the  moon. 

Edm,  Take  them  away. 

Lear.  Upon  such  sacrifices,  my  Cordelia, 
The  gods  themselves  throw  incense.     Have  I  caught  thee  I 
He  that  parts  us  shall  bring  a  brand  from  heaven, 
And  fire  us  hence  like  foxes.     Wipe  thine  eyes ; 
The  goujeers  shall  devour  them,  flesh  and  fell. 
Ere  they  shall  make  us  weep :  we  '11  see  them  starve  first. 
Come.  [^Exeunt  Lear  and  Cordelia,  guarded, 

Ednu  Come  hither,  captain  ;  hark. 
Take  thou  this  note ;  \Givir^  a  paper, ^  go  follow  them  to 

prison  : 
One  step  I  have  advanc'd  thee ;  if  thou  dost 
As  this  instructs  thee,  thou  dost  make  thy  way 
To  noble  fortunes :  know  thou  this, — that  men 
Are  as  the  time  is :  to  be  tender-minded 
Does  not  become  a  sword : — thy  great  employment 
Will  not  bear  question ;  either  say  thou  'It  do 't, 
Or  thrive  by  other  means. 

Capt.  I  *U  do 't,  my  lord. 

Edm,  About  it ;  and  write  happy,  when  thou  'st  done. 
Mark, — I  say,  Instantly ;  and  carry  it  so, 
As  I  have  set  it  down. 

Capt  I  cannot  draw  a  cart,  nor  eat  dried  oats ; 
If  it  be  man's  work,  I  will  do  it  \Exit 

FloHfish.    £nttr  Albahy,  Goneril,  Regan,  Officers,  aiu/ Attendants. 

A/d.  Sir,  you  have  shown  to-day  your  valiant  strain, 
And  fortune  led  you  well :  you  have  the  captives 
Who  were  the  opposites  of  this  day's  strife : 
We  do  require  them  of  you,  so  to  use  them, 
As  we  shall  find  their  merits  and  our  safety 
May  equally  determine. 

Edm,  Sir,  I  thought  it  fit 

To  send  the  old  and  miserable  king 
To  some  retention,  and  appointed  guard ; 
Whose  age  has  charms  in  it,  whose  title  more^ 
To  pluck  the  common  bosom  on  his  side, 
And  turn  our  impressed  lances  in  our  eyes. 
Which  do  command  them.     With  him  I  sent  the  queen  , 
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My  reason  all  the  same ;  and  they  are  ready 
To-morrow,  or  at  farther  space,  to  appear 
Where  you  shall  hold  your  session.    At  this  time 
We  sweat  and  bleed  :  the  friend  hath  lost  his  Mend ; 
And  the  best  quarrels,  in  the  heat,  are  curs'd 
By  those  that  feel  their  sharpness : — 
The  question  of  Cordelia,  and  her  father, 
Requires  a  fitter  place. 

A/d.  Sir,  by  your  patience, 

I  hold  you  but  a  subject  of  this  war. 
Not  as  a  brother. 

J^eg.  That 's  as  we  list  to  grace  him. 

Methinks  out  pleasure  might  have  been  demanded. 
Ere  you  had  spoke  so  far.    He  led  our  powers ; 
Bore  the  commission  of  my  place  and  person ; 
The  which  immediacy  may  well  stand  up. 
And  call  itself  your  brother. 

Gon.  Not  so  hot : 

In  his  own  grace  he  doth  exalt  himself. 
More  than  in  your  addition. 

J^ig,  In  my  rights, 

By  me  invested,  he  compeers  the  best 

Gon.  That  were  the  most,  if  he  should  husband  yoa. 

J^^.  Jesters  do  oft  prove  prophets. 

Gon.  Holla,  holla ! 

That  eye,  that  told  you  so,  look'd  but  a-squint 

I^fg.  Lady,  I  am  not  well ;  else  I  should  answer 
From  a  full-flowing  stomach. — <}eneral, 
Take  thou  my  soldiers,  prisoners,  patrimony ; 
Dispose  of  them,  of  me ;  the  walls  are  thine  : 
Witness  the  world,  that  I  create  thee  here 
My  lord  and  master. 

Gon.  Mean  you  to  enjoy  him  f 

A/d.  The  let-alone  lies  not  in  your  good  will. 

JStfm.  Nor  in  thine,  lord. 

A/d.  Half-blooded  fellow,  yes. 

jR^g.  [To  Edmund.]  Let  the  drum  strike,  and  prove  my  title 
thine. 

A/d.  Stay  yet,  hear  reason. — Edmund,  I  arrest  thee 
On  capital  treason ;  and,  in  thy  arrest, 
[Pointing  to  GoN.]  This  gilded  serpent — For  your  claim,  fair 

sister, 
I  bar  it  in  the  interest  of  my  wife , 
'Tis  she  is  sub-contracted  to  this  lord, 
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And  I,  her  husband,  contradict  your  bans. 
If  you  will  many,  make  your  love  to  me. 
My  lady  is  bespoke. 

Gon.  An  interlude ! 

Alb,  Thou  art  arm'd,  Gloster : — let  the  trumpet  sound : 
If  none  appear  to  prove,  upon  thy  person, 
Thy  heinous,  manifest,  and  many  treasons, 
There  is  my  pledge ;  \Thrawing down  a  ^lovc!\   I  '11  prove  it  on 

thy  heart, 
Ere  I  taste  bread,  thou  art  in  nothing  less 
Than  I  have  here  proclaimed  thee. 

Reg.  Sick,  O,  sick  I 

Gon,  ^Aside,^  If  not,  I  'U  ne'er  trust  poison. 

Edm.  There 's  my  exchange :  \Throwing down  a ^hve^  what 
in  the  world  he  is 
That  names  me  traitor,  villain-like  he  lies : 
Call  by  thy  trumpet :  he  that  dares  approach. 
On  him,  on  you,  (who  not?)  I  will  maintain 
My  truth  and  honour  firmly. 

Alb,  A  herald,  ho ! 

Edm,  A  herald,  ho,  a  herald ! 

Alb,  Trust  to  thy  single  virtue ;  for  thy  soldiers. 
All  levied  in  my  name,  have  in  my  name 
Took  their  discharge. 

Reg.  My  sickness  grows  upon  me. 

Alb.  She  is  not  well ;  convey  her  to  my  tent 

\Exit  R£GAN,  led. 
Enter  a  Herald. 

Come  hither,  herald, — let  the  trumpet  sound, — 
And  read  out  this. 

Off.  Sound,  trumpet !  \A  trumpet  sounds. 

Herald  reads, 

"  If  any  man  of  quality,  or  degree,  within  the  lists  of  the  army, 
will  maintain  upon  Edmund,  supposed  earl  of  Gloster,  that  he 
is  a  manifold  traitor,  let  him  appear  at  the  third  sound  of  the 
trumpet :  he  is  bold  in  his  defence.'^ 


Edm.  Sound ! 
Her.  Again  I 
Her.  Again  I 


I  Trumpet, 
'2  Trumpet, 
3  Trumpet, 
[Trumpet  ansu»ers  within. 


Enter  Edgak,  armed,  preceded  by  a  trumpet. 

Alb.  Ask  him  his  purposes,  why  he  appears 
Upon  this  call  o'  the  trumpet 
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Her,  What  are  you  I 

Your  namef  your  quality!  and  why  you  answer 
This  present  summons  7 

Edg,  Know,  my  name  is  lost ; 

By  treason's  tooth  bare-gnawn,  and  canker-bit : 
Yet  am  I  noble  as  the  adversary 
I  come  to  cope. 

Alb.  Which  is  that  adversary ) 

Edg.  What's  he  that  speaks  for  Edmund  earl  of  Glostert 

Edm,  Himself: — what  say'st  thou  to  himi 

Edg,  Draw  thy  sword. 

That,  if  my  speech  offend  a  noble  heart, 
Thy  arm  may  do  thee  justice :  here  is  mine. 
Behold,  it  is  the  privilege  of  mine  honours, 
My  oath,  and  my  profession  :  I  protest, — 
Maugre  thy  strength,  youth,  place,  and  eminence. 
Despite  thy  victor  sword  and  fire-new  fortune. 
Thy  valour  and  thy  heart, — thou  art  a  traitor ; 
False  to  thy  gods,  thy  brother,  and  thy  father ; 
Conspirant  'gainst  this  high  illustrious  prince ; 
And,  from  th'  extremest  upward  of  thy  head. 
To  the  descent  and  dust  below  thy  foot, 
A  most  toad-spotted  traitor.     Say  thou  "  No," 
This  sword,  this  arm,  and  my  best  spirits,  are  bent 
To  prove  upon  thy  heart,  whereto  I  speak, 
Thou  liesL 

Edm,         In  wisdom,  I  should  ask  thy  name ; 
But,  since  thy  outside  looks  so  fair  and  warlike, 
And  that  thy  tongue  some  'say  of  breeding  breathes^ 
What  safe  and  nicely  I  might  well  delay 
By  rule  of  knighthood,  I  disdain  and  spurn : 
Back  do  I  toss  these  treasons  to  thy  head ; 
With  the  hell-hated  lie  o'erwhelm  thy  heart ; 
Which, — for  they  yet  glance  by,  and  scarcely  bruise, — 
This  sword  of  mine  shall  give  them  instant  way, 
Where  they  shall  rest  for  ever. — Trumpets,  speak  I 

\Alarums,     They  fight    Edmund^SiA^ 

Alb,  Save  him,  save  him ! 

Gon,  This  is  practice,  Gloster: 

By  the  law  of  arms,  thou  wast  not  bound  to  answer 
An  unknown  opposite ;  thou  art  not  vanquished, 
But  cozen'd  and  beguil'd. 

Alb,  Shut  your  mouth,  dame ; 

Or  with  this  paper  shall  I  stop  it : — hold.  Sir; 
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Thou  worse  than  any  name,  read  thine  own  evil : — 
No  tearing,  lady ;  I  perceive  you  know  it. 

[Gives  the  letter  to  Edmund. 

Gon.  Say,  if  I  do, — the  laws  are  mine,  not  thine : 
Who  can  arraign  me  for'tt 

Alb.  Most  monstrous  i 

KnoVst  thou  this  paper) 

Gon.  Ask  me  not  what  I  know.       \ExiL 

Alb.  Go  after  her:  she's  desperate ;  govern  her. 

[To  an  OflScer,  who  goes  out. 

Edm.  What  you  have  charg'd  me  with,  that  have  I  done ; 
And  more,  much  more ;  the  time  will  bring  it  out : 
Tis  past,  and  so  am  1. — But  what  art  thou. 
That  hast  this  fortune  on  me  ?    If  thou  'rt  noble, 
I  do  forgive  thee. 

£4g*  Let 's  exchange  charity. 

I  am  no  less  in  blood  than  thou  art,  Edmund ; 
If  more,  the  more  thou  hast  wrong'd  me. 
My  name  is  Edgar,  aild  thy  father's  son. 
Hie  gods  are  just,  and  of  our  pleasant  vices 
Make  instruments  to  plague  us : 
The  dark  and  vicious  place  where  thee  he  got, 
Cost  him  his  eyes. 

Edm,  Thou  hast  spoken  right,  'tis  true ; 

The  wheel  is  come  full  circle ;  I  am  here. 

Alb.  Methought  thy  very  gait  did  prophesy 
A  royal  nobleness : — I  must  embrace  thee : 
Let  sorrow  split  my  heart,  if  ever  I 
Did  hate  thee,  or  thy  father ! 

Edg.  Worthy  prince,  I  know^ 

Alb.  Where  have  you  hid  yourself? 
How  have  you  known  the  miseries  of  your  father? 

Edg.  By  nursing  them,  my  lord. — ^List  a  brief  tale ; — 

And,  when  'tis  told,  O,  that  my  heart  would  burst  !— 

The  bloody  proclamation  to  escape, 

That  followed  me  so  near,  (O,  our  lives'  sweetness  I 

That  we  the  pain  of  death  would  hourly  die, 

Rather  than  die  at  once !)  taught  me  to  shift 

Into  a  madman's  rags ;  to  assume  a  semblance 

That  very  dogs  disdain'd :  and  in  this  habit 

Met  I  my  father  with  his  bleeding  rings. 

Their  precious  stones  new  lost ;  became  his  guide, 

Led  him,  begg'd  for  him,  sav'd  him  from  despair ; 

Never  (O  fault  1)  reveal'd  myself  unto  him, 
vol.  IV.  Q 


2i2  KDTG  LEAK. 


zz^  Kiase  Z3iz  zjoaz  ^aacj  waei  I  was  csEa^ 

I  2tk'd  ais  birarT^  aad  cocn  izsc  to 
Toid  him  337  pusrimage :  be:  his  ftawd  Van, 
(Alark,  too  vsak  die  coniScr  :o  stppoR  1) 
Tvixt  CW9  exsrcs&es  oi^asaaot  joj  aad  gnes^ 


iEicji.  Tliis  ^>e£di  of  toss  hath  zzioi^d 

Aod  sLaC,  percfaazxe,  do  good:  bet  ipeak  joa  oq; 
Yoa  look  as  Toa  had  somethinz  aore  to  sar. 

.rffiS^.  If  there  be  more,  Doce  wociil,  hobd  it  m: 
For  I  am  afanost  readj  to  dissolve. 
Hearing  of  this. 

£4^:  This  woold  hare  seem'd  a  period 

To  soch  as  lore  not  sorrow ;  hot  another. 
To  amplify  too  much,  woold  make  much  siore. 
And  top  extremitj. 

l^liilst  I  was  big  in  damouTy  came  there  a  man, 
WhOf  baring  seen  me  in  my  worst  estate, 
Shonn'd  mj  abhorr'd  societj ;  bat  then,  finding 
Who  'twas  that  so  endm:'d,  with  his  strong  arms 
He  fastened  00  mj  neck,  and  bellow'd  out 
As  he  'd  burst  hearen ;  threw  him  on  mr  £uher; 
Told  the  most  piteous  tale  of  Lear  and  him. 
That  ever  ear  received :  which  in  recoontingy 
His  grief  grew  puissant,  and  the  strings  of  life 
Began  to  crack :  twice  then  the  trumpet  sounded. 
And  there  I  left  him  tranc'd. 

Al^.  But  who  was  this! 

£4^.  Kent,  Sir,  the  banish'd  Kent ;  who  in  di^guiie 
Followed  his  enemy  king,  and  did  him  service 
Improper  for  a  slave. 

EnUr  a  Gentleman  Aasttfy^  wiiJk  a  hioo^  kmifu 

Gtnt.  Help,  help,  O  help ! 

Edg.  What  kind  of  help  f 

Alb.  Speak,  mas. 

Edg,  What  means  that  bloody  knife  ? 

Gent.  'Tb  hot,  it  smokes ; 

It  came  even  from  the  heart  of — O,  she 's  dead  I 

Alb.  Who  dead  t  speak,  maa 

Gent.  Your  lady,  Sir,  your  lady :  and  her  sister 
By  her  is  poison'd ;  she  hath  confess'd  it 

Edm.  I  was  contracted  to  them  both :  all  three 
Now  marry  in  an  instant 


i 
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Ait.  Produce  the  bodies,  be  tfaqr  aliTe  or  dead : — 

[iSxnf  Gendeman. 
This  judgment  of  die  heavensy  that  makes  us  tzembk. 
Toadies  us  not  with  pity. 

iS^.  Here  comes  Kent 


A&.  O,  it  is  he:— 
The  time  will  not  allow  the  comj^iment. 
Which  very  maiineis  uiges. 

JSjoU.  I  am  come 

To  bid  my  king  and  master  aye  good  night : 
Ishenotheiet 

Mb.  Great  thing  of  us  foigot ! — 

Qpeak,  Edmundy  whereas  the  kingi  and  where *s  Cordelia! — 

[The  hodia  ^Goneril  and  Regan  an  brought  tn. 
Seest  diou  this  object,  Kent  % 

KmL  Alack,  why  thust 

Edwu  Yet  Edmund  was  beloved : 

The  one  the  other  poison'd  for  my  sake. 
And  after  slew  herself. 

Alb.  Even  sa — Cover  their  foces. 

Edm.  I  pant  for  life : — some  good  I  mean  to  do^ 
Despite  of  mine  own  nature.     Quickly  send, — 
Be  brief  in  it, — ^to  the  casde ;  for  my  writ 
Is  on  the  life  of  Lear,  and  on  Cordelia : — 
Nay,  send  in  time. 

AUf.  Run,  run,  O,  run! 

Edg.  To  whom,  my  lordt — ^Who  has  the  office?  send 
Thy  token  of  reprieve. 

Edm.  Well  thought  on :  take  my  sword. 
Give  it  the  captain. 

Alb.  Haste  thee,  for  thy  life.        \Exit  Edgar. 

Edm.  He  hath  commission  from  thy  wife  and  me 
To  hang  Cordelia  in  the  prison,  and 
To  lay  the  blame  upon  her  own  despair. 
That  she  fordid  hersel£ 

Mf.  The  gods  defend  her! — Bear  him  hence  a  while. 

[Edmund  is  bonu  off. 

Ri-aUer  Leak,  with  Coedelia  dead  in  kit  arms;  Edgak,  Officer, 

and  others^ 

Lear.  Howl,  howl,  howl,  howl ! — O,  you  are  men  of  stones  * 
Had  I  your  tongues  and  eyes,  I  'd  use  them  so 
That  heaven's  vault  should  crack — She 's  gone  for  ever! — 
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I  know  when  one  is  dead,  and  when  one  lives ; 
She 's  dead  as  earth. — Lend  me  a  looking-glass ; 
If  that  her  breath  will  mist  or  stain  the  stone> 
Why,  then  she  lives. 

Aifn/.  Is  this  the  promised  end  1 

£d^.  Or  image  of  that  horror? 

Aid.  Fall,  and  cease  1 

I^ar.  This  feather  stirs ',  she  lives  I  if  it  be  so, 
It  is  a  chance  which  does  redeem  all  sorrows 
That  ever  I  have  felt. 

/Cen/.  [Kneeling.']        O,  my  good  master ! 

Lear,  Pr'ythee,  away. 

£dg,  'Tis  noble  Kent,  your  friend 

Lear.  A  plague  upon  you,  murderers,  traitors  all ! 
I  might  have  sav*d  her ;  now,  she 's  gone  for  ever ! — 
Cordelia,  Cordelia  I  stay  a  little.     Ha ! 
What  is 't  thou  sa/st  ] — Her  voice  was  evei  soft, 
Gentle,  and  low, — an  excellent  thing  in  woman. — 
I  kill'd  the  slave  that  was  a  hanging  thee. 

Off.  Tis  true,  my  lords,  he  did. 

Lear.  Did  I  not,  fellow  t 

I  have  seen  the  day,  with  my  good  biting  faulchion 
I  would  have  made  them  skip :  I  am  old  now. 
And  these  same  crosses  spoil  me. — Who  are  you  1 
Mine  eyes  are  not  o'  the  best : — I  '11  tell  you  straight 

Kent.  If  fortune  brag  of  two  she  lov'd  and  hated, 
One  of  them  we  behold 

Lear.  This  is  a  dull  sight : — are  you  not  Kent  ? 

Kent.  The  same. 

Your  servant  Kent    Where  is  your  servant  Caius  % 

Lear.  He 's  a  good  fellow,  I  can  tell  you  that ; 
He  '11  strike,  and  quickly  too : — ^he  's  dead  and  rotten. 

Kent.  No,  my  good  lord ;  I  am  the  very  man — 

Lear.  I  '11  see  that  straight 

Kent.  That,  from  your  first  of  difference  and  decay, 
Have  followed  your  sad  steps, — 

Lear.  You  are  welcome  hither. 

Kent  Nor  no  man  else. — All 's  cheerless,  dark,  and  deadly.— 
Your  eldest  daughters  have  fordone  themselves. 
And  desperately  are  dead. 

Lear.  Ay,  so  I  think. 

Alb.  He  knows  not  what  he  says ;  and  vain  is  it, 
That  we  presemt  us  to  him. 

JBdg.  Very  booties^. 
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Enter  an  06Soer. 

Off,  Edmund  is  dead,  my  lord. 

Alb.  That 's  but  a  trifle  here.— 

You  lords,  and  noble  friends,  know  our  intent 
What  comfort  to  this  great  decay  may  come, 
Shall  be  applied :  for  us,  we  will  resign. 
During  the  life  of  this  old  majesty, 
To  him  our  absolute  power: — [To  Edgar  andKsKr!]  you,  to 

your  rights ; 
With  boot,  and  such  addition  as  your  honours 
Have  more  than  merited. — All  friends  shall  taste 
The  wages  of  their  virtue,  and  all  foes 
The  cup  of  their  deservings. — O,  see,  see ! 

Lear.  And  my  poor  fool  is  hang'd !     No,  no,  no  life ! 
Why  should  a  dog,  a  horse,  a  rat,  have  life, 
And  thou  no  breath  at  all?    Thou 'It  come  no  more, 
Never,  never,  never,  never,  never ! — 
Pray  you,  imdo  this  button : — ^thank  you.  Sir. — 
Do  you  see  this  1    Look  on  her, — look, — her  lips, — 
Look  there,  look  there  ! —  [DUs, 

Edg,  He  faints  1 — My  lord,  my  lord  ! — 

Kent.  Break,  heart ;  I  pr'ythee,  break ! 

Edg.  Look  up,  my  lord. 

Kent.  Vex  not  his  ghost :  O,  let  him  pass !  he  hates  him. 
That  would  upon  the  rack  of  this  tough  world 
Stretch  him  out  longer. 

E(^.  He  is  gone,  indeed. 

Kent.  The  wonder  is,  he  hath  endured  so  long  : 
He  but  usurp'd  his  life. 

Alb.  Bear  them  from  hence. — Our  present  business 
Is  general  woe. — \To  Kent  and  Edgar.]  Friends  of  my  soul, 

you  twain 
Rule  in  this  realm,  and  the  gor'd  state  sustain. 

Kent.  I  have  a  journey.  Sir,  shortly  to  go ; 
My  master  calls  me, — I  must  not  say  no. 

Alb.  The  weight  of  this  sad  time  we  must  obey ; 
Speak  what  we  feel,  not  what  we  ought  to  say. 
The  oldest  hath  borne  most :  we,  that  are  young, 
Shall  never  see  so  much|  nor  live  so  long. 

[Exeunt  with  a  dead  march. 
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SCENE^ — Tne first  Act,  in  Venice  ;  during  the  rest  of  the  Playt  at 

SechPort  m  Cypru& 


OTHELLO, 
THE   MOOR  OF   VENICE 


ACT  I. 
SCENE  L— Venice.    A  Sired. 

Enter  Roderigo  and  Iago. 

Rod.  Never  tell  me ;  I  take  it  much  unkindly 
That  thouy  Iago,  who  hast  had  my  purse 
As  if  the  strings  were  thine,  shouldst  know  of  this. 

logo.  *Sblood,  but  you  will  not  hear  me : — 
If  ever  I  did  dream  of  such  a  matter, 
Abhor  me. 

Rod.  Thou  told'st  me  thou  didst  hold  him  in  thy  hate. 

Jago.  Despise  me,  if  I  do  not    Three  great  ones  of  the  city, 
In  personal  suit  to  make  me  his  lieutenant, 
Offc^p'd  to  him : — and,  by  the  faith  of  man, 
I  know  my  price,  I  am  worth  no  worse  a  place : — 
But  he,  as  loving  his  own  pride  and  purposes. 
Evades  them,  with  a  bombast  circumstance 
Horribly  stufiPd  with  epithets  of  war; 
And,  in  conclusion. 

Nonsuits  my  mediators ;  for,  "  Certes,"  says  he, 
'^  I  have  already  chose  my  officer."    And  what  was  hei 
Forsooth,  a  great  arithmetician. 
One  Michael  Cassio,  a  Florentine, 
A  fellow  almost  damn'd  in  a  fair  wife ; 
That  never  set  a  squadron  in  the  field. 
Nor  the  division  of  a  battle  knows 
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More  than  a  spinster ;  unless  the  bookish  theorick, 

Wherein  the  togfed  consuls  can  propose 

As  masterly  as  he :  mere  prattle,  without  practicei 

Is  all  his  soldiership.     But  he,  Sir,  had  th'  election : 

And  I, — of  whom  liis  eyes  had  seen  the  proo^ 

At  Rhodes,  at  Cyprus,  and  on  other  grounds, 

Christian  and  heathen, — must  be  be-lee'd  and  calm'd 

By  debitor-and-creditor,  this  counter^aster ; 

He,  in  good  time,  must  his  lieutenant  be. 

And  I,  (God  bless  the  mark !)  his  Moorship's  ancient. 

Rod,  By  heaven,  I  rather  would  have  been  his  hangman. 

lagp.  Why,  there's  no  remedy;  'tis  the  curse  of  service. 
Preferment  goes  by  letter  and  affection, 
Not  by  the  old  gradation,  where  each  second 
Stood  heir  to  the  first    Now,  Sir,  be  judge  yourself 
Whether  I  in  any  just  term  am  afiin'd 
To  love  the  Moor. 

Rod,  I  would  not  follow  him,  then. 

la^,  O,  Sir,  content  you ; 
I  follow  him  to  serve  my  turn  upon  him : 
We  cannot  all  be  masters,  nor  ail  masters 
Cannot  be  truly  followed.     You  shall  mark 
Many  a  duteous  and  knee-crooking  knave, 
That,  doting  on  his  own  obsequious  bondage, 
Wears  out  his  time,  much  Hke  his  master's  ass, 
For  naught  but  provender;  and  when  he's  old,  cashier'd : 
Whip  me  such  honest  knaves.     Others  there  arow 
^Vho,  trimm'd  in  forms  and  visages  of  duty. 
Keep  yet  their  hearts  attending  on  themselves ; 
And,  Growing  but  shows  of  service  on  their  lords, 
Do  well  thrive  by  them,  and,  when  they  have  lin'd  their  coat^ 
Do  themselves  homage :  these  fellows  have  some  soul ; 
And  such  a  one  do  I  profess  mysel£ 
For,  Sir, 

It  is  as  sure  as  you  are  Roderigo, 
Were  I  the  Moor,  I  would  not  be  lago : 
In  following  him,  I  follow  but  myself; 
Heaven  is  my  judge,  not  I  for  love  and  duty, 
But  seeming  so,  for  my  peculiar  end : 
For  when  my  outward  action  doth  demonstrate 
The  native  act  and  figure  of  my  heart 
In  compliment  extern,  'tis  not  long  after 
But  I  will  wear  my  heart  upon  my  sleeve 
For  daws  to  peck  at :  I  am  not  what  I  am. 
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Roif,  What  a  full  fortune  does  the  thick-lips  owe, ' 
If  he  can  cany 't  thus  1 

Jago.  Call  up  her  father ; 

Rouse  him :  make  after  him,  poison  his  delight. 
Proclaim  him  in  the  streets ;  incense  her  kinsmen  ; 
And,  though  he  in  a  fertile  climate  dwell, 
Plague  him  with  flies :  though  that  his  joy  be  joy, 
Yet  throw  such  changes  of  vexation  on't, 
As  it  may  lose  some  colour. 

J^od.  Here  is  her  £ithei^s  house ;  1 11  call  aloud. 

lago.  Do ;  with  like  timorous  accent,  and  dire  yell, 
As  when,  by  night  and  negligence,  the  fire 
Is  spied  in  populous  cities. 

J^od.  What,  ho,  Brabantio  1  signior  Brabantio,  ho  I 

Jago.  Awake  1  what,  ho,  Brabantio  1  thieves  1  thieves !  thieves  1 
Look  to  your  house,  your  daughter,  and  your  bags  1 
Thieves  1  thieves  1 

Enter  Brabantio,  abtn^^  at  a  vtindcw. 

Bra.  What  is  the  reason  of  this  terrible  summons) 
What  is  the  matter  there) 

Rod.  Signior,  is  all  your  family  within  f 

Jagp.  Are  your  doors  lock'd? 

Bra.  Why,  wherefore  ask  you  this! 

.  logo.  'Zounds,  Sir,  you  are  robb'd ;  for  shame,  put  on  your 

gown; 
Your  heart  is  burst,  you  have  lost  half  your  soul ; 
Even  now,  now,  very  now,  an  old  black  ram 
Is  tupping  your  white  ewe.     Arise,  arise ; 
Awake  the  snorting  citizens  with  the  bell, 
Or  else  the  devil  will  make  a  grandsire  of  you : 
Arise,  I  say. 

Br€u  Wliat,  have  you  lost  your  wits  ? 

Rod.  Most  reverend  signior,  do  you  know  my  voice  % 

Bra.  Not  I :  what  are  you) 

Rod.  My  name  is  Roderigo. 

Bra*  The  worser  welcome  2 

I  have  charg'd  thee  not  to  haunt  about  my  doors : 
In  honest  plainness  thou  hast  heard  me  say. 
My  daughter  is  not  for  thee ;  and  now,  in  madness, 
Being  full  of  supper  and  distempering  draughts, 
Upon  malicious  braveiy,  dost  thou  come 
To  start  my  quiet 

Rod.  Sir,  Sir,  Sir, — 

Bra.  But  thou  must  needs  be  sure* 
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My  spirit  and  my  place  have  in  them  power 
To  make  this  bitter  to  thee. 

Rod,  Patience,  good  Sir. 

Bra.  What  tell'st  thou  me  of  robbing)  this  is  Venice ; 
My  house  is  not  a  gnmge. 

Rod,  Most  grave  Brabantio, 

In  simple  and  pure  soul  I  come  to  you. 

lago.  'Zounds,  Sir,  you  are  one  of  those,  that  will  not  serve  God, 
if  the  devil  bid  you.  Because  we  come  to  do  you  service,  and 
you  think  we  are  ruffians,  you  '11  have  your  daughter  covered  with  a 
Barbary  horse ;  you  11  have  your  nephews  neigh  to  you ;  you  '11  have 
coursers  for  cousins,  and  gennets  for  germans. 

Bra,  What  profane  wretch  art  thoul 

lago,  I  am  one.  Sir,  that  comes  to  tell  you,  your  daughter  and  the 
Moor  are  now  making  the  beast  with  two  backs. 

Bra,  Thou  art  a  villain. 

lago.  You  are — a  senator. 

Bra,  This  thou  shalt  answer ;  I  know  thee,  Roderigo. 

Rod,  Sir,  I  will  answer  anything.    But,  I  beseech  you, 
If 't  be  your  pleasure,  and  most  wise  consent, 
(As  partly,  I  find,  it  is,)  that  your  fair  daughter, 
At  this  odd-even  and  dull  watch  o'  the  night. 
Transported,  with  no  worse  nor  better  guard, 
But  with  a  knave  of  common  hire,  a  gondolier, 
To  the  gross  clasps  of  a  lascivious  Moor, — 
If  this  be  known  to  you,  and  your  allowance. 
We  then  have  done  you  bold  and  saucy  wrongs ; 
But,  if  you  know  not  this,  my  manners  tell  me, 
We  have  your  wrong  rebuke.     Do  not  believe. 
That,  from  the  sense  of  all  civility, 
I  thus  would  play  and  trifle  with  your  reverence : 
Your  daughter, — if  you  have  not  given  her  leave,— 
I  say  again,  hath  made  a  gross  revolt ; 
Tying  her  duty,  beauty,  wit,  and  fortunes. 
In  an  extravagant  and  wheeling  stranger. 
Of  here  and  everywhere.     Straight  satisfy  yourself: 
If  she  be  in  her  chamber,  or  your  house. 
Let  loose  on  me  the  justice  of  the  state 
For  thus  deluding  you. 

Bra.  Strike  on  the  tmder,  ho ! 

Give  me  a  taper ! — call  up  all  my  people ! — 
This  accident  is  not  unlike  my  dream : 
Belief  of  it  oppresses  me  already. — 
Light,  I  say!  lightl  [ExtfiOami 
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lagp.  Farewell ;  for  1  must  leave  you : 

It  seems  not  meet,  nor  wholesome  to  my  place, 
To  be  produc'd  (as,  if  I  stay,  I  shall) 
Against  the  Moor :  for,  I  do  know,  the  state, — 
However  this  may  gall  him  with  some  check, — 
Cannot  with  safety  cast  him ;  for  he's  embark'd 
Witli  such  loud  reason  to  the  Cyprus  wars, 
(Which  even  now  stand  in  act,)  that,  for  their  souls. 
Another  of  his  fathom  they  have  none, 
To  lead  their  business :  in  which  regard. 
Though  I  do  hate  him  as  I  do  hell  pains, 
Yet,  for  necessity  of  present  life, 
I  must  show  out  a  flag  and  sign  of  love, 
Which  is  indeed  but  sign.     That  you  shall  surely  find  him, 
Lead  to  the  Sagittary  tiie  raised  search ; 
And  there  will  I  be  with  him.     So,  farewell  \ExiU 

Enter  below,  Brabantio,  and  Servants  with  torches. 

Bra.  It  is  too  true  an  evil :  gone  she  is ; 
And  what 's  to  come  of  my  despised  time, 
Is  naught  but  bitterness. — Now,  Roderigo, 
Where  didst  thou  see  herl — O  unhappy  girl ! — 
With  the  Moor,  say'st  thou?— Who  would  be  a  father ! 
How  didst  thou  know  *twas  she  ? — O,  she  deceives  me 
Past  thought ! — ^What  said  she  to  youl — Get  more  tapers; 
Raise  all  my  kindred. — Are  they  married,  think  you ) 

J^oii.  Truly,  I  think,  they  are. 

£ra.  O  heaven. — How  got  she  out? — O,  treason  of  the 
blood  !— 
Fathers,  from  hence  trust  not  your  daughters'  minds 
By  what  you  see  them  act — Are  there  not  charms, 
"By  which  the  property  of  youth  and  maidhood 
May  be  abus'd  ?     Have  you  not  read,  Roderigo, 
Of  some  such  thing  % 

RoiL  Yes,  Sir,  I  have  indeed. 

Bra,  Call  up  my  brother. — O,  that  you  had  had  herl — 
Some  one  way,  some  another. — Do  you  know 
Where  we  may  apprehend  her  and  the  Moor? 

Rod,  I  think  I  can  discover  him,  if  you  please 
To  get  good  guard,  and  go  along  with  me. 

Bra^  Pray  you,  lead  on.    At  every  house  I  '11  call ; 
I  may  command  at  most — Get  weapons,  ho  I 
And  raise  some  special  officers  of  night. — 
On,  good  Roderigo ; — I  '11  deserve  your  pains.  [Exeunt 
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SCENE  IL— Venice.    Another  Street. 

Enter  Othello,  Ia6o,  and  Attendants,  with  torches, 

lago.  Though  in  the  trade  of  war  I  have  slain  men. 
Yet  do  I  hold  it  very  stuff  o*  the  conscience 
To  do  no  contriv'd  murder :  I  lack  iniquity 
Sometimes  to  do  me  service :  nine  or  ten  times 
I  had  thought  to  have  yerk'd  him  here  under  the  ribs. 

0th.  'Tis  better  as  it  is. 

lago.  Nay,  but  he  prated, 

And  spoke  such  scurvy  and  provoking  terms 
Against  your  honour, 
That,  with  the  little  godliness  I  have, 
I  did  full  hard  forbear  him.     But,  I  pray,  Sir, 
Are  you  fast  married  1  for,  be  sure  of  this. 
That  the  magnifico  is  much  belov'd ; 
And  hath,  in  his  effect,  a  voice  potential 
As  double  as  the  duke's  :  he  will  divorce  you ; 
Or  put  upon  you  what  restraint  and  grievance 
The  law  (with  all  his  might  to  enforce  it  on) 
Will  give  him  cable 

0th.  Let  him  do  his  spite : 

My  services,  which  I  have  done^  the  signiory. 
Shall  out-tongue  his  complaints.    'Tis  yet  to  know,-^ 
Which,  when  I  know  that  boasting  is  an  honour, 
I  shall  promulgate, — I  fetch  my  life  and  being 
From  men  of  royal  siege ;  and  my  demerits 
May  speak,  unbonneted,  to  as  proud  a  fortune 
As  this  that  I  have  reach'd :  for  know,  lago. 
But  that  I  love  the  gentle  Desdemona, 
I  would  not  my  unhousM  free  condition 
Put  into  circumscription  and  confine 
For  the  sea's  worth.    But,  look  I  what  lights  come  yonder  t 

lago.  Those  are  the  raisM  father,  and  his  friends : 
You  were  best  go  in. 

0th.  Not  I ;  I  must  be  found : 

My  parts,  my  title,  and  my  perfect  soul, 
Shall  manifest  me  rightly.     Is  it  they? 

lagp.  By  Janus,  I  think  no. 

Enter  Cassio,  and  certain  Ofiicen,  with  torches, 

0th,  The  servants  of  the  duke,  and  my  lieutenant— 
The  goodness  of  the  night  upon  you,  friends ! 
What  is  the  news? 
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Cos,  The  duke  does  greet  you,  general; 

And  he  requires  your  haste-post-haste  appearance, 
Even  on  the  instant. 

0th,  What  is  the  matter,  think  yout 

Cos.  Something  from  Cyprus,  as  I  may  divine : 
It  is  a  business  of  some  heat :  the  galleys 
Have  sent  a  dozen  sequent  messengers 
This  very  night  at  one  another's  heels ; 
And  many  of  the  consuls,  rais'd  and  met, 
Are  at  the  duke's  already :  you  have  been  hotly  call'd  for; 
When,  being  not  at  your  lodging  to  be  found, 
Tlie  senate  hath  sent  about  three  several  quests 
To  search  you  out 

0th,  *Tis  well  I  am  found  by  you. 

I  will  but  spend  a  word  here  in  the  house. 
And  go  with  you.  [Exit, 

Cos,  Ancient,  what  makes  he  here  1 

lagif,  'Faith,  he  to-night  hath  boarded  a  land  canack : 
If  it  prove  lawful  prize,  he 's  made  for  ever. 

Cos,  I  do  not  understand. 

Jagif,  He 's  married. 

Cos,  To  whom  ? 

Re-enter  Othello. 

logo.  Marry,  to— Come,  captain,  will  you  go  1 
Oth,  Have  with  you. 

Cos,  Here  comes  another  troop  to  seek  for  you. 
Jago,  It  is  Brabantio : — general,  be  advis'd ; 
He  comes  to  bad  intent 

j^if/^  Brabantio,  Rodeugo,  tfif^Ofiioers,  wUk  torches  and  weapomu 

Oth,  Holla  1  stand  there! 

Rod,  Signior,  it  is  the  Moor. 

Bra,  Down  with  him,  thief! 

\Th^  draw  on  both  sides, 

lago.  You,  Roderigo !  come.  Sir,  I  am  for  you. 

Oth,  Keep  up  your  bright  swords,  for  the  dew  will  rust 
them. — 
Good  signior,  you  shall  more  command  with  years. 
Than  with  your  weapons. 

Bra,  O  thou  foul  thief,  where  hast  thou  'stow'd  my  daughter! 
Damn'd  as  thou  art,  thou  hast  enchanted  her ; 
For  1 11  refer  me  to  all  things  of  sense. 
If  she  in  chains  of  magic  were  not  bound, 
WTiether  a  maid  so  tender,  fair,  and  happy, 
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So  opposite  to  marriage,  that  she  shunn'd 
The  wealthy  cuilhd  darlings  of  our  nation, 
Would  ever  have,  to  incur  a  general  mock, 
Run  from  her  guardage  to  the  sooty  bosom 
Of  such  a  thing  as  thou, — to  fear,  not  to  delight 
Judge  me  the  world,  if  'tis  not  gross  in  sense. 
That  thou  hast  practis'd  on  her  with  foul  charms ; 
Abus'd  her  delicate  youth  with  drugs,  or  mineral^ 
That  weaken  motion. — I'll  have't  disputed  on; 
'Tis  probable,  and  palpable  to  thinking. 
I  therefore  apprehend  and  do  attach  thee, 
For  an  abuser  of  the  world,  a  practiser 
Of  arts  inhibited  and  out  of  warrant — 
Lay  hold  upon  him :  if  he  do  resist, 
Subdue  him  at  his  peril 

Of  A.  Hold  your  hands, 

Both  you  of  my  inclining,  and  the  rest : 
Were  it  my  cue  to  fight,  I  should  have  known  it 
Without  a  prompter. — Where  will  you  that  I  go 
To  answer  this  your  charge  1 

Bra,  To  prison ;  till  fit  time 

Of  law,  and  course  of  direct  session. 
Call  thee  to  answer. 

0/A.  What  if  I  do  obey  1 

How  may  the  duke  be  therewith  satisfied. 
Whose  messengers  are  here  about  my  side, 
Upon  some  present  business  of  the  state,  .   . 

To  bring  me  to  him  ? 

Ojf.  'Tis  true,  most  worthy  signior; 

The  duke 's  in  council,  and  your  noble  self, 
I  am  sure,  is  sent  for. 

jBra,  How  I  the  duke  in  council  1 

In  this  time  of  the  night ! — Bring  him  away : 
Mine 's  not  an  idle  cause :  the  duke  himself. 
Or  any  of  my  brothers  of  the  state. 
Cannot  but  feel  this  wrong,  as  'twere  their  own ; 
For  if  such  actions  may  have  passage  free. 
Bond-slaves  and  pagans  shall  our  statesmen  be.  [£xnmA 

SCENE  IIL— Venice.     The  Council-aiambir. 

The  Duke,  and  Senators,  sitHng  at  a  table  ;  Oflicen  aitending^ 
Duke.  There  is  no  composition  in  these  news, 
That  gives  them  credit 
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1  Sen,  Indeed,  they  are  dLsproportion'd ; 
My  letters  say,  a  hundred  and  seven  galleys. 

Dtike,  And  mine,  a  hundred  and  forty. 

2  Sen.  And  mine,  two  himdied : 
But  though  they  jump  not  on  a  just  account, 

(As  in  these  cases,  where  the  aim  reports, 
'Tis  oft  with  diflference,)  yet  do  they  all  confirm 
A  Turkish  fleet,  and  bearing  up  to  Cyprus. 

Duke.  Nay,  it  is  possible  enough  to  judgment : 
I  do  not  so  secure  me  in  the  error. 
But  the  main  article  I  do  approve 
In  fearful  sense. 

SaUor.  [  IViihin,]  What,  ho !  what,  ho !  what,  ho ! 

Off.  A  messenger  from  the  galleys. 

Enter  a  Sailor. 

Duke.  Now,— the  business? 

SaU.  The  Turkish  preparation  makes  for  Rhodes ; 
So  was  I  bid  report  here  to  the  state. 
By  signior  Angelo. 

Duke.  How  say  you  by  this  change  1 

I  Sen.  This  cannot  be,  . 

By  no  assay  of  reason :  'tis  a  pageant. 
To  keep  us  in  false  gaze.     When  we  consider 
The  importancy  of  Cyprus  to  the  Turk ; 
And  let  ourselves  again  but  understand, 
That,  as  it  more  concerns  the  Turk  than  Rhodes, 
So  may  he  with  more  facile  question  bear  it, 
For  that  it  stands  not  in  such  warlike  brace, 
But  altogether  lacks  th'  abilities 

That  Rhodes  is  dress'd  in : — if  we  make  thought  of  this. 
We  must  not  think  the  Turk  is  so  unskilful. 
To  leave  that  latest  which  concerns  him  first, 
Neglecting  an  attempt  of  ease  and  gain. 
To  wake  and  wage  a  danger  profitless. 

Duhe.  Nay,  in  all  confidence,  he 's  not  for  Rhodes. 

Off.  Here  is  more  news. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess. .  The  Ottomites,  reverend  and  gracious. 
Steering  with  due  course  toward  the  isle  of  Rhodes, 
Have  there  injointed  them  with  an  after  fleet 

I  Sen.  Ay,  so  I  thought — How  many,  as  you  guess) 
Mess.  Of  thirty  sail :  and  now  they  do  re-stem 
Their  backward  course,  bearing  with  frank  appearance 

VOU  IV.  R 
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Their  purposes  toward  Cyprus. — Signior  Montano, 
Your  trusty  and  most  valiant  servitor, 
With  his  free  duty  recommends  you  thus, 
And  prays  you  to  believe  him. 

Duke.  'Tis  certain,  then,  for  Cyprus. — 
Marcus  Luccicos,  is  not  he  in  townl 

I  Sen.  He 's  now  in  Florence. 

Duke.  Write  from  us  to  him ;  post-post-haste  despatch. 

I  Sen.  Here  comes  Brabantio,  and  the  valiant  Moor. 

Enter  Brabantio,  Othkllo,  Iago,  Roderigo,  cutd  Oflfioer&. 

Duke.  Valiant  Othello,  we  must  straight  employ  you 
Against  the  general  enemy  Ottoman. — 

[To  Bra.]  I  did  not  see  you ;  welcome,  gentle  signior ; 
We  lack'd  your  counsel  and  your  help  to-night 

Bra.  So  did  I  yours.     Good  your  grace,  pardon  me ; 
Neither  my  place,  nor  aught  I  heard  of  business, 
Hath  rais'd  me  from  my  bed ;  nor  doth  the  general  care 
Take  hold  of  me ;  for  my  particular  grief 
Is  of  so  flood-gate  and  o'erbearing  nature. 
That  it  engluts  and  swallows  other  sorrows, 
And  it  is  still  itself. 

Duke.  Why,  what's  the  matter? 

Bra.  My  daughter !    O,  my  daughter ! 

Duke  and  Senators.  Dead  ? 

Bra.  Ay,  to  me ; 

She  is  abus'd,  stol'n  from  me,  and  corrupted 
By  spells  and  medicines  bought  of  mountebanks ; 
For  nature  so  preposterously  to  err, — 
Being  not  deficient,  blind,  or  lame  of  sense, — 
Sans  witchcraft  could  not 

Duke.  Whoe'er  he  be  that,  in  this  foul  proceeding, 
Hath  thus  beguil'd  your  daughter  of  herself^ 
And  you  of  her,  the  bloody  book  of  law 
You  shall  yourself  read  in  the  bitter  letter,  « 

After  your  own  sense ;  yea,  though  our  proper  son 
Stood  in  your  action. 

Bra.  Humbly  I  thank  your  grace. 

Here  is  the  man,  this  Moor ;  whom  now,  it  seems 
Your  special  mandate,  for  the  state  affairs. 
Hath  hither  brought 

Duke  and  Senators,  We  are  very  sorry  for  it 

Duke.  \To  Oth.J  What,  in  your  own  part,  can  you  say  to 
this) 


A 
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£ra.  Nothing,  but  this  is  so. 

Oth»  Most  potent,  grave,  and  reverend  signiois, 
My  very  noble  and  approved  good  masters, — 
That  I  have  ta'en  away  this  old  man's  daughter. 
It  is  most  true ;  true,  I  have  married  her : 
The  very  head  and  front  of  my  ofifending 
Hath  this  extent,  no  more.     Rude  am  I  in  my  speech, 
And  little  bless'd  with  the  soft  phrase  of  peace ; 
For  since  these  arms  of  mine  had  seven  years'  pith. 
Till  now  some  nine  moons  wasted,  they  have  us'd 
Their  dearest  action  in  the  tented  field ; 
And  little  of  this  great  world  can  I  speak, 
More  than  pertains  to  feats  of  broil  and  battle ; 
And  therefore  little  shall  I  grace  my  cause, 
In  speaking  for  myself.    Yet,  by  your  gracious  patience, 
I  will  a  round  unvamish'd  tale  deliver 
Of  my  whole  course  of  love ;  what  drugs,  what  charms. 
What  conjuration,  and  what  mighty  magic, — 
For  such  proceeding  I  am  charged  withal, — 
I  won  his  daughter. 

JSnk  A  maiden  never  bold ; 

Of  spirit  so  still  and  quiet,  that  her  motion 
Blush'd  at  herself;  and  she, — in  spite  of  nature, 
Of  years,  of  country,  credit,  every  thing,— 
To  fall  in  love  with  what  she  feared  to  look  on  I 
It  is  a  judgment  maim'd,  and  most  imperfect, 
That  will  confess  perfection  so  could  err 
Against  all  rules  of  nature ;  and  must  be  driven 
To  find  out  practices  of  cunning  hell, 
Why  this  should  be.     I  therefore  vouch  again, 
That  with  some  mixtures  powerful  o'er  the  blood. 
Or  with  some  dram  conjdr'd  to  this  effect. 
He  wrought  upon  her. 

JDuJ^  To  vouch  this,  is  no  proo^ 

Without  more  certain  and  more  overt  test 
Than  these  thin  habits  and  poor  likelihoods 
Of  modem  seeming  do  prefer  against  him. 

X  Sen,  But,  Othello,  speak : 
Did  you  by  indirect  and  forced  courses 
Subdue  and  poison  this  young  maid's  affections! 
Or  came  it  by  request,  and  such  fair  question 
As  soul  to  soul  affordethf 

0th,  I  do  beseech  you, 

Send  for  the  lady  to  the  Sagittary, 
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And  let  her  speak  of  me  before  her  father : 
If  you  do  find  me  foul  in  her  report, 
The  trust,  the  office,  I  do  hold  of  you. 
Not  only  take  away,  but  let  your  sentence 
Even  fall  upon  my  life. 

Dtike.  Fetch  Desdemona  hither. 

0th,  Ancient,  conduct  them ;  you  best  know  the  place. — 

\Rxeunt  Iago  o/u/ Attendants. 
And,  till  she  come,  as  truly  as  to  heaven 
I  do  confess  the  vices  of  my  blood, 
So  justly  to  your  grave  ears  I  '11  present 
How  I  did  thrive  in  this  fair  lady's  love, 
And  she  in  mine. 

Duke.  Say  it,  Othello. 

0th,  Her  father  lov'd  me ;  oft  invited  me ; 
Still  questioned  me  the  story  of  my  life, 
From  year  to  year, — the  battles,  sieges,  fortunes. 
That  I  have  pass'd. 

I  ran  it  through,  even  from  my  boyish  days, 
To  the  very  moment  that  he  bade  me  tell  it : 
Wherein  I  spake  of  most  disastrous  chances, 
Of  moving  accidents  by  flood  and  field ; 
Of  hair-breadth  scapes  i'  th'  imminent  deadly  breach ; 
Of  being  taken  by  the  insolent  foe. 
And  sold  to  slavery ;  of  my  redemption  thence, 
And  portance  in  my  travel's  history : 
Wherein  of  antres  vast,  and  deserts  idle. 
Rough  quarries,  rocks,  and  hills  whose  heads  touch  heaveiif 
It  was  my  hint  to  speak, — such  was  the  process; 
And  of  the  Cannibals  that  each  other  eat, 
The  Anthropophagi,  and  men  whose  heads 
Do  grow  beneath  their  shoulders.     This  to  hear, 
Would  Desdemona  seriously  incline  : 
But  still  the  house  afiairs  would  draw  her  thence ; 
Which  ever  as  she  could  with  haste  despatch, 
She  'd  come  again,  and  with  a  greedy  ear 
Devour  up  my  discourse : — ^which  I  observing, 
Took  once  a  pliant  hour ;  and  found  good  means 
To  draw  from  her  a  prayer  of  earnest  heart, 
That  I  would  all  my  pilgrimage  dilate. 
Whereof  by  parcels  she  had  something  heard. 
But  not  intentively :  I  did  consent ; 
And  often  did  beguile  her  of  her  tears. 
When  I  did  speak  of  some  distressfiil  stroke 
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That  my  youth  sufTer'd.     My  story  being  done, 

She  gave  me  for  my  pains  a  world  of  sighs : 

She  swore, — ^in  faidi,  'twas  strange,  'twas  passing  strange ; 

Twas  pitiful,  'twas  wondrous  pitiful ; 

She  wished  she  had  not  heard  it ;  yet  she  wish'd 

That  heav'n  had  made  her  such  a  man :  she  thank'd  me ; 

And  bade  me,  if  I  had  a  friend  that  lov'd  her, 

I  should  but  teach  him  how  to  tell  my  story, 

And  that  would  woo  her.     Upon  this  hint  I  spake : 

She  lov'd  me  for  the  dangers  I  had  pass'd ; 

And  I  lov'd  her  that  she  did  pity  them. 

This  only  is  the  witchcraft  I  have  us'd : — 

Here  comes  the  lady ;  let  her  witness  it 

Enter  Desdemona,  Iago,  and  Attendants. 

Duke.  I  think  this  tale  would  win  my  daughter  toa — 
Good  Brabantio, 

Take  up  this  mangled  matter  at  the  best : 
Men  do  their  broken  weapons  rather  use, 
Than  their  bare  hands. 

Bra,  I  pray  you,  hear  her  speak : 

If  she  confess  that  she  was  half  the  wooer. 
Destruction  on  my  head,  if  my  bad  blame 
Light  on  the  man ! — Come  hither,  gentle  mistress 
Do  you  perceive  in  all  this  noble  company, 
Where  most  you  owe  obedience  ? 

JDa.  My  noble  father, 

I  do  perceive  here  a  divided  duty : 
To  you,  I  am  bound  for  life  and  education  \ 
My  life  and  education  both  do  learn  me 
How  to  respect  you ;  you  are  the  lord  of  duty, — 
I  am  hitherto  your  daughter:  but  here's  my  husband  ; 
And  so  much  duty  as  my  mother  showed 
To  you,  preferring  you  before  her  father. 
So  much  I  challenge  that  I  may  profess 
Due  to  the  Moor  my  lord 

Bra.  God  be  with  you ! — I  have  done.— 

Please  it  your  grace,  on  to  the  state  affairs : 
I  had  rather  to  adopt  a  child  than  get  it — 
Come  hither,  Moor : 

I  here  do  give  thee  that  with  all  my  heart. 
Which,  but  thou  hast  already,  with  all  my  heart 
I  would  keep  from  thee. — For  your  sake,  jewel, 
I  am  glad  at  soul  I  have  no  other  child ; 
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For  thy  escape  would  teach  me  tyranny, 

To  hang  clogs  on  them. — I  have  done,  my  lord, 
Duitf.  Let  me  speak  like  yourself;  and  lay  a  sentence^ 

Which,  as  a  grise,  or  step,  may  help  these  lovers 

Into  your  favour. 

When  remedies  are  past,  the  griefs  are  ended 

By  seeing  the  worst,  which  late  on  hopes  depended. 

To  mourn  a  mischief  that  is  past  and  gone, 

Is  the  next  way  to  draw  new  mischief  on. 

What  cannot  be  preserved  when  fortune  takes, 

Patience  her  injury  a  mockery  makes. 

The  robb'd,  that  smiles,  steals  something  from  the  thief; 

He  robs  himself,  that  spends  a  bootless  grie£ 
Bra.  So  let  the  Turk  of  Cyprus  us  beguile : 

We  lose  it  not,  so  long  as  we  can  smile. 

He  bears  the  sentence  well,  that  nothing  bears 

But  the  free  comfort  which  from  thence  he  hears ; 

But  he  bears  both  the  sentence  and  the  sorrow. 

That,  to  pay  grief,  must  of  poor  patience  b6rrow. 

These  sentences,  to  sugar,  or  to  gall. 

Being  strong  on  both  sides,  are  equivocal : 

But  words  are  words ;  I  never  yet  did  hear. 

That  the  bruis'd  heart  was  pierced  through  the  ear. — 

Beseech  you,  now  to  the  affairs  of  state. 
Duke.  The  Turk  with  a  most  mighty  preparadon  makes  for 
Cyprus : — Othello,  the  fortitude  of  the  place  is  best  known  to  you ; 
and  though  we  have  there  a  substitute  of  most  allowed  sufficiency, 
yet  opinion,  a  sovereign  mistress  of  effects,  throws  a  more  safer  voice 
on  you :  you  must,  therefore,  be  content  to  slubber  the  gloss  of  your 
new  fortunes  with  this  more  stubborn  and  boisterous  expedition. 
0/A.  The  tyrant  custom,  most  grave  senators, 

Hath  made  the  flinty  and  steel  couch  of  war 

My  thrice-driven  bed  of  down :  I  do  agnize 

A  natural  and  prompt  alacrity 

I  find  in  hardness :  and  do  undertake 

These  present  wars  against  the  Ottomites. 

Most  humbly,  therefore,  bending  to  your  state, 

I  crave  fit  disposition  for  my  wife ; 

Due  reference  of  place  and  exhibition ; 

With  such  accommodation,  and  besort, 

As  levels  with  her  breedmg. 
Duke.  If  you  please. 

Be 't  at  her  father's. 
J^ra.  I  '11  not  have  it  sa 


SCENE  III.]     OTHELLO,  THE  MOOR  OF  VENICE.  263 

Oth.  Nor  L 

Des,  Nor  I ;  I  would  not  there  reside. 

To  put  my  father  in  impatient  thoughts, 
By  being  in  his  eye.     Most  gracious  duke, 
To  my  unfolding  lend  your  prosperous  ear ; 
And  let  me  find  a  charter  in  your  voice, 
To  assist  my  simpleness. 

Duke,  What  would  you,  Desdemona  1 

Des.  That  I  did  love  the  Moor  to  live  with  him, 
My  downright  violence  and  storm  of  fortunes 
May  trumpet  to  the  world :  my  heart  *s  subdued 
Even  to  the  very  quality  of  my  lord  : 
I  saw  Othello's  visage  in  his  mind  ; 
And  to  his  honours,  and  his  valiant  parts. 
Did  I  my  soul  and  fortunes  consecrate. 
So  that,  dear  lords,  if  I  be  left  behind, 
A  moth  of  peace,  and  he  go  to  the  war. 
The  rites  for  which  I  love  him  are  bereft  me. 
And  I  a  heavy  interim  shall  support 
By  his  dear  absence.     Let  me  go  with  him. 

0th.  Your  voices,  lords :  'beseech  you,  let  her  will 
Have  a  free  way. 

Vouch  with  me,  heaven,  I  therefore  beg  it  not. 
To  please  the  palate  of  my  appetite  ; 
Nor  to  comply  with  heat  (the  young  affects 
In  me  defunct)  and  proper  satisfaction  ; 
But  to  be  free  and  bounteous  to  her  mind : 
And  heaven  defend  your  good  souls,  that  you  think 
I  will  your  serious  and  great  business  scant. 
For  she  is  with  me  :  no,  when  light-wing'd  toys 
Of  feathered  Cupid  seel  with  wanton  dulness 
My  speculative  and  ofhc'd  instruments, 
That  my  disports  corrupt  and  taint  my  business. 
Let  housewives  make  a  skillet  of  my  helm. 
And  all  indign  and  base  adversities 
Make  head  against  my  estimation ! 

Duke.  Be  it  as  you  shall  privately  determine. 
Either  for  her  stay,  or  going :  th'  affair  cries  haste. 
And  speed  must  answer  it. 

I  Sen.  You  must  away  to-night. 
Oth.  With  all  my  heart 

Duke.  At  nine  i'  the  morning  here  we  '11  meet  again. — 
Othello,  leave  some  officer  behind. 
And  he  shall  our  commission  bring  to  you , 
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With  such  things  else  of  quality  and  respect, 
As  doth  import  you. 
Oih,  Please  your  grace,  my  ancient ; 

A  man  he  is  of  honesty  and  trust : 
To  his  conveyance  I  assign  my  wife, 
With  what  else  needful  your  good  grace  shall  think 
To  be  sent  after  me. 
Duke,  Let  it  be  so. — 

Good  night  to  every  one. — [72?  Bra.]  And,  noble  signior. 
If  virtue  no  delighted  beauty  lack, 
Your  son-in-law  is  far  more  fair  than  black. 
I  Sm,  Adieu,  brave  Moor !  use  Desdemona  well. 
Bra.  Look  to  her,  Moor,  if  thou  hast  eyes  to  see : 
She  has  deceived  her  father,  and  may  thee. 

[Exeunt  Duke,  Senators,  Officers,  &c. 
Ot/t,  My  life  upon  her  faith ! — Honest  lago. 
My  Desdemona  must  I  leave  to  thee  : 
I  pr')rthee,  let  thy  wife  attend  on  her ; 
And  bring  them  after  in  the  best  advantage. — 
Come,  Desdemona ;  I  have  but  an  hour 
Of  love,  of  worldly  matters  and  direction, 
To  spend  with  thee  :  we  must  obey  the  time. 

[Exeunt  Othello  afid  Desdemona. 
Rod,  lago, — 

lago.  What  sa/st  thou,  noble  heart? 
Rod,  What  will  I  do,  thinkest  thou  ? 
/ago.  Why,  go  to  bed,  and  sleep. 
Rod,  I  will  incontinently  drown  myself. 

lago.  Well,  if  thou  dost,  I  shall  never  love  thee  after.  Why,  thou 
silly  gentleman ! 

Rod,  It  is  silliness  to  live,  when  to  live  is  torment ;  abd  then 
have  we  a  prescription  to  die,  when  death  is  our  physician. 

lago,  O  villanous  !  I  have  looked  upon  the  world  for  four  times 
seven  years ;  and  since  I  could  distinguish  betwixt  a  benefit  and  an 
injury,  I  never  found  man  that  knew  how  to  love  himself.  Ere  I 
would  say,  I  would  drown  myself  for  the  love  of  a  Guinea-hen,  I 
would  change  my  humanity  with  a  baboon. 

Rod.  What  should  I  do  ?  I  confess  it  is  my  shame  to  be  so  fond  ; 
but  it  is  not  in  my  virtue  to  amend  it. 

lago.  Virtue !  a  fig !  'tis  in  ourselves  that  we  are  thus,  or  thus. 
Our  bodies  are  gardens ;  to  the  which,  our  wills  are  gardeners :  so 
that  if  we  will  plant  nettles,  or  sow  lettuce ;  set  hyssop,  and  weed  up 
thyme  ;  supply  it  with  one  gender  of  herbs,  or  distract  it  with  many ; 
either  to  have  it  sterile  with  idleness,  or  manured  with  industry; 
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vfhy,  the  power  and  corrigible  authority  of  this  lies  in  our  wills.  If 
the  balance  of  our  lives  had  not  one  scale  of  reason  to  poise  another 
of  sensuality,  the  blood  and  baseness  of  our  natures  would  conduct 
us  to  most  preposterous  conclusions :  but  we  have  reason  to  cool 
our  raging  motions,  our  carnal  stings,  our  unbitted  lusts  ;  whereof  I 
take  this,  that  you  call — love,  to  be  a  sect,  or  scion. 

J^cd.  It  cannot  be. 

/ago.  It  is  merely  a  lust  of  the  blood,  and  a  permission  of  the 
will  Come,  be  a  man :  drown  thyself  1  drown  cats,  and  blind  pup>- 
pies.  I  have  professed  me  thy  friend,  and  I  confess  me  knit  to  thy 
deserving  with  cables  of  perdurable  toughness ;  I  could  never  better 
stead  thee  than  now.  Put  money  in  thy  purse ;  follow  these  wars  ; 
defeat  thy  favour  with  a  usurped  beard ;  I  say,  put  money  in  thy 
purse.  It  cannot  be,  that  Desdemona  should  long  continue  her  love 
to  the  Moor, — ^put  money  in  thy  parse, — nor  he  his  to  her :  it  was  a 
violent  commencement,  and  thou  shalt  see  an  answerable  sequestra- 
tion ; — ^put  but  money  in  thy  purse. — These  Moors  are  changeable 
in  their  wills; — fill  thy  purse  with  money: — the  food  that  to  him 
now  is  as  luscious  as  locusts,  shall  be  to  him  shortly  as  bitter  as 
coloquintida.  She  must  change  for  youth :  when  she  is  sated  with 
his  body,  she  will  find  the  error  oC  her  choice :  she  must  have  change, 
she  must :  therefore  put  money  in  thy  purse. — If  thou  wilt  needs 
ilamn  thyself,  do  it  a  more  dehcate  way  than  drowning.  Make  all 
the  money  thou  canst :  if  sanctimony  and  a  frail  vow,  betwixt  an 
erring  barbarian  and  a  super-subtle  Venetian,  be  not  too  hard  for 
my  wits,  and  all  the  tribe  of  hell,  thou  shalt  enjoy  her ;  therefore 
make  money.  A  pox  of  drowning  thyself !  it  is  clean  out  of  the 
way :  seek  thou  rather  to  be  hanged  in  compassing  thy  joy,  than  to 
be  drowned  and  go  without  her. 

J^oif.  Wilt  thou  be  fast  to  my  hopes,  if  I  depend  on  the  issue  ? 

/ago.  Thou  art  sure  of  me : — go,  make  money : — I  have  told  thee 
often,  and  I  re-tell  thee  again  and  again,  I  hate  the  Moor :  my  cause 
is  hearted ;  thine  hath  no  less  reason.  Let  us  be  conjunctive  in  our 
revenge  against  him  :  if  thou  canst  cuckold  him,  thou  dost  thyself  a 
pleasure,  me  a  sport.  There  are  many  events  in  the  womb  of  time, 
which  will  be  delivered.  Traverse ;  go ;  provide  thy  money.  We 
will  have  more  of  this  to-morrow.     Adieu. 

Jdo/i.  Where  shall  we  meet  i'  the  morning 

/(S^.  At  my  lodging. 

Jdoii.  I  '11  be  with  thee  betimes. 

/agff.  Go  to;  farewell.     Do  you  hear,  Roderigo? 

Jdod.  What  say  youl 

Jii^,  No  more  of  drowning,  do  you  hear  ? 

Xod.  I  am  changed :  1 11  sell  all  my  land. 
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Ic^o.  Go  to ;  farewell :  put  money  enough  in  your  pume.'— * 

\ExU  RoDKUoa 
Thus  do  I  ever  make  my  fool  my  purse ;. 
For  I  mine  own  gain'd  knowledge  should  profane. 
If  I  would  time  expend  with  such  a  snipe, 
But  for  my  sport  and  profit     I  hate  the  Moor ; 
And  it  is  thought  abroad,  that  'twixt  my  sheets 
He  has  done  my  office :  I  know  not  if 't  be  true ; 
But  I,  for  mere  suspicion  in  that  kind. 
Will  do  as  if  for  surety.     He  holds  me  well ; 
The  better  shall  my  purpose  work  on  him. 
Cassio  's  a  proper  man  :  let  me  see  now ; 
To  get  his  place,  and  to  plume  up  my  will, 
In  double  knavery, — How,  howl— Let's  see : — 
After  some  time,  to  abuse  Othello's  ear 
That  he  is  too  familiar  with  his  wife  ;— 
He  hath  a  person,  and  a  smooth  dispose. 
To  be  suspected ;  fram'd  to  make  women  false. 
The  Moor  is  of  a  free  and  open  nature, 
That  thinks  men  honest  that  but  seem  to  be  so ; 
And  will  as  tenderly  be  led  by  the  nose, 
As  asses  are. — 

I  have 't ; — it  is  engendered : — hell  and  night 
Must  bring  this  monstrous  birth  to  the  world's  light  \ExiL 
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ACT  IL 
SCENE  I.— A  Sea-port  Town  in  Cyprus.    A  Platform. 

Enter  MoNTANO  and  two  Gentlemen. 

Mon,  What  from  the  cape  can  you  discern  at  seat 

1  Gent,  Nothing  at  all :  it  is  a  high-wrought  flood  ; 
I  cannot,  'twixt  the  heaven  and  the  main, 

Descry  a  sail. 

Man,  Methinks  the  wind  hath  spoke  aloud  at  land ; 
A  fuller  blast  ne'er  shook  our  battlements : 
If  it  hath  ruffian'd  so  upon  the  sea, 
What  ribs  of  oak,  when  mountains  melt  on  them, 
Can  hold  the  mortise  ?  what  shall  we  hear  of  this  ? 

2  Gent,  A  segregation  of  the  Turkish  fleet : 
T*'or  do  but  stand  upon  the  foaming  shore. 
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The  chidden  billow  seems  to  pelt  the  clouds ; 

The  wind-shak'd  suige,  with  high  and  monstrous  mane, 

Seems  to  cast  water  on  the  burning  bear, 

And  quench  the  guards  of  th'  ever-fix^d  pole : 

I  never  did  like  molestation  view 

On  the  enchaf^d  flood. 

Mon.  If  that  the  Turkish  fleet 

Be  not  enshelter'd  and  embay'd,  they  are  drowned ; 
It  is  impossible  to  bear  it  out 

Enter  a  third  Gentleman. 

3  Gent,  News,  lads !  our  wars  are  done. 
The  desperate  tempest  hath  so  bang'd  the  Turks, 
That  their  designment  halts :  a  noble  ship  of  Venice 
Hath  seen  a  grievous  wreck  and  suflerance 
On  most  part  of  their  fleet 

Man,  How  I  is  this  true  ? 

3  Gent  The  ship  is  here  put  in, 

A  Veronessa ;  Michael  Cassio, 
Lieutenant  to  the  warlike  Moor  Othello, 
Is  come  on  shore :  the  Moor  himself 's  at  sea, 
And  is  in  full  commission  here  for  Cyprus. 

Man,  I  am  glad  on 't ;  'tis  a  worthy  governor. 

3  Gent.  But  this  same  Cassio, — though  he  speak  of  comfort, 
Touching  the  Turkish  loss, — ^yet  he  looks  sadly, 
And  prays  the  Moor  be  safe ;  for  they  were  parted 
With  foul  and  violent  tempest 

Mon,  Pray  heaven  he  be ; 

For  I  have  serv'd  him,  and  the  man  commands 
Like  a  full  soldier.     Let's  to  the  sea-side,  ho  I 
As  well  to  see  the  vessel  that 's  come  in, 
As  to  throw  out  our  eyes  for  brave  Othello, 
Even  till  we  make  the  main,  and  th'  aerial  blue. 
An  indistinct  regard. 

3  Gent  Come,  let 's  do  so ; 

For  every  minute  is  expectancy 
Of  more  arrivance. 

Enter  CaSSIO. 

Cos.  Thanks,  you,  the  valiant  of  this  warlike  isle, 
That  so  approve  the  Moor !    O,  let  the  heavens 
Give  him  defence  against  the  elements. 
For  I  have  lost  him  on  a  dangerous  sea  1 

Man,  Is  he  well  shipp'd  1 

Cos,  His  bark  is  stoutly  timber'd,  and  his  pilot 
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Of  very  expert  and  approv'd  allowance ; 
Therefore  my  hopes,  not  surfeited  to  death. 
Stand  in  bold  cure. 

[  rr///////.]  A  sail,  a  sail,  a  sail  1 

Enter  a  fourth  Gentleman. 

Cas,  What  noise  ? 

4  GmL  The  town  is  empty ;  on  the  brow  o'  the  sea 

Stand  ranks  of  people,  and  they  cry,  "  a  sail ! " 

Cas,  My  hopes  do  shape  him  for  the  governor.  \Guns  heanL 
2  Gent,  They  do  discharge  their  shot  of  courtesy : 

Our  friends,  at  least 

Cas,  I  pray  you,  Sir,  go  forth, 

And  give  us  truth  who  'tis  that  is  arrived. 

2  Gent,  I  shall.  \ExiL 

Mon,  But,  good  lieutenant,  is  your  general  wiv'd  1 
Cas,  Most  fortunately  :  he  hath  achieved  a  maid 

That  paragons  description  and  wild  fame ; 

One  that  excels  the  quirks  of  blazoning  pens. 

And  in  th'  essential  vesture  of  creation, 

Does  bear  all  excellency. — 

Re-nnter  second  Gentleman. 

How  now !  who  has  put  iat 
2  Gent,  Tis  one  lago,  ancient  to  the  general. 
Cas,  He  has  had  most  favourable  and  happy  speed : 

Tempests  themselves,  high  seas,  and  howling  winds. 

The  gutter'd  rocks,  and  congregated  sands, — 

Traitors  ensteep'd  to  clog  the  guiltless  keel, — 

As  having  sense  of  beauty,  do  omit 

Their  mortal  natures,  letting  go  safely  by 

The  divine  Desdemona. 

Mon,  What  is  she  1 

Cas,  She  that  I  spake  of,  our  great  captain's  captain. 

Left  in  the  conduct  of  the  bold  lago ; 

Whose  footing  here  anticipates  our  thoughts, 

A  se'nnight's  speed. — Great  Jove,  Othello  guard, 

And  swell  his  sail  with  thine  own  powerful  breath, 

That  he  may  bless  this  bay  with  his  tall  ship. 

Make  love's  quick  pants  in  Desdemona's  arms, 

Give  renewed  fire  to  our  extincted  spirits. 

And  bring  all  Cyprus  comfort! — O,  behold, 

i^ff/'/'r  Desdemona,  Emilia,  Iago,  Roderigo,  am/ Attendanli. 
The  riches  of  the  ship  is  come  on  shore  I 
Ye  men  of  Cyprus,  let  her  have  your  knees. — 
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Hail  to  thee,  lady !  and  the  grace  of  heaven, 
Before,  behind  thee,  and  on  every  hand, 
Enwheel  thee  round ! 

Des,  I  thank  you,  valiant  Cassia 

\Vhat  tidings  can  you  tell  me  of  my  lord  1 

CcLS,  He  is  not  yet  arrived :  nor  know  I  aught 
But  that  he 's  well,  and  will  be  shortly  here. 

Des,  O,  but  I  fear — How  lost  you  company? 

Cas,  The  great  contention  of  the  sea  and  skies 
Parted  our  fellowship  : — 

[  Within,  "  A  sail,  a  saU !  ** 
but,  hark  !  a  sail.  \Guns  heard, 

2  Gent,  They  give  their  greeting  to  the  citadel : 
This  likewise  is  a  friend. 

Cas.  See  for  the  news. — 

\Exit  Gentleman. 
Good   ancient,   you  are  welcome : — \To  Emilia.]    welcome 

mistress : — 
i^t  it  not  gall  your  patience,  good  I  ago. 
That  I  extend  my  manners ;  'tis  my  breeding 
That  gives  me  this  bold  show  of  courtesy.  \Kissing  her, 

lago.  Sir,  would  she  give  you  so  much  of  her  lips, 
As  of  her  tongue  she  oft  bestows  on  me. 
You  'd  have  enough, 

Des,  Alas,  she  has  no  speech. 

lago.  In  faith,  too  much  ; 
I  find  it  still,  when  I  have  list  to  sleep : 
Many,  before  your  ladyship,  I  grant, 
She  puts  her  tongue  a  little  in  her  heart. 
And  chides  with  thinking. 

Emil,  You  have  little  cause  to  say  so. 

lago.  Come  on,  come  on ;  you  are  pictures  out  of  doois, 
Bells  in  your  parlours,  wild  cats  in  your  kitchens, 
Saints  in  your  injuries,  devils  being  offended. 
Players  in  your  housewifery,  and  housewives  in  your  beds. 

Des,  O,  fie  upon  thee,  slanderer ! 

logo.  Nay,  it  is  true,  or  else  I  am  a  Turk : 
You  rise  to  play,  and  go  to  bed  to  work. 

Emil,  You  shall  not  write  my  praise. 

lago.  No,  let  me  not 

Des,  "WTiat  wouldst  thou  write  of  me,  if  thou  shouldst  praise 

lago,  O  gentle  lady,  do  not  put  me  to 't ;  [me  1 

For  I  am  nothing,  if  not  critical 

Des,  Come  on  ;  assay. — There's  one  gone  to  the  harbour? 
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lago.  Ay,  Madam. 

Des.  I  am  not  merry ;  but  I  do  beguile 

The  thing  I  am,  by  seeming  otherwise.— 

Come,  how  wouldst  thou  praise  me ) 
lagp,  I  am  about  it ;  but,  indeed,  my  invention 

Comes  from  my  pate,  as  birdlime  does  from  frize, — 

It  plucks  out  brains  and  all :  but  my  muse  labours. 

And  thus  she  is  deliver'd. 

If  she  be  fair  and  wise, — fairness  and  wij(. 

The  one 's  for  use,  the  other  useth  it 
JDes.  Well  prais'd !     How  if  she  be  black  and  witty  f 
lagj.  If  she  be  black,  and  thereto  have  a  wit, 

She  '11  find  a  white  that  shall  her  blackness  fit 
Des,  Worse  and  worse. 
Emit,  How  if  fair  and  foolish  f 
la^.  She  never  yet  was  foolish  that  was  fair ; 

For  even  her  folly  help'd  her  to  an  heir. 
Des,  These  are  old  fond  paradoxes,  to  make  fools  laugh  i'  the 
alehouse.    What  miserable  praise  hast  thou  for  her  that 's  foul  and 
foolish  1 
lagp.  There 's  none  so  foul,  and  foolish  thereunto. 

But  does  foul  pranks  which  fair  and  wise  ones  do. 
Des,  O  heavy  ignorance  1  thou  praisest  the  worst  best    But  what 
praise  couldst  thou  bestow  on  a  deserving  woman  in(]eed,— one  that, 
in  the  authority  of  her  merit,  did  justly  put  on  the  vouch  of  very 
malice  itself  1 
lago.  She  that  was  ever  fair,  and  never  proud ; 

Had  tongue  at  will,  and  yet  was  never  loud ; 

Never  lacked  gold,  and  yet  went  never  gay ; 

Fled  from  her  wish,  and  yet  said,  "  now  I  may ; ' 

She  that,  being  anger'd,  her  revenge  being  nigh. 

Bade  her  wrong  stay,  and  her  displeasure  fly ; 

She  that  in  wisdom  never  was  so  frail, 

To  change  the  cod's  head  for  the  salmon's  tail ; 

She  that  could  think,  and  ne*er  disclose  her  mind ; 

See  suitors  following,  and  not  look  behind ; 

She  was  a  wight, — if  ever  such  wight  were,— 
Des.  To  do  what  1 

lago.  To  suckle  fools,  and  chronicle  small  beer. 
Des,  O  most  lame  and  impotent  conclusion  1 — Do  not  learn  of 
him,  Emilia,  though  he  be  thy  husband. — How  say  you,  Cassiot  is 
he  not  a  most  profane  and  liberal  counsellor  f 

Cos.  He  speaks  home,  Madam  :  you  may  relish  him  more  in  the 
soldier,  than  in  the  scholar. 
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lofff.  [Aside.]  He  takes  her  by  the  palm :  ay,  well  said,  whisper : 
with  as  little  a  web  as  this,  will  I  ensnare  as  great  a  fly  as  Cassio. 
Ay,  smile  upon  her,  do ;  I  Mrill  gyve  thee  in  thine  own  courtship. 
You  say  true ;  'tis  so,  indeed :  if  such  tricks  as  these  strip  you  out  of 
your  lieutenantry,  it  had  been  better  you  had  not  kissed  your  three 
fingers  so  oft,  which  now  again  you  are  most  apt  to  play  the  sir  in. 
Very  good ;  well  kissed !  an  excellent  courtesy !  'tis  so,  indeed.  Yet 
again  your  fingers  to  your  lips  7  would  they  were  clyster-pipes  for 
your  sake  I — [A  trumpet  heard^  The  Moor !    I  know  his  trumpet. 

Cos.  'Tis  truly  so. 

Des,  Let's  meet  him,  and  receive  him. 

Cos,  Lo,  where  he  comes ! 

Enter  Othello  and  Attendantii 
0th,  O  my  fair  warrior ! 
Des.  My  dear  Othello ! 

0th.  It  gives  me  wonder  great  as  my  content, 

To  see  you  here  before  me.    O  my  soul's  joy  1 

If  after  every  tempest  come  such  calms. 

May  the  winds  blow  till  they  have  waken'd  death  ! 

And  let  the  laboiuing  bark  climb  hills  of  seas, 

Olympus-high,  and  duck  again  as  low 

As  hell 's  from  heaven  !    If  it  were  now  to  die, 

Twere  now  to  be  most  happy ;  for,  I  fear, 

My  soul  hath  her  content  so  absolute. 

That  not  another  comfort  like  to  this 

Succeeds  in  unknown  fate. 
Dts.  The  heavens  forbid 

But  that  our  loves  and  comforts  should  increase. 

Even  as  our  days  do  grow ! 
0th,  Amen  to  that,  sweet  powen  ! — 

I  cannot  speak  enough  of  this  content ; 

It  stops  me  here ;  it  is  too  much  of  joy : 

And  diis,  and  this,  \Kissing  her.]  the  greatest  discords  be, 

That  e'er  our  hearts  shall  make  I 
la^.  [Aside.]  O,  you  are  well-tun'd  now! 

]^t  1 11  set  down  the  pegs  that  make  this  music, 

As  honest  as  I  aoL 
Oth.  Come,  let  us  to  the  castle. — 

News,  friends  ;  our  wars  are  done,  the  Turks  are  drown'd. 

How  does  my  old  acquaintance  of  this  isle ) — 

Honey,  you  shall  be  well  desir'd  in  Cyprus  ; 

I  have  found  great  love  amongst  them.     O  my  sweet, 

I  prattle  out  of  fashion,  and  I  dote 
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In  mine  own  comforts. — I  pr'ythee,  good  lago. 

Go  to  the  bay,  and  disembark  my  cofifers  : 

Bring  thou  the  master  to  the  citadel ; 

He  is  a  good  one,  and  his  wortliiness 

Does  challenge  much  respect. — Come,  Desdemona, 

Once  more  well  met  at  Cyprus. 

[Exeunt  all  except  Iago  and  Roderigo. 
Tagq.  Do  thou  meet  me  presently  at  the  harbour.  Come  hither. 
If  thou  be'st  valiant, — as,  they  say,  base  men,  being  in  love,  have 
then  a  nobility  in  their  natures  more  than  is  native  to  them,— rlist 
me.  The  lieutenant  to-night  watches  on  the  court  of  guaid: — 
first,  I  must  tell  thee  this, — Desdemona  is  directly  in  love  with 
him. 

Rod,  With  him  !  why,  'tis  not  possible. 

Iago,  Lay  thy  finger  thus,  and  let  thy  soul  be  instructed.  Mark 
me  >vith  what  violence  she  first  loved  the  Moor,  but  for  bragging,  and 
telling  her  fantastical  lies :  and  will  she  love  him  still  for  prating  t 
let  not  thy  discreet  heart  think  it  Her  eye  must  be  fed ;  and  what 
delight  shall  she  have  to  look  on  the  devil )  When  the  blood  is  made 
duU  >vith  the  act  of  sport,  there  should  be, — again  to  inflame  it,  and 
to  give  satiety  a  fresh  appetite, — ^loveliness  in  favour,  sympathy  in 
years,  manners,  and  beauties ;  all  which  the  Moor  is  defective  in : 
now,  for  want  of  these  required  conveniences,  her  delicate  tender- 
ness will  find  itself  abused,  begin  to  heave  the  gorge,  disrelish  and 
abhor  the  Moor  ;  very  nature  will  instruct  her  in  it,  and  compel  her 
to  some  second  choice.  Now,  Sir,  this  granted, — ^as  it  is  a  most  preg 
nant  and  unforced  position, — who  stands  so  eminently  in  the  degree 
of  this  fortune,  as  Cassio  does  ?  a  knave  very  voluble ;  no  farther 
conscionable,  than  in  putting  on  the  mere  form  of  civil  and  humane 
seeming,  for  the  better  compassing  of  his  salt  and  most  hidden  loose 
affection  ?  why,  none  ;  why,  none ;  a  subtle  slippery  knave  ;  a  finder- 
out  of  occasions ;  that  has  an  eye  can  stamp  and  counterfeit  ad- 
vantages, though  true  advantage  never  present  itself:  a  devilish 
knave !  besides,  the  knave  is  handsome,  young,  and  hath  all  those 
requisites  in  him,  that  folly  and  green  minds  look  afler :  a  pestilent 
complete  knave ;  and  the  woman  hath  found  him  already. 

Rod,  I  cannot  believe  that  in  her ;  she  is  full  of  most  blessed 
condition. 

Iago,  Blessed  fig*s  end !  the  wine  she  drinks  is  made  of  grapes : 
if  she  had  been  blessed,  she  would  never  have  loved  the  Moor  : 
blessed  pudding !  Didst  thou  not  see  her  paddle  with  the  palm  of 
his  hand?  didst  not  mark  thati 

Rod,  Yes,  that  I  did ;  but  that  was  but  courtesy! 

Iago,  Lechery,  by  this  hand ;  an  index  and.  obscure  prologue  to 
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the  history  of  lust  and  foul  thoughts.  They  met  so  near  with  their 
lips,  that  their  breaths  embraced  together.  Villanous  thoughts, 
Roderigo!  when  these  mutualities  so  marshal  the  way,  hard  at 
hand  comes  the  master  and  main  exercise,  the  incorporate  conclu- 
sion :  pish ! — But,  Sir,  be  you  ruled  by  me:  I  have  brought  you  from 
Venice.  Watch  you  to-night ;  for  the  command,  I  '11  lay 't  upon  you  : 
Cassio  knows  you  not : — I  '11  not  be  far  from  you  :  do  you  find  some 
occasion  to  anger  Cassio,  either  by  speaking  too  loud,  or  tainting  his 
discipline ;  or  from  what  other  course  you  please,  which  the  time 
shall  more  favourably  minister. 
Rod,  Well 

Ic^o,  Sir,  he  is  rash,  and  very  sudden  in  choler,  and,  haply,  may  strike 
at  you :  provoke  him,  that  he  may ;  for  even  out  of  that  will  I  cause 
these  of  C3^rus  to  mutiny ;  whose  qualification  shall  come  into  no 
true  taste  again,  but  by  the  displanting  of  Cassio.  So  shall  you  have 
a  shorter  journey  to  your  desires,  by  the  means  I  shall  then  have 
to  prefer  them  ;  and  the  impediment  most  profitably  removed,  with'- 
out  the  which  there  were  no  expectation  of  our  prosperity. 
Rod,  I  will  do  this,  if  I  can  bring  it  to  any  opportunity. 
lago,  I  warrant  thee.  Meet  me  by  and  by  at  the  citadel :  I  must 
fetch  his  necessaries  ashore.     Farewell 

Rod,  Adieu.  \Exit 

logo.  That  Cassio  loves  her,  I  do  well  believe  it ; 

That  she  loves  him,  'tis  apt,  and  of  great  credit : 

The  Moor — howbeit  that  I  endure  him  not, — 

Is  of  a  constant,  loving,  noble  nature  ; 

And,  I  dare  think,  he  '11  prove  to  Desdemona 

A  most  dear  husband.     Now,  I  do  love  her  too ; 

Not  out  of  absolute  lust,  (though,  perad venture, 

I  stand  accountant  for  as  great  a  sin,) 

But  partly  led  to  diet  my  revenge. 

For  that  I  do  suspect  the  lusty  Moor 

Hath  leap'd  into  my  seat :  the  thought  whereof 

Doth,  like  a  poisonous  mineral,  gnaw  my  inwards ; 

And  nothing  can  or  shall  content  my  soul, 

Till  I  am  even'd  with  him,  wife  for  wife ; 

Or,  failing  so,  yet  that  I  put  the  Moor 

At  least  into  a  jealousy  so  strong 

That  judgment  cannot  cure.     Which  thing  to  do,— 

If  this  poor  trash  of  Venice,  whom  I  trash 

For  his  quick  hunting,  stand  the  putting  on,-^— 

I  '11  have  our  Michael  Cassio  on  the  hip ; 

Abuse  him  to  the  Moor  in  the  rank  garb, — 

For  I  fear  Cassio  with  my  night-cap  too ; — 

TOL.  IV.  S 
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Make  the  Moor  thank  me,  love  me,  and  reward  me. 

For  making  him  egregiously  an  ass, 

And  practising  upon  his  peace  and  quiet, 

Even  to  madness.     'Tis  here,  but  yet  confus'd : 

Knavery's  plain  face  is  never  seen,  till  us*d.  [ExU, 


SCENE  IL—A  Street, 

Enter  a  Herald,  with  a  proclamation  ;  people  foliowing. 

Her.  It  is  Othello's  pleasure,  our  noble  and  valiant  general,  that, 
upon  certain  tidings  now  arrived,  importing  the  mere  perdition  of  the 
Turkish  fleet,  every  man  put  himself  into  triumph ;  some  to  dance, 
some  to  make  bonfires,  each  man  to  what  sport  and  revels  his 
addiction  leads  him:  for,  besides  these  beneficial  news,  it  is  the 
celebration  of  his  nuptial : — so  much  was  his  pleasure  should  be 
proclaimed.  All  offices  are  open ;  and  there  is  full  liberty  of  feast- 
mg,  from  this  present  hour  of  five,  till  the  bell  have  told  eleven. 
Heaven  bless  the  isle  of  Cyprus,  and  our  noble  general  Othello  ! 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  III.— ^  Hall  in  tJu  Castle. 

Enter  Othello,  Desdemona,  Cassio,  and  Attendants 
0th,  Good  Michael,  look  you  to  the  guard  to-night : 

Let 's  teach  ourselves  that  honourable  stop. 

Not  to  out-sport  discretion. 
Cos,  lago  hath  direction  what  to  do ; 

But,  notwithstanding,  with  my  personal  eye 

Will  I  look  to 't. 
0th,  lago  is  most  honest. 

Michael,  good  night :  to-morrow,  with  your  earliest, 

Let  me  have  speech  with  you. — \To  Des.]  Come,  my  deal 
love, — 

The  purchase  made,  the  fruits  are  to  ensue ; 

That  profit 's  yet  to  come  'tween  me  and  you. — 

Good  night.  \Exeunt  0th.  Des.  and  Attend. 

Enter  Iaco. 

Cas,  Welcome,  lago  :  we  must  to  the  watch. 

lago.  Not  this  hour,  lieutenant;  'tis  not  yet  ten  o'clock.  Our 
general  cast  us  thus  early  for  the  love  of  his  Desdemona ;  whom  let 
us  not  therefore  blame :  he  hath  not  yet  made  wanton  the  night  with 
her ;  and  she  is  sport  for  Jove. 

Cas,  She 's  a  most  exquisite  lady. 

lago.  And,  I'll  warrant  her,  full  of  garner 
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Ccu,  Indeed,  she  is  a  most  fresh  and  delicate  creature. 
la^.  What  an  eye  she  has !  methinks  it  sounds  a  parley  of  pro- 
vocation. 

Cos,  An  inviting  eye ;  and  yet  methinks  right  modest 
Ic^o.  And  when  she  speaks,  is  it  not  an  alarum  to  love  9 
Cos.  She  is,  indeed,  perfection. 

logo.  Well,  happiness  to  their  sheets !  Come,  lieutenant,  I  have 
a  stoop  of  wine ;  and  here  without  are  a  brace  of  Cyprus  gallants, 
that  would  fain  have  a  measure  to  the  health  of  black  Othello. 
•  Cos.  Not  to-night,  good  lago:  I  have  very  poor  and  unhappy 
brains  for  drinking :  I  could  well  wish  courtesy  would  invent  some 
other  custom  of  entertainment 

la^.  O,  they  are  our  friends ;  but  one  cup :  I  'U  drink  for  you. 
Cos.  I  have  drunk  but  one  cup  to-night,  and  that  was  craftily 
qualified  too,  and,  behold,  what  innovation  it  makes  here:  I  am 
tmfortunate  in  the  infirmity,  and  dare  not  task  my  weakness  with 
any  more. 

logo.  What,  man !  'tis  a  night  of  revels :  the  gallants  desire  it 

Cos.  Where  are  theyl 

logo.  Here  at  the  door ;  I  pray  you,  call  them  in. 

Cos,  I  '11  do 't ;  but  it  dislikes  me.  \Exit 

lago.  If  I  can  fasten  but  one  cup  upon  him. 

With  that  which  he  hath  drunk  to-night  already. 

He  'U  be  as  fiiU  of  quarrel  and  ofience 

As  my  young  mistress'  dog.     Now,  my  sick  fool  Roderigo, 

Whom  love  has  tum'd  almost  the  wrong  side  out. 

To  Desdemona  hath  to-night  carous'd 

Potations  pottle  deep ;  and  he's  to  watch : 

Three  lads  of  Cyprus, — ^noble  swelling  spirits. 

That  hold  their  honours  in  a  wary  distance. 

The  very  elements  of  this  warlike  isle,— 

Have  I  to-night  fluster'd  with  flowing  cups, 

And  they  watch  too.     Now,  'mongst  this  flock  of  drunkards, 

Am  I  to  put  our  Cassio  in  some  action 

That  may  offend  the  isle : — but  here  they  come : 

If  consequence  do  but  approve  my  dream, 

My  boat  sails  freely,  both  with  wind  and  stream. 

Rt^nter  Cassio,  with  him  Montano,  and  Gentlemen.     Stiw^xii/oUcwing 

with  wine. 

Cos.  Tore  heaven,  they  have  given  me  a  rouse  already. 

3fofL  Good  faith,  a  little  one ;  not  past  a  pint,  as  I  am  a  soldier. 

logo.  Some  wine,  ho  I 

\Singir^,\  And  let  me  the  canakm  clink,  dink  % 

And  let  me  the  carakin  cUnki 


J.  ,:^. 
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A  soldier 's  a  man ; 
A  life 's  but  a  span ; 
Why,  then  let  a  soldier  drink. 

5)ome  wine,  boys ! 

Cas.  Tore  heaven,  an  excellent  song. 

lago,  I  learned  it  in  England,  where,  indeed,  they  are  most  potent 
in  potting :  your  Dane,  your  German,  and  your  swag-bellied  HoL 
lander, — Drink,  ho  j — are  nothing  to  your  English. 

Cas.  Is  your  Englishman  so  exquisite  in  his  drinking) 

lagp,  AVhy,  he  drinks  you,  with  facility,  your  Dane  dead  drunk ; 
he  sweats  not  to  overthrow  your  Almain ;  he  gives  your  Hollander 
a  vomit,  ere  the  next  pottle  can  be  filled. 

Cas.  To  the  health  of  our  general ! 

M01U  I  am  for  it,  lieutenant ;  and  I  '11  do  you  justice. 

Ic^o.  O  sweet  England  I 

King  Stephen  was  a  worthy  peer, 

His  breeches  cost  him  but  a  crown ; 
He  held  them  sixpence  all  too  dear, 

With  that  he  called  the  tailor  lown. 
He  was  a  wight  of  high  renown. 

And  thou  art  but  of  low  degree  : 
'Tis  pride  that  pulls  the  country  down ; 

Then  take  thine  auld  cloak  about  thee. 

Some  wine,  ho ! 

Cas,  Why,  this  is  a  more  exquisite  song  than  the  other. 

/ago.  Will  you  hear  it  again  1 

Cas,  No ;  for  I  hold  him  to  be  unworthy  of  his  place,  that  does 
those  things. — Well, — heaven 's  above  all ;  and  there  be  souls  must 
be  saved,  and  there  be  souls  must  not  be  saved. 

/ago.  It's  true,  good  lieutenant. 

Cas,  For  mine  own  part, — no  offence  to  the  general,  nor  any  man 
of  quality, — I  hope  to  be  saved. 

/ago.  And  so  do  I  too,  lieutenant. 

Cas.  Ay,  but,  by  your  leave,  not  before  me ;  the  lieutenant  is  to  be 
saved  before  the  ancient  Let's  have  no  more  of  this;  let's  to  our 
affairs. — Forgive  us  our  sins ! — Gentlemen,  let's  look  to  our  business. 
Do  not  think,  gentlemen,  I  am  drunk :  this  is  my  ancient ; — ^this  is 
my  right  hand,  and  this  is  my  left  hand : — I  am  not  drunk  now ;  I 
can  stand  well  enough,  and  speak  well  enough. 

A//,  Excellent  well. 

Cas.  Why,  very  well,  then ;  you  must  not  think,  then,  that- 1  am 
drunk.  [JSxU 

Mofu  To  the  platform,  masters ;  come,  let 's  set  the  watch. 

/ago.  You  see  this  fellow  that  is  gone  before ; — 
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^         He  is  a  soldier  fit  to  stand  by  Caesar 

And  give  direction :  and  do  but  see  his  vice ; 

Tis  to  his  virtue  a  just  equinox, 

The  one  as  long  as  th'  other :  'tis  pity  of  him. 

I  fear,  the  trust  Othello  puts  him  in, 

On  some  odd  time  of  his  infirmity. 

Will  shake  this  island. 

Men,  But  is  he  often  thus  1 

Iag(K  Tis  evermore  the  prologue  to  his  sleep : 

He'll  watch  the  horologe  a  double  set. 

If  drink  rock  not  his  cradle. 
Mon,  It  were  well, 

The  general  were  put  in  mind  of  it 

Perhaps  he  sees  it  not ;  or  his  good  nature 

Prizes  the  virtue  that  appears  in  Cassio, 

And  looks  not  on  his  evils :  is  not  this  true  9 

Enter  RODERIGO. 

lago,  \Aside  to  Aim.]  How  now,  Roderigo ! 
I  pray  you,  after  the  lieutenant ;  go.  [Exit  Rod. 

Mm.  And  'tis  great  pity,  that  the  noble  Moor 
Should  hazard  such  a  place  as  his  own  second. 
With  one  of  an  ingraft  infirmity : 
It  were  an  honest  action  to  say 
So  to  the  Moor. 

/ago.  Not  I,  for  this  fair  island : 

I  do  love  Cassio  well ;  and  would  do  much 
To  cure  him  of  this  evil.     But  hark !  what  noise  1 

[Cry  within,  "  Help !  Help ! " 

Re-^nter  Cassio,  driving  in  RODERIGO. 

Cos,  You  rogue !  you  rascal  1 

Mon,  What's  the  matter,  lieutenant? 

Cos.  A  knave ! — teach  me  my  duty  ? 
I  '11  beat  the  knave  into  a  twiggen  bottle. 

Rod.  Beat  me  I 

Cds.  Dost  thou  prate,  rogue  t 

[Striking  Roderigo. 

Afon.  [Staying  him.]  Nay,  good  lieutenant ; 
I  pray  you,  Sir,  hold  your  hand. 

Cos.  Let  me  go.  Sir, 

Or  I  'U  knock  you  o'er  the  mazard. 

Mm.  Come,  come,  you're  drunk. 

Cos.  Drunk!  [77uy fight. 

la^.  [Aside  to  Rod.]  Away,  I  say ;  go  out,  and  cry  a  mutiny ! 

[Exit  Rod. 
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Nay;  good  lieutenant, — alas,  gentlemen ; — 

Help,  ho ! — Lieutenant, — Sir, — Montano, — Sir ; — 

Help,  masters ! — Here  *s  a  goodly  watch,  indeed  1      [BeU  rings. 

Who 's  that  that  rings  the  bell  1— Diablo,  ho ! 

The  town  will  rise :  God's  will,  lieutenant,  hold  1 

You  will  be  sham'd  for  ever. 

Re-enter  Othello  and  Attendants. 

0th.  What  is  the  matter  here  t 

Mon.  'Zounds,  I  bleed  still ;  I  am  hurt  to  the  death. 

0th,  Hold,  for  your  lives  1 

lago.  Hold,  hold,  lieutenant! — Sir,-'-Montano, — gentlemen,— 
Have  you  forgot  all  sense  of  place  and  dutyl 
Hold !  the  general  speaks  to  you,  hold,  for  shame ! 

0th.  Why,  how  now,  ho !  from  whence  ariseth  this? 
Are  we  tum'd  Turks,  and  to  ourselves  do  that 
Which  heaven  hath  forbid  the  Ottomites? 
For  Christian  shame,  put  by  this  barbarous  brawl : 
He  that  stirs  next  to  carve  for  his  own  rage, 
Holds  his  soul  light ;  he  dies  upon  his  motion. — 
Silence  that  dreadful  bell !  it  frights  the  isle 
From  her  propriety. — What  is  the  matter,  masters  I — 
Honest  lago,  that  look'st  dead  with  grieving, 
Speak,  who  began  this  1  on  thy  love,  I  charge  thee. 

/ago.  I  do  not  know : — ^friends  all  but  now,  even  now. 
In  quarter,  and  in  terms  like  bride  and  groom 
Devesting  them  for  bed ;  and  then,  but  now, 
(As  if  some  planet  had  unwitted  men,) 
Swords  out,  and  tilting  one  at  other's  breast, 
In  opposition  bloody.     I  cannot  speak 
Any  beginning  to  this  peevish  odds ; 
And  would  in  action  glorious  I  had  lost 
Those  legs,  that  brought  me  to  a  part  of  it ! 

0th.  How  comes  it,  Michael,  you  are  thus  forgot  f 

Cas.  I  pray  you,  pardon  me ;  I  cannot  speak. 

0th.  Worthy  Montano,  you  were  wont  be  civil ; 
The  gravity  and  stillness  of  your  youth 
The  world  hath  noted,  and  your  name  is  great 
In  mouths  of  wisest  censure :  what  *s  the  matter, 
That  you  unlace  your  reputation  thus. 
And  spend  your  rich  opinion,  for  the  name 
Of  a  night-brawler?  give  me  answer  to  it 

Mon.  Worthy  Othello,  I  am  hurt  to  danger : 
Your  officer,  lago,  can  inform  you, — 
\Miile  I  spare  speech,  which  something  now  offends  me,— 


sciwiciii.]    OTHELLO,  THE  MOOR  OF  VENICE.  279 

Of  all  that  I  do  know :  nor  know  I  aught 
By  me  that's  said  or  done  amiss  this  night; 
Unless  self-charity  be  sometimes  a  vice, 
And  to  defend  ourselves  it  be  a  sin, 
\Vhen  violence  assails  us. 

Oth,  Now,  by  heaven, 

My  blood  begins  my  safer  guides  to  rule ; 
And  passion,  having  my  best  judgment  collied| 
Assays  to  lead  the  way : — if  I  once  stir. 
Or  do  but  lift  this  arm,  the  best  of  you 
Shall  sink  in  my  rebuke.     Give  me  to  know 
How  this  foul  rout  began,  who  set  it  on ; 
And  he  that  is  approved  in  this  offence. 
Though  he  had  twinn'd  with  me,  both  at  a  birth. 
Shall  lose  me. — What !  in  a  town  of  war, 
Yet  wild,  the  people's  hearts  brimful  of  fear, 
To  manage  private  and  domestic  quarrel, 
In  night,  and  on  the  court  and  guard  of  safety  ! 
'Tis  monstrous. — lago,  who  began  it  1 

Mon,  If  partially  affin*d,  or  leagued  in  office, 
Thou  dost  deliver  more  or  less  than  truth. 
Thou  art  no  soldier. 

lago.  Touch  me  not  so  near : 

I  had  rather  have  this  tongue  cut  from  my  mouth, 
Than  it  should  do  offence  to  Michael  Cassio ; 
Yet,  I  persuade  myself,  to  speak  the  truth 
Shall  nothing  wrong  him. — Thus  it  is,  general 
Montano  and  myself  being  in  speech, 
There  comes  a  fellow,  crying  out  for  help ;  • 
And  Cassio  following  him  with  detertnin'd  sword, 
To  execute  upon  him.     Sir,  this  gentleman 
Steps  in  to  Cassio,  and  entreats  his  pause : 
Myself  the  crying  fellow  did  pursue. 
Lest  by  his  clamour  (as  it  so  fell  out) 
The  town  might  fall  in  fright :  he,  swift  of  foot, 
Outran  my  purpose ;  and  I  returned,  the  rather 
For  that  I  heard  the  clink  and  fall  of  swords. 
And  Cassio  high  in  oath ;  which  till  to-night 
I  ne'er  might  say  before.     When  I  came  back, 
(For  this  was  brief,)  I  found  them  close  together, 
At  blow  and  thrust ;  even  as  again  they  were, 
When  you  yourself  did  part  them. 
More  of  this  matter  can  I  not  report : — 
But  men  are  men ;  the  best  sometimes  forget :— 
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Though  Cassio  did  some  little  wrong  to  him, — 
As  men  in  rage  strike  those  that  wish  them  best, — 
Yet,  surely,  Cassio,  I  believe,  received 
From  him  that  fled  some  strange  indignity, 
Which  patience  could  not  pass. 
0th,  I  know,  lago, 

Thy  honesty  and  love  doth  mince  this  matter, 
Making  it  light  to  Cassio. — Cassio,  I  love  thee ; 
But  never  more  be  officer  of  mine. — 

Re-enter  Desdemona,  attended. 

Look,  if  my  gentle  love  be  not  rais'd  up ! — 
\To  Cas.]  I  '11  make  thee  an  example. 
Des,  What 's  the  matter  ! 

0th,  All 's  well  now,  sweeting;  come  away  to  bed. — 
Sir,  for  your  hurts,  myself  will  be  your  surgeon. — 
Lead  him  off. —  [Montano  is  led  off. 

lago,  look  with  care  about  the  town. 
And  silence  those  whom  this  vile  brawl  distracted. — 
Come,  Desdemona :  'tis  the  soldiers'  life. 
To  have  their  balmy  slumbers  wak'd  with  strife. 

\Exeunt  all  except  Iago  and  Cassio. 
lagq.  What,  are  you  hurt,  lieutenant  1 
Cas,  Ay,  past  all  surgery. 
Iago,  Marry,  heaven  forbid  ! 

Cas,  Reputation,  reputation,  reputation!  O,  I  have  lost  my 
reputation!  I  have  lost  the  immortal  part  of  myself,  and  what 
remains  is  bestial. — My  reputation,  Iago,  my  reputation  I 

Iago,  As  I  am  an  honest  man,  I  thought  you  had  received  some 
bodily  wound;  there  is  more  offence  in  that,  than  in  reputation. 
Reputation  is  an  idle  and  most  false  imposition;  oft  got  ii^thout 
merit,  and  lost  without  deserving :  you  have  lost  no  reputation  at 
all,  unless  you  repute  yourself  such  a  loser.  What,  man  !  there  arc 
ways  to  recover  the  general  again :  you  are  but  now  cast  in  his 
mood,  a  punishment  more  in  policy  than  in  malice ;  even  so  as  one 
would  beat  his  offenceless  dog,  to  aflright  an  imperious  lion :  sue  to 
him  again,  and  he 's  you^s. 

Cas,  I  will  rather  sue  to  be  despised,  than  to  deceive  so  good  a 
commander,  with  so  slight,  so  drunken,  and  so  indiscreet  an  officer. 
Drunk  1  and  speak  parrot?  and  squabble  1  swagger t  swear t  and  dis- 
course fustian  with  one's  own  shadow? — O  thou  invisible  spirit  of 
wine,  if  thou  hast  no  name  to  be  known  by,  let  us  call  thee  devil ! 

Iago,  What  was  he  that  you  followed  with  your  sword  f    What 
had  he  done  to  youl 
Cas,  I  know  not 
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lago,  Ig't  possible  1 

Cas.  I  remember  a  mass  of  things,  but  nothing  distinctly;  a  quarrel, 
but  nothing  wherefore. — O  God,  that  men  should  put  an  enemy  in 
llieir  mouths,  to  steal  away  their  brains !  that  we  should,  with  joy, 
pleasance,  revel,  and  applause,  transform  ourselves  into  beasts ! 

la^,  Wiy,  but  you  are  now  well  enough :  how  came  you  thus 
recovered  ? 

Cas,  It  hath  pleased  the  devil  drunkenness,  to  give  place  to  the 
devil  wrath :  one  unperfectness  shows  me  another,  to  make  me 
frankly  despise  myself. 

lagp.  Come,  you  are  too  severe  a  moraler :  as  the  time,  the  place, 
and  the  condition  of  this  country  stands,  I  could  heartily  wish  this 
had  not  befallen ;  but,  since  it  is  as  it  is,  mend  it  for  your  own  good. 

Cos,  I  will  ask  him  for  my  place  again, — he  shall  tell  me  I  am  a 
drunkard!  Had  I  as  many  mouths  as  Hydra,  such  an  answer 
would  stop  them  all.  To  be  now  a  sensible  man,  by  and  by  a  fool, 
and  presently  a  beast !  O  strange ! — Ever}'  inordinate  cup  is  un- 
blessed, and  the  ingredient  is  a  devil. 

lago.  Come,  come,  good  wine  is  a  good  familiar  creature,  if  it  be 
well  used :  exclaim  no  more  against  it  And,  good  lieutenant,  I 
think  you  think  I  love  you. 

Cas,  I  have  well  approved  it,  Sir. — I  drunk ! 

lago.  You,  or  any  man  living,  may  be  drunk  at  some  time,  man. 
1  '11  tell  you  what  you  shall  do.  Our  general's  wife  is  now  the  gene- 
ral ; — I  may  say  so  in  this  respect,  for  that  he  hath  devoted  and 
given  up  himself  to  the  contemplation,  mark,  and  denotement  of  her 
parts  and  graces : — confess  yourself  freely  to  her ;  importune  her ; 
she  '11  help  to  put  you  in  your  place  again.  She  is  of  so  free,  so 
kind,  so  apt,  so  blessed  a  disposition,  that  she  holds  it  a  vice  in  her 
goodness,  not  to  do  more  than  she  is  requested :  this  broken  joint 
between  you  and  her  husband,  entreat  her  to  splinter ;  and,  my  for- 
tunes against  any  lay  worth  naming,  this  crack  of  your  love  shall 
grow  stronger  than  it  was  before. 

Cas.  You  advise  me  well 

lago,  I  protest,  in  the  sincerity  of  love  and  honest  kindness. 

Cas.  I  think  it  freely;  and,  betimes  in  the  morning,  I  will  be- 
seech the  virtuous  Desdemona  to  undertake  for  me :  I  am  desperate 
of  my  fortunes,  if  they  check  me  here. 

lagp.  You  are  in  the  right.  Good  night,  lieutenant;  I  must  to 
the  watch. 

Cas,  Good  night,  honest  lago.  {Exit 

Jago.  And  what's  he,  then,  that  says  I  play  the  villain] 
When  this  advice  is  free  I  give,  and  honest, 
Probal  to  thinking,  and,  indeed,  the  course 
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To  win  the  Moor  again  ?    For  'tis  most  easy 

The  inclining  Desdemona  to  subdue 

In  any  honest  suit :  she 's  frara'd  as  fruitful 

As  the  free  elements.     And,  then,  for  her 

To  win  the  Moor, — were  *t  to  renounce  his  baptism, 

All  seals  and  symbols  of  redeemed  sin, — 

His  soul  is  so  enfettered  to  her  love. 

That  she  may  make,  unmake,  do  what  she  list, 

Even  as  her  appetite  shall  play  the  god 

With  his  weak  function.     How  am  I,  then,  a  villain. 

To  counsel  Cassio  to  this  parallel  course, 

Directly  to  his  good  1    Divinity  of  hell ! 

When  devils  will  the  blackest  sins  put  on. 

They  do  suggest  at  first  with  heavenly  shows, 

As  I  do  now :  for  while  this  honest  fool 

Plies  Desdemona  to  repair  his  fortunes, 

And  she  for  him  pleads  strongly  to  the  Moor, 

I  *11  pour  this  pestilence  into  his  ear, — 

That  she  repeals  him  for  her  body*s  lust ; 

And,  by  how  much  she  strives  to  do  him  good, 

She  shall  undo  her  credit  with  the  Moor. 

So  will  I  turn  her  virtue  into  pitch  ; 

And  out  of  her  own  goodness  make  the  net 

That  shall  enmesh  them  all. — 

Re-enter  RoDERlGO. 

How  now,  Roderigo ! 
Rod.  I  do  follow  here  in  the  chase,  not  like  a  hound  that  hunts, 
but  one  that  fills  up  the  cry.     My  money  is  almost  spent ;  I  have 
been  to-night  exceedingly  well  cudgelled ;  and  I  think  the  issue  will 
be — I  shall  have  so  much  experience  for  my  pains ;  and  so,  with  no 
money  at  all,  and  a  little  more  wit,  return  again  to-  Venice. 
logo.  How  poor  are  they  that  have  not  patience ! 
What  wound  did  ever  heal,  but  by  degrees  1 
Thou  know'st  we  work  by  wit,  and  not  by  witchcraft ; 
And  wit  depends  on  dilatory  time. 
Does 't  not  go  well  1    Cassio  hath  beaten  thee. 
And  thou,  by  that  small  hurt,  hast  cashiered  Cassio : 
Though  other  things  grow  fair  against  the  sun. 
Yet  fruits  that  blossom  first  will  first  be  ripe  : 
Content  thyself  a  while. — By  the  mass,  'tis  morning  ; 
Pleasure  and  action  make  the  hours  seem  short''— 
Retire  thee ;  go  where  thou  art  billeted  : 
Away,  I  say ;  thou  shalt  know  more  hereafter : 
Nay,  get  thee  gone. — \Exit  Rod.]  Two  things  are  to  be  done,— « 
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My  wife  must  move  for  Cassio  to  her  mistress ; 

1 11  set  her  on : 

Myself,  the  while,  to  draw  the  Moor  apart, 

And  bring  him  jump  when  he  may  Cassio  find 

Soliciting  his  wife : — ay,  that  *s  the  way ; 

Dull  not  device  by  coldness  and  delay.  [JSxt/» 


'%&^ 


ACT  IIL 
SCENE  L— Cyprus.     Before  the  Castle. 

Enter  Cassio  and  some  Musicians. 

Cas,  Masters,  play  here, — I  will  content  your  pains, — 

Something  that's  brief;  and  bid  good-morrow,  general. 

\Music, 
Enter  Clown. 

CIo,  Why,  masters,  have  your  instruments  been  in  Naples,  that 
they  speak  i'  the  nose  thus? 

I  Mus,  How,  Sir,  howl 

Clo,  Are  these,  I  pray  you,  wind  instruments? 

I  Mus,  Ay,  marry,  are  they,  Sir? 

Clo,  O,  thereby  hangs  a  tail. 

I  Mtis,  Whereby  hangs  a  tale,  Sir  ? 

Clo,  Marry,  Sir,  by  many  a  wind  instrument  that  I  know.  But, 
masters,  here's  money  for  you  :  and  the  general  so  likes  your  music, 
that  he  desires  you,  for  love's  sake,  to  make  no  more  noise  with  it. 

I  Mtis.  Well,  Sir,  we  will  not. 

Clo.  If  you  have  any  music  that  may  not  be  heard,  to 't  again  : 
but,  as  they  say,  to  hear  music  the  general  does  not  greatly  care. 

I  Mus,  We  have  none  such,  Sir. 

Clo,  Then  put  up  your  pipes  in  your  bag,  for  I  '11  away.  Go ;  vanish 
into  air ;  away !  \Exeitnt  Musicians. 

Cas,  Dost  thou  hear,  mine  honest  friend  ? 

Clo,  No,  I  hear  not  your  honest  friend  ;  I  hear  you. 

Cols,  Pr'ythee,  keep  up  thy  quillets.  There  *s  a  poor  piece  of  gold 
for  thee  :  if  the  gentlewoman  that  attends  the  general's  wife  be  stir- 
ring, tell  her  there 's  one  Cassio  entreats  her  a  little  favour  of  speech : 
wilt  thou  do  this  ] 

Clo.  She  is  stirring.  Sir:  if  she  will  stir  hither,  I  shall  seem  to 
notify  unto  her. 

Cos.  Do,  good  my  friend —  \Exit  Clown. 
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Enter  Iago. 

In  happy  time,  Iago. 

Iago.  You  have  not  been  a-bed,  then  1 

Cas,  Why,  no ;  the  day  had  broke 
Before  we  parted.     I  have  made  bold,  Iago, 
To  send  in  to  your  wife :  my  suit  to  her 
Is,  that  she  will  to  virtuous  Desdemona 
Procure  me  some  access. 

Iago.  I  *ll  send  her  to  you  presently ; 

And  I  '11  devise  a  mean  to  draw  the  Moor 
Out  of  the  way,  that  your  converse  and  business 
May  be  more  free. 

Cas,  I  humbly  thank  you  for 't —  [Exit  lAca 

I  never  knew 
A  Florentine  more  kind  and  honest 

Enter  Emilia. 

Emil.  Good-morrow,  good  lieutenant :  I  am  sorry 
For  your  displeasure ;  but  all  will  soon  be  well. 
The  general  and  his  wife  are  talking  of  it ; 
And  she  speaks  for  you  stoutly  :  the  Moor  replies. 
That  he  you  hurt  is  of  great  fame  in  Cyprus, 
And  great  affinity,  and  that  in  wholesome  wisdom 
He  might  not  but  refuse  you ;  but  he  protests  he  loves  yoa. 
And  needs  no  other  suitor  but  his  likings, 
To  take  the  safst  occasion  by  the  front, 
To  bring  you  in  again. 

Cas,  Yet,  I  beseech  you, — 

If  you  think  fit,  or  that  it  may  be  done, — 
Give  me  advantage  of  some  brief  discourse 
With  Desdemona  alone. 

EmiL  Pray  you,  come  in : 

I  will  bestow  you  where  you  shall  have  time 
To  speak  your  bosom  freely. 

Cas.  I  am  much  bound  to  you. 

[Exeunt. 
SCENE  11.—-^  Eoom  in  the  CasUe. 

Enter  Othello,  Iago,  and  Gentlemen. 
0th.  These  letters  give,  Iago,  to  the  pilot; 

And,  by  him,  do  my  duties  to  the  senate  : 

That  done,  I  will  be  walking  on  the  works ; 

Repair  there  to  me. 
lo^o.  Well,  my  good  lord,  1 11  do't 

0th.  This  fortification,  gentlemen, — shall  we  see 't  I 
Gent.  We  '11  wait  upon  your  lordship.  [ExaaU, 
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SCENE  llL—£e/org  the  Castle. 

Enter  Desdemona,  Cassio,  and  Emilia. 

Des,  Be  thou  assured,  good  Cassio,  I  will  do 
All  my  abilities  in  thy  behalf. 

Emil,  Good  Madam,  do :  I  warrant  it  grieves  my  husband, 
As  if  the  case  were  his. 

Des,  O,  that 's  an  honest  fellow. — Do  not  doubt,  Cassio, 
But  I  will  have  my  lord  and  you  again 
As  friendly  as  you  were. 

Cos,  Bounteous  Madam, 

Whatever  shall  become  of  Michael  Cassio, 
He 's  never  any  thing  but  your  true  servant 

Des,  I  know 't, — I  thank  you.     You  do  love  my  lord : 
You  have  known  him  long ;  and  be  you  well  assured, 
He  shall  in  strangeness  stand  no  farther  off 
Than  in  a  politic  distance. 

Cos,  Ay,  but,  lady. 

That  policy  may  either  last  so  long. 
Or  feed  upon  such  nice  and  waterish  diet. 
Or  breed  itself  so  out  of  circumstance, 
Thaty  I  being  absent,  and  my  place  supplied, 
My  general  will  forget  my  love  and  service. 

Des,  Do  not  doubt  that ;  before  Emilia  here, 
I  give  the  warrant  of  thy  place :  assure  thee, 
If  I  do  vow  a  friendship,  I  '11  perform  it 
To  the  last  article :  my  lord  shall  never  rest ; 
I  '11  watch  him  tame,  and  talk  him  out  of  patience ; 
His  bed  shall  seem  a  school,  his  board  a  shrift : 
I  '11  intermingle  every  thing  he  does 
With  Cassio's  suit :  therefore  be  merry,  Cassio  \ 
For  thy  solicitor  shall  rather  die. 
Than  give  thy  cause  away. 

Emil,  Madam,  here  comes  my  lord. 

Cos,  Madam,  I  '11  take  my  leave. 

Des,  Why,  stay,  and  hear  me  speak. 

Cos.  Madam,  not  now :  I  am  very  ill  at  ease. 
Unfit  for  mine  own  purpose. 

Dag  Well,  do  your  discretion.  \Exit  Cassio. 

Enter  Othello  and  Iago. 
lago.  Ha !  I  like  not  that 
Oth,  What  dost  thou  say  1 
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lago.  Nothing,  my  lord  :  or  if — I  know  not  what 

0th,  Was  not  that  Cassio  parted  from  my  wife  ? 

lago,  Cassio,  my  lord  ?    No,  sure,  I  cannot  think  it, 
That  he  would  steal  away  so  guilty-like. 
Seeing  you  coming. 

0th,  I  do  believe  'twas  he. 

Des,  How  now,  my  lord ! 
I  have  been  talking  with  a  suitor  here, 
A  man  that  languishes  in  your  displeasure. 

0th,  Who  is 't  you  mean  % 

Des,  Why,  your  lieutenant,  Cassio.     Good  my  lord. 
If  I  have  any  grace  or  power  to  move  you, 
His  present  reconciliation  take ; 
For  if  he  be  not  one  that  truly  loves  you, 
That  errs  in  ignorance,  not  in  cunning, 
I  have  no  judgment  in  an  honest  face  : 
I  pr'ythee,  call  him  back. 

0th,  Went  he  hence  now  I 

D€s,  Ay,  sooth ;  so  humbled, 
That  he  hath  left  part  of  his  grief  with  me. 
To  suffer  with  him.     Good  love,  call  him  back. 

0th,  Not  now,  sweet  Desdemona ;  some  other  time. 

Des,  But  shall 't  be  shortly  1 

0th,  The  sooner,  sweet,  for  you. 

Des,  Shairt  be  to-night  at  supper  1 

0th,  No,  not  to-night. 

Des,  To-morrow  dinner,  then  1 

0th,  I  shall  not  dine  at  home  ,* 

I  meet  the  captains  at  the  citadel. 

Des,  Why  then,  to-morrow  night ;  or  Tuesday  mom ; 
On  Tuesday  noon,  or  night ;  on  Wednesday  mom  : — 
I  pr'ythee,  name  the  time ;  but  let  it  not 
Exceed  three  days :  in  faith,  he 's  penitent ; 
And  yet  his  trespass,  in  our  common  reason, 
(Save  that,  they  say,  the  wars  must  make  examples 
Out  of  their  best,)  is  not  almost  a  fault 
To  incur  a  private  check.     When  shall  he  come  % 
Tell  me,  Othello :  I  wonder  in  my  soul, 
What  you  could  ask  me  that  I  should  deny. 
Or  stand  so  mammering  on.     What  I     Michael  Cassio^ 
That  came  a  wooing  with  you ;  and  so  many  a  time, 
When  I  have  spoke  of  you  dispraisingly. 
Hath  ta'en  your  part ;  to  have  so  much  to  do 
To  bring  him  in  1    Trust  me,  I  could  do  much; — 
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OtJu  Pfythee,  no  more :  let  him  come  when  iie  will ; 
I  will  deny  thee  nothing. 

Des,  Why,  this  is  not  a  boon  \ 

Tis  as  I  should  entreat  you  wear  your  gloves. 
Or  feed  on  nourishing  dishfes,  or  keep  you  warm, 
Or  sue  to  you  to  do  a  peculiar  profit 
To  your  own  person :  nay,  when  I  have  a  suit 
Wherein  I  mean  to  touch  your  love  indeed, 
It  shall  be  full  of  poise  and  difficult  weight, 
And  fearful  to  be  granted. 

0th,  I  will  deny  thee  nothing: 

Whereon,  I  do  beseech  thee,  grant  me  this. 
To  leave  me  but  a  little  to  myself 

Des,  Shall  I  deny  youl  no:  farewell,  my  lord. 

0th,  Farewell,  my  Desdemona :  I  '11  come  to  thee  straight. 

Des,  Emilia,  come. — Be  as  your  fancies  teach  you ; 
Whatever  you  be,  I  am  obedient.  \Exit^  with  Emill^. 

0th,  Excellent  wretch  !     Perdition  catch  my  soul, 
But  I  do  love  thee !  and  when  I  love  thee  not, 
Chaos  is  come  again. 

lago.  My  noble  lord, — 

0th,  What  dost  thou  say,  lago  ? 

1(1^0,  Did  Michael  Cassio,  when  you  woo'd  my  lady. 
Know  of  your  love  1 

OtK  He  did,  from  first  to  last :  why  dost  thou  ask ) 

It^,  But  for  a  satisfaction  of  my  thought ; 
No  farther  harm. 

0th,  Why  of  thy  thought,  lago  1 

Ic^o,  I  did  not  think  he  had  been  acquainted  with  her. 

0th,  O,  yes ;  and  went  between  us  very  oft. 

lago.  Indeed! 

0th,  Indeed !  ay,  indeed : — discem'st  thou  aught  in  that? 
Is  he  not  honest  1 

lago.  Honest,  my  lord? 

0th,  Honest?  ay,  honest 

Ic^o,  My  lord,  for  aught  I  know. 

0th,  What  dost  thou  think  ? 

l€^.  Think,  my  lord  ? 

0th.  Think,  my  lord  I 

By  heaven,  he  echoes  me, 
As  if  there  were  some  monster  in  his  thought 
Too  hideous  to  be  shown. — Thou  dost  mean  something : 
I  heard  thee  say  but  now,— thou  lik'dst  not  that, 
When  Cassio  left  my  wife :  what  didst  not  like  ? 


288  OTHELLO,  THE  MOOR  OF  VENICE.        [act  ni. 

And  when  I  told  thee  he  was  of  my  counsel 

In  my  whole  course  of  wooing,  thou  criedst,  "  Indeed  I " 

And  didst  contract  and  purse  thy  brow  together, 

As  if  thou  then  hadst  shut  up  in  thy  brain 

Some  horrible  conceit :  if  thou  dost  love  me, 

Show  me  thy  thought. 

lago.  My  lord,  you  know  I  love  you. 

0th.  I  think  thou  dost ; 

And, — for  I  know  thou  art  full  of  love  and  honesty, 
And  weigh'st  thy  words  before  thou  giv'st  them  breath, — 
Therefore  these  stops  of  thine  fright  me  the  more ; 
For  such  things,  in  a  false  disloyal  knave, 
Are  tricks  of  custom ;  but  in  a  man  that 's  just, 
They  are  close  delations,  working  from  the  heart, 
That  passion  cannot  rule. 

lago.  For  Michael  Cassio, 

I  dare  be  sworn,  I  think  that  he  is  honest 

0th,  I  think  so  too. 

lago.  Men  should  be  what  they  secirt  ; 

Or,  those  that  be  not,  would  they  might  seem  none ! 

0th,  Certain,  men  should  be  what  they  seem. 

lago.  Why,  then,  I  think  Cassio  *s  an  honest  man. 

0th,  Nay,  yet  there 's  more  in  this : 

I  pray  thee,  speak  to  me  as  to  thy  thinkings. 

As  thou  dost  ruminate ;  and  give  thy  worst  of  thoughts 

The  worst  of  words. 
lago.  Good  my  lord,  pardon  me : 

Though  I  am  bound  to  every  act  of  duty, 

I  am  not  bound  to  that  all  slaves  are  free  to. 

Utter  my  thoughts?    Why,  say,  they  are  vile  and  fisdse,— 

As  where 's  that  palace  whereinto  foul  things 

Sometimes  intrude  not  ?  who  has  a  breast  so  pure, 

But  some  uncleanly  apprehensions 

Keep  leets  and  law-days,  and  in  session  sit 

With  meditations  lawful  ? 

0th,  Thou  dost  conspire  against  thy  friend,  lago. 
If  thou  but  think'st  him  ^Tong'd,  and  mak'st  his  ear 
A  stranger  to  thy  thoughts. 

It^o,  I  do  beseech  you, — 

Though  I,  perchance,  am  vicious  in  my  guess, 
(As,  I  confess,  it  is  my  nature's  plague 
To  spy  into  abuses ;  and  oft  my  jealousy 
Shapes  faults  that  are  not,) — that  your  wisdom  jret, 
From  one  that  so  imperfecUy  conceits, 
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Would  take  no  notice ;  nor  build  yourself  a  trouble 
Out  of  his  scattering  and  unsure  observance. 
It  were  not  for  your  quiet,  nor  your  good. 
Nor  for  my  manhood,  honesty,  or  wisdom, 
To  let  you  know  my  thoughts. 

0th.  What  dost  thou  mean) 

lago.  Good  name  in  man  and  woman,  dear  my  lord, 
Is  the  immediate  jewel  of  their  souls : 
Who  steals  my  purse,  steals  trash ;  'tis  somethings  nothing ; 
'Twas  mine,  'tis  his,  and  has  been  slave  to  thousands ; 
But  he,  that  filches  from  me  my  good  name, 
Robs  me  of  that,  which  not  enriches  him, 
And  makes  me  poor  indeed. 

0th,  By  heaven,  I'll  know  thy  thoughts. 

logo.  You  cannot,  if  my  heart  were  in  your  hand ; 
Nor  shall  not,  whilst  'tis  in  my  custody. 

Oih.  Ha! 

lago,  O,  beware,  my  lord,  of  jealousy; 

It  is  the  green-ey'd  monster,  which  doth  mocK 
The  meat  it  feeds  on :  that  cuckold  lives  in  bliss, 
Who^  certain  of  his  fate,  loves  not  his  wronger  \ 
But,  O,  what  damned  minutes  tells  he  o'er. 
Who  dotes,  yet  doubts ;  suspects,  yet  strongly  loves  1 

Oth.  O  misery  1 

logo.  Poor  and  content  is  rich„  and  rich  enough  \ 
But  riches  fineless  is  as  poor  as  winter 
To  him  that  ever  fears  he  shall  be  poor : — 
Good  heaven,  the  souls  of  all  my  tribe  defend 
From  jealousy  1 

0th.  Why,  why  is  this  1 

Think'st  thou  I'd  make  a  life  of  jealousy, 
To  follow  still  the  changes  of  the  moon 
With  firesh  suspicions  %    No ;  to  be  once  in  doubt, 
Is  once  to  be  resolv'd :  exchange  me  for  a  goat. 
When  I  shall  turn  the  business  of  my  soul 
To  such  exsufflicate  and  blown  surmises, 
Matching  thy  inference.    Tis  not  to  make  me  jealous, 
To  say  my  wife  is  fair,  feeds  well,  loves  company. 
Is  free  of  speech,  sings,  plays,  and  dances  well ; 
Where  virtue  is,  these  are  more  virtuous : 
Nor  from  mine  own  weak  merits  will  I  draw 
The  smallest  fear,  or  doubt  of  her  revolt  \ 
For  she  had  eyes,  and  chose  me.    No,  lago ; 
1 11  see  before  I  doubt ;  when  I  doubt,  prove ;     . 

VOU    IV.  T 
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And,  on  the  proof,  there  is  no  more  but  this, — 
Away  at  once  with  love,  or  jealousy ! 

lago.  I  am  glad  of  it ;  for  now  I  shall  have  reason 
To  show  the  love  and  duty  that  I  bear  you 
With  franker  spirit :  therefore,  as  I  am  bound, 
Receive  it  from  me : — I  speak  not  yet  of  proof.  I 

Look  to  your  wife ;  observe  her  well  with  Cassio ; 
Wear  your  eye  thus, — not  jealous,  nor  secure : 
I  would  not  have  your  free  and  noble  nature, 
Out  of  self-bounty,  be  abus'd ;  look  to 't : 
I  know  our  country  disposition  well ; 
In  Venice  they  do  let  heaven  see  the  pranks 
They  dare  not  show  their  husbands ;  their  best  conscience 
Is,  not  to  leave  undone,  but  keep  unknown. 

OtJu  Dost  thou  say  so? 

Ic^o.  She  did  deceive  her  father,  marrying  you  ; 
And,  when  she  seem'd  to  shake,  and  fear  your  looks, 
She  lov'd  them  most. 

0th,  And  so  she  did. 

lago.  Why,  go  to,  then  ; 

She  that,  so  young,  could  g^ve  out  such  a  seeming. 
To  seel  her  father's  eyes  up,  close  as  oak, — 
He  thought  'twas  witchcraft : — ^but  I  am  much  to  blame ; 
I  humbly  do  beseech  you  of  your  pardon. 
For  too  much  loving  you. 

0th.  I  am  bound  to  thee  for  ever. 

lagp,  I  see,  this  hath  a  little  dash'd  your  spirits. 

0th,  Not  a  jot,  not  a  jot 

Ic^,  Trust  me,  I  fear  it  has. 

I  hope  you  will  consider  what  is  spoke 
Comes  from  my  love : — ^but,  I  do  see  you  are  mov*d  :— 
I  am  to  pray  you  not  to  strain  my  speech 
To  grosser  issues,  nor  to  larger  reach. 
Than  to  suspicion. 

0th.  I  will  not. 

lagp.  Should  you  do  so,  my  lord, 

My  speech  should  fall  into  such  vile  success 
As  my  thoughts  aim  not  at     Cassio 's  my  worthy  friend  :<— 
My  lord,  I  see  you  are  mov'd. 

0th.  No,  not  much  mov'd : — 

I  do  not  think  but  Desdemona's  honest 

lago.  Long  live  she  so  1  and  long  live  you  to  think  so ! 

0th.  And  yet,  how  nature  erring  from  itself, — 

lago.  Ay,  there 's  the  point : — as, — to  be  bold  with  you,^- 
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Not  to  affect  many  proposed  matches 
Of  her  own  clime,  complexion,  and  degree, 
Whereto,  we  see,  in  all  things  nature  tends, — 
Foh !  one  may  smell  in  such  a  will  most  rank. 
Foul  disproportion,  thoughts  unnatural : — 
But  pardon  me :  I  do  not  in  position 
Distinctly  speak  of  her ;  though  I  may  fear 
Her  will,  recoiling  to  her  better  judgment. 
May  fall  to  match  you  with  her  countiy  forms, 
And  happily  repent 

0th,  Farewell,  farewell : 

If  more  thou  dost  perceive,  let  me  know  more ; 
Set  on  thy  wife  to  observe :  leave  me,  lago. 

lagp.  My  lord,  I  take  my  leave.  \Going. 

0th.  Why  did  I  marry  ?--This  honest  creature,  doubtless. 
Sees  and  knows  more,  much  more,  than  he  unfolds. 

la^.  {Returning^  My  lord,  I  would  I  might  entreat  your 
To  scan  this  thing  no  farther ;  leave  it  to  time :  [honoiu: 

Although  'tis  fit  that  Cassio  have  his  place, — 
For,  sure,  he  fills  it  up  with  great  ability, — 
Yet,  if  you  please  to  hold  him  off  a  while. 
You  shall  by  that  perceive  him  and  his  means : 
Note,  if  your  lady  strain  his  entertainment 
With  any  strong  or  vehement  importunity ; 
Much  will  be  seen  in  that    In  the  mean  time, 
Let  me  be  thought  too  busy  in  my  fears, — 
As  worthy  cause  I  have  to  fear  I  am, — 
And  hold  her  fi-ee,  I  do  beseech  your  honour. 

0th.  Fear  not  my  government 

logo.  I  once  more  take  my  leave.  \ExiL 

0th.  This  fellow's  of  exceeding  honesty. 
And  knows  all  qualities  with  a  leambd  spirit 
Of  human  dealings.     If  I  do  prove  her  haggard. 
Though  that  her  jesses  were  my  dear  heart-strings, 
I  'd  whisde  her  off,  and  let  her  down  the  wind. 
To  prey  at  fortune.    Haply,  for  I  am  black, 
And  have  not  those  soft  parts  of  conversation 
That  chamberers  have ;  or,  for  I  am  dedin'd 
Into  the  vale  of  years, — ^yet  that's  not  much ; — 
She's  gone ;  I  am  abus'd ;  and  my  relief 
Must  be  to  loathe  her.    O  curse  of  marriage. 
That  we  can  call  these  delicate  creatures  ours. 
And  not  their  appetites  1    I  had  rather  be  a  toad. 
And  live  upon  the  vapour  of  a  dungeon. 


292  OTHELLO,  THE  MOOR  OF  VENICE.        [act  iu. 

Than  keep  a  comer  in  the  thing  I  love, 

For  others'  uses.     Yet,  'tis  the  plague  of  great  ones ; 

Frerogativ'd  are  they  less  than  the  base ; 

'Tis  destiny  unshunnable,  like  death  : 

Even  then  this  forked  plague  is  fated  to  us. 

When  we  do  quicken. — Desdemona  comes : 

If  she  be  false,  O,  then  heaven  mocks  itself! — 

I  'U  not  believe  it 

Re-tnter  Desdemona  and  Emilia. 

Des,  How  now,  my  dear  Othello  I 

Your  dinner  and  the  generous  islanders. 
By  you  invited,  do  attend  your  presence. 

0th.  I  am  to  blame. 

Des.  Why  is  your  speech  so  faint?  are  you  not  well? 

0th,  I  have  a  pain  upon  my  forehead  here. 

Des,  Faith,  that 's  with  watching ;  'twill  away  again : 
Let  me  but  bind  it  hard,  within  this  hour 
It  will  be  well 

0th.  Your  napkin  is  too  little  \ 

[Puts  the  handkerchief  from  him^  and  it  drops. 
Let  it  alone.     Come,  I  '11  go  in  with  you. 

Des.  I  am  very  sorry  that  you  are  not  well. 

\Exeufit  Oth.  and  D£& 

Emit.  I  am  glad  I  have  found  this  napkin : 
This  was  her  first  remembrance  from  the  Moor : 
My  wayward  husband  hath  a  hundred  times 
Woo'd  me  to  steal  it  \  but  she  so  loves  the  token, — 
For  he  conjur'd  her  she  should  ever  keep  it, — 
That  she  reserves  it  evermore  about  her. 
To  kiss,  and  talk  to.     I  'U  have  the  work  ta'en  oat, 
And  give 't  lago :  what  he  will  do  with  it, 
Heaven  knows,  not  I ; 
I  nothing,  but  to  please  his  fantasy. 

Re-enter  Iago. 

lagp.  How  now !  what  do  you  here  alone  t 
Emil.  Do  not  you  chide ;  I  have  a  thing  for  you. 
lagp,  A  thing  for  me  I — ^it  is  a  common  thing— 
EmU,  Hal 

Iago.  To  have  a  foolish  wife. 
Emil.  O,  is  that  all)    Wliat  will  you  give  me  now 
For  that  same  handkerchief! 
logo.  What  handkerchief  I 

Emil.  What  handkerchief! 
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Why,  that  the  Moor  first  gave  to  Desdemona ; 
That  which  so  often  you  did  bid  me  steaL 

lagp.  Hast  stolen  it  from  herl 

Etnil,  No,  'faith ;  she  let  it  drop  by  negligence ; 
And,  to  th'  advantage,  I,  being  here,  took 't  up. 
Look,  here  it  is. 

lagp,  A  good  wench ;  give  it  me. 

EmiL  WTiat  will  you  do  with 't,  that  you  have  been  so  earnest 
To  have  me  filch  iti 

Jago.  Why,  what 's  that  to  you  1    \SnatcJut^  it 

Emil.  If  it  be  not  for  some  purpose  of  import, 
Give't  me  again:  poor  lady,  she'll  run  mad 
Wlien  she  shall  lack  it 

lagp.  Be  not  acknown  on 't ;  I  have  use  for  it 
Go,  leave  me. —  {Exit  Emilia. 

I  will  in  Cassio  's  lodging  lose  this  napkin, 
And  let  him  find  it    Trifles,  light  as  air, 
Are  to  the  jealous  confirmations  strong 
As  proofs  of  holy  writ    This  may  do  something. 
The  Moor  already  changes  with  my  poison : — 
Dangerous  conceits  are,  in  their  natures,  poisons, 
Which  at  the  first  are  scarce  found  to  distaste ; 
But,  with  a  little  act  upon  the  blood. 
Bum  like  the  mines  of  sulphur. — I  did  say  so : — 
Look,  where  he  comes !    Not  poppy,  nor  mandragora, 
Nor  all  the  drowsy  s}Tups  of  the  world. 
Shall  ever  medicine  thee  to  that  sweet  sleep 
Which  thou  ow'dst  yesterday. 

Re-enter  Othello. 
0th.  Ha !  ha !  false  to  me  % 

lago.  Why,  how  now,  general !  no  more  of  that 
0th,  Avaunt !  be  gone !  thou  hast  set  me  on  the  rack  }->- 
I  swear,  'tis  better  to  be  much  abus'd, 
Than  but  to  know 't  a  little. 

Ic^o.  How  now,  my  lord  I 

0th,  What  sense  had  I  of  her  stolen  hours  of  lust  t 
I  saw't  not,  thought  it  not,  it  harm'd  not  me : 
I  slept  the  next  night  well,  was  free  and  merry ; 
1  found  not  Cassio's  kisses  on  her  lips : 
He  that  is  robb'd,  not  wanting  what  is  stolen, 
Let  him  not  know't,  and  he's  not  robb'd  at  alL 
Jagp.  I  am  sorry  to  hear  this. 
0th.  I  had  been  happy,  if  the  general  camp. 
Pioneers  and  all,  had  tasted  her  sweet  body- 
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So  I  had  nothing  known.     O,  now,  for  ever 
Farewell  the  tranquil  mind  !  farewell  content  t 
Farewell  the  plumed  troop,  and  the  big  wars. 
That  make  ambition  virtue  1     O,  farewell ! 
Farewell  the  neighing  steed,  and  the  shrill  trump. 
The  spirit-stirring  drum,  the  ear-piercing  fife, 
The  royal  banner,  and  all  quality. 
Pride,  pomp,  and  circumstance  of  glorious  war  1 
And,  O  you  mortal  engines,  whose  rude  throats 
Th'  immortal  Jove's  dread  clamours  counterfeit, 
Farewell  1    Othello's  occupation 's  gone ! 

lago.  Is  it  possible,  my  lord) 

0th.  Villain,  be  sure  thou  prove  my  love  a  whore,— 
Be  sure  of  it;  give  me  the  ocular  proof; 

[Seizing  Aim  by  the  threat. 
Or,  by  the  worth  of  mine  eternal  soul. 
Thou  hadst  been  better  have  been  bom  a  dog, 
Than  answer  my  wak'd  wrath. 

lago.  Is 't  come  to  this  1 

0th.  Make  me  to  see 't ;  or,  at  the  least,  so  prove  it. 
That  the  probation  bear  no  hinge  nor  loop 
To  hang  a  doubt  on ;  or  woe  upon  thy  life  I 

logo.  My  noble  lord, — 

0th,  If  thou  dost  slander  her,  and  torture  me^ 
Never  pray  more ;  abandon  all  remorse ; 
On  horror's  head  horrors  accumulate ; 
Do  deeds  to  make  heaven  weep,  all  earth  amaz'd ; 
For  nothing  canst  thou  to  damnation  add 
Greater  than  that 

lago.  O  grace  1  O  heaven  defend  me  1 

Are  you  a  man  %  have  you  a  soul,  or  sense  1 — 
God  be  wi'  you ;  take  mine  office. — O  wretched  fool. 
That  liv'st  to  make  thine  honesty  a  vice ! — 

0  monstrous  world  I     Take  note,  take  note,  O  world, 
To  be  direct  and  honest  is  not  safe. — 

1  thank  you  for  this  profit ;  and,  from  hence, 

I  '11  love  no  fiiend,  since  love  breeds  such  offence. 
0th,  Nay,  stay : — thou  shouldst  be  honest 
lago.  I  should  be  wise ;  for  honesty 's  a  fool. 

And  loses  that  it  works  for. 

0th.  By  the  world, 

I  think  my  wife  be  honest,  and  think  she  is  not ; 

I  think  that  thou  art  just,  and  think  thou  art  not : 

I'll  have  some  proof:  her  name,  that  was  as  fresh 
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As  Dian's  visage,  is  now  begrim'd  and  black 
As  mine  own  face.     If  there  be  cords,  or  knives. 
Poison,  or  fire,  or  suffocating  streams, 
I  *11  not  endure  it — ^Would  I  were  satisfied  I 

Iag9.  I  see.  Sir,  you  are  eaten  up  with  passion : 
I  do  repent  me  that  I  put  it  to  you. 
You  would  be  satisfied  % 

0th.  Would  I  nay,  I  will 

lagp.  And  may ;  but  how  %  how  satisfied,  my  lord  t 
Would  you,  the  supervisor,  grossly  gape  on, — 
Behold  her  tupp'd  1 

OtK  Death  and  damnation !     O ! 

lagp.  It  were  a  tedious  difficulty,  I  think, 
To  bring  them  to  that  prospect     Damn  them,  then. 
If  ever  mortal  eyes  do  see  Aem  bolster. 
More  than  their  own !    What  then  %  how  then  t 
What  shall  I  sayt    Where's  satisfaction) 
It  is  impossible  you  should  see  this. 
Were  they  as  prime  as  goats,  as  hot  as  monkeys^ 
As  salt  as  wolves  in  pride,  and  fools  as  gross 
As  ignorance  made  drunk :  but  yet,  I  say, 
If  imputation,  and  strong  circumstances, — 
Which  lead  directly  to  the  door  of  truth, — 
Will  give  you  satisfaction,  you  may  have  it 

0th,  Give  me  a  living  reason  she 's  disloyal 

lago.  I  do  not  like  the  office  : 
But,  sith  I  am  entered  in  this  cause  so  far, — 
Prick'd  to 't  by  foolish  honesty  and  love, — 
I  will  go  on.     I  lay  with  Cassio  lately ; 
And,  being  troubled  with  a  raging  tooth, 
I  could  not  sleep. 

There  are  a  kind  of  men  so  loose  of  soul. 
That  in  their  sleeps  will  mutter  their  affairs : 
One  of  this  kind  is  Cassio : 
In  sleep  I  heard  him  say,  "  Sweet  Desdemona, 
Let  us  be  wary,  let  us  hide  our  loves ;" 
And  then,  Sir,  would  he  gripe  and  wring  my  hand, 
Cry,  "  O,  sweet  creature ! "  and  then  kiss  me  hard. 
As  if  he  pluck'd  up  kisses  by  the  roots, 
That  grew  upon  my  lips :  then  laid  his  leg 
Over  my  thigh,  and  sigh'd,  and  kiss'd ;  and  then 
Cried,  "  Cursed  fate,  that  gave  thee  to  the  Moor  1  * 

0th.  O  monstrous !  monstrous  ! 

Jago.  Nay,  this  was  but  his  dream. 
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0th.  But  this  denoted  a  foregone  conclusion : 
'Tis  a  shrewd  doubt,  though  it  be  but  a  dream. 

lago.  And  this  may  help  to  thicken  other  proofs. 
That  do  demonstrate  thinly. 

0th.  I  '11  tear  her  all  to  pieces. 

logo.  Nay,  but  be  wise :  yet  we  see  nothing  done ; 
She  may  be  honest  yet     Tell  me  but  this, — 
Have  you  not  sometimes  seen  a  handkerchief. 
Spotted  with  strawberries,  in  your  wife's  hand  1 

0th.  I  gave  her  such  a  one ;  'twas  my  first  gift. 

Jago.  I  know  not  that :  but  such  a  handkerchief, 
(I  am  sure  it  was  your  wife's,)  did  I  to-day 
See  Cassio  wipe  his  beard  with. 

0th.  If  it  be  that,— 

lago.  If  it  be  that,  or  any  that  was  hers. 
It  speaks  against  her  with  the  other  proofs. 

0th.  O,  that  the  slave  had  forty  thousand  lives  1 
One  is  too  poor,  too  weak  for  my  revenge. 
Now  do  I  see  'tis  true. — Look  here,  lago ; 
All  my  fond  love  thus  do  I  blow  to  heaven : 
'Tis  gone. — 

Arise,  black  vengeance,  from  the  hollow  hell ! 
Yield  up,  O  love,  thy  crown,  and  hearted  throne, 
To  tyrannous  hate !  swell,  bosom,  with  thy  fraught. 
For  'tis  of  aspics'  tongues ! 

lago.  Pray,  be  content. 

0th.  O,  blood,  lago,  blood ! 

lago.  Patience,  I  say ;  your  mind,  perhaps,  may  change. 

0th.  Never,  lago.     Like  to  the  Pontick  sea, 
Whose  icy  current  and  compulsive  course 
Ne'er  feels  retiring  ebb,  but  keeps  due  on 
To  the  Propontick,  and  the  Hellespont ; 
Even  so  my  bloody  thoughts,  with  violent  pace, 
Shall  ne'er  look  back,  ne'er  ebb  to  humble  love. 
Till  that  a  capable  and  wide  revenge 
Swallow  them  up. — Now,  by  yond'  marble  heaven, 
In  the  due  reverence  of  a  sacred  vow,  .     {Knedi^g. 

I  here  engage  my  words. 

lago.  Do  not  rise  yet —  [/^nedi^g. 

Witness,  you  ever-burning  lights  above, 
You  elements  that  clip  us  round  about, — 
Witness,  that  here  lago  doth  give  up 
The  execution  of  his  wit,  hands,  heart. 
To  wrong'd  Othello's  service  I    Let  him  command. 
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And  to  obey  shall  be  in  roe  remorse, 

What  bloody  work  soever. 
Oth.  I  greet  thy  love, 

Not  with  vain  thanks,  but  with  acceptance  bounteous, 

And  will  upon  the  instant  put  thee  to 't : 

Within  these  three  days  let  me  hear  thee  say 

That  Cassio  's  not  alive. 
Jago.  My  friend  is  dead ;  'tis  done  at  your  request : 

But  let  her  live. 
Oth,  Damn  her,  lewd  minx  i    O,  damn  her ! 

Come,  go  with  me  apart ;  I  will  withdraw. 

To  furnish  me  with  some  swift  means  of  death 

For  the  fair  devil.    Now  art  thou  my  lieutenant 
lagp,  I  am  your  own  for  ever.  \ExeunL 

SCENE  W.—The  Same. 

Enter  Desdemona,  Emilia,  and  Clown. 
Des,  Do  you  know,  sirrah,  where  lieutenant  Cassio  lies  1 
Clo,  I  dare  not  say  he  lies  any  where. 
Da.  Why,  man? 

Clo.  He  is  a  soldier;  and  for  one  to  say  a  soldier  lies,  is  stabbing. 
Des.  Go  to :  where  lodges  he  % 

Cio.  To  tell  you  where  he  lodges,  is  to  tell  you  where  I  lie. 
Des.  Can  any  thing  be  made  of  this  1 

Clo.  I  know  not  where  he  lodges ;  and  for  me  to  devise  a  lodging, 
and  say  he  lies  here,  or  he  lies  there,  were  to  lie  in  mine  own  throat. 
Des.  Can  you  enquire  him  out,  and  be  edified  by  report? 
Clo.  I  will  catechize  the  world  for  him ;  that  is,  make  questions, 
and  by  them  answer. 

Des.  Seek  him,  bid  him  come  hither :  tell  him  I  have  moved  ray 
lord  in  his  behalf,  and  hope  all  will  be  well. 

Cio.  To  do  this  is  within  the  compass  of  man's  wit ;  and  therefore 
I  will  attempt  the  doing  it.  \^Exit, 

Des.  Where  should  I  lose  that  handkerchief,  Emilia  ? 
EmiL  I  know  not.  Madam. 
Des.  Believe  me,  I  had  rather  have  lost  my  purse 

Full  of  cruzadoes :  and,  but  my  noble  Moor 

Is  true  of  mind,  and  made  of  no  such  baseness 

As  jealous  creatures  are,  it  were  enough 

To  put  him  to  ill  thinking. 
£mil.  Is  he  not  jealous? 

Des.  Who,  he?  I  think  the  sun,  where  he  was  bom. 

Drew  all  such  humours  from  him. 
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Emil.  Look,  where  he  comes. 

Des,  I  will  not  leave  him  now,  till  Cassio 
Be  call'd  to  him. — 

Enter  Othello. 

How  is't  with  you,  my  lordl 
0th,  Well,  my  good  lady. — [Aside.]     O,  hardness  to  dis- 
semble ! — 
How  do  you,  Desdemonaf 

J?a.  Well,  my  good  lord. 

Of  A.  Give  me  your  hand.     This  hand  is  moist,  my  lady. 

Des.  It  yet  has  felt  no  age,  nor  known  no  sorrow. 

Of  A,  This  argues  fruitfulness,  and  liberal  heart : — 
Hot,  hot,  and  moist :  this  hand  of  yours  requires 
A  sequester  from  liberty,  fasting  and  prayer, 
Much  castigaiion,  exercise  devout ; 
For  here's  a  young  and  sweating  devil  here. 
That  commonly  rebels.     Tis  a  good  hand, 
A  frank  one. 

Des.  You  may,  indeed,  say  so ; 

For  'twas  that  hand  that  gave  away  my  heart 

Of  A.  A  liberal  hand :  the  hearts  of  old  gave  hands ; 
But  our  new  heraldry  is — ^hands,  not  hearts. 

Des.  1  cannot  speak  of  this.     Come  now,  your  promise. 

Of  A.  What  promise,  chuck  ? 

J?a,  I  have  sent  to  bid  Cassio  come  speak  with  you. 

Of  A.  I  have  a  salt  and  sullen  rheum  offends  me : 
Lend  me  thy  handkerchief! 

Des.  Here,  my  lord. 

OfJL  That  which  I  gave  yoiL 

I?es.  1  have  it  not  about  me. 

Of  A.  Not? 

I?es.  No,  indeed,  my  lord. 

Of  A.  That  is  a  fault 

That  handkerchief 
Did  an  Egyptian  to  my  mother  give ; 
She  was  a  charmer,  and  could  almost  read 
Tlie  thoughts  of  people :  she  told  her,  while  she  kept  it^ 
'Twould  make  her  amiable,  and  subdue  my  father 
Entirely  to  her  love ;  but  if  she  lost  it. 
Or  made  a  gift  of  it,  my  father's  eye 
Should  hold  her  loathed,  and  his  spirits  should  himt 
After  new  fancies :  she,  dying,  gave  it  me ; 
And  bid  me,  when  my  fate  would  have  me  wive, 
To  give  it  her.     I  did  so :  and  take  heed  on't  j 
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Make  it  a  darling  like  your  precious  eye ; 
To  lose  or  give 't  away,  were  such  perdition, 
As  nothing  else  could  match. 

Des.  Is 't  possible) 

0th,  'Tis  true :  there's  magic  in  the  web  of  it: 
A  sibyl,  that  had  numbered  in  the  world 
The  sim  to  course  two  hundred  compasses. 
In  her  prophetic  fury  sew'd  the  work ; 
The  worms  were  hallow'd  that  did  breed  the  silk ; 
And  it  was  d/d  in  mummy,  which  the  skilful 
Conserved  of  maidens'  hearts. 

Da,  Indeed !  is 't  true  1 

0th,  Most  veritable ;  therefore  look  to 't  well. 

Des,  Then  would  to  heaven  that  I  had  never  seen  it  1 

0th.  Ha!  wherefore! 

Des,  Why  do  you  speak  so  startingly  and  rash  ? 

0th,  Is't  lost?  is't  gone?  speak,  is  it  out  o'  the  way} 

Des,  Heaven  bless  us ! 

0th,  Say  you  ? 

Des,  It  is  not  lost ;  but  what  an  if  it  were  ? 

0th.  Howl 

Des,  I  say,  it  is  not  lost 

0th,  Fetch 't,  let  me  see 't 

Des,  Why,  so  I  can,  Sir ;  but  I  will  not  now. 
This  is  a  trick,  to  put  me  from  my  suit : 
Pray  you,  let  Cassio  be  received  again. 

0th  Fetch  me  the  handkerchief:  my  mind  misgives. 

Da,  Come,  come ; 
You  '11  never  meet  a  more  sufficient  man. 

0th,  The  handkerchief  I 

Da,  I  pray,  talk  me  of  Cassia 

0th,  The  handkerchief! 

Da,  A  man  that,  all  his  time, 

Hath  founded  his  good  fortunes  on  your  love ; 
Shared  dangers  with  you ; — 

0th,  The  handkerchief! 

Da,  In  sooth,  you  are  to  blame. 

0th.  Away!  \ExiL 

Emil,  Is  not  this  man  jealous  ? 

Da,  I  ne'er  saw  this  before. 
Sure,  there 's  some  wonder  in  this  handkerchief: 
I  am  most  unhappy  in  the  loss  of  it 

EtniL  'Tis  not  a  year  or  two  shows  us  a  man : 
lliey  are  all  bu'.  stomachs,  and  we  all  but  food : 
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They  eat  us  hungerly,  and  when  they  are  full, 

They  belch  us. — Look  you, — Cassio,  and  my  husband. 

Enter  Iago  and  Cassio. 

lago.  There  is  no  other  way ;  'tis  she  must  do 't : 
And,  lo,  the  happiness !  go,  and  imp6rtune  her. 

Dcs.  How  now,  good  Cassio !  what's  the  news  with  you  I 

Cos,  Madam,  my  former  suit :  I  do  beseech  you. 
That  by  your  virtuous  means  I  may  again 
Exist,  and  be  a  member  of  his  love. 
Whom  I,  with  all  the  office  of  my  heart, 
Entirely  honour :  I  would  not  be  delay'd. 
If  my  offence  be  of  such  mortal  kind. 
That  nor  my  service  past,  nor  present  sorrows, 
Nor  purposed  merit  in  futurity, 
Can  ransom  me  into  his  love  again, 
But  to  know  so  must  be  my  benefit. 
So  shall  I  clothe  me  in  a  forc'd  content, 
And  shut  myself  up  in  some  other  course. 
To  fortune's  alms. 

Des,  Alas,  thrice-gentle  Cassio! 

My  advocation  is  not  now  in  tune ; 
My  lord  is  not  my  lord ;  nor  should  I  know  him, 
Were  he  in  favour,  as  in  humour,  altered. 
So  help  me  every  spirit  sanctified, 
As  I  have  spoken  for  you  all  my  best. 
And  stood  within  the  blank  of  his  displeasure, 
For  my  free  speech !     You  must  a  while  be  patient : 
What  I  can  do,  I  will ;  and  more  I  will, 
Than  for  myself  I  dare :  let  that  suffice  you. 

Jaga.  Is  my  lord  angry  1 

Emii,  He  went  hence  but  now  ; 

And,  certainly,  in  strange  unquietness. 

Jaga.  Can  he  be  angry  1    I  have  seen  the  cannon, 
When  it  hath  blown  his  ranks  into  the  air, 
And,  like  the  devil,  from  his  very  arm 
Puff'd  his  own  brother ; — and  can  he  be  angry  1 
Something  of  moment,  then :  I  will  go  meet  him : 
There 's  matter  in 't,  indeed,  if  he  be  angry. 

Dfs,  I  pr'ythee,  do  so. — [Exit  Iagc]    Something,  sure,  of 
Either  fiom  Venice,  or  some  unhatch'd  practice  [state,    ■ 

Made  demonstrable  here  in  Cyprus  to  him, — 
Hath  puddled  his  clear  spirit ;  and,  in  such  cases. 
Men's  natures  wrangle  with  inferior  things. 
Though  great  ones  are  their  object    'Tis  evan  «o  ; 
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For  let  our  finger  ache,  and  it  indues 

Our  other  healthful  members  ev'n  to  that  sense 

Of  pain :  nay,  we  must  think  men  are  not  gods, 

Nor  of  them  look  for  such  observances 

As  fit  the  bridal — Beshrew  me  much,  Emilia, 

I  was  (unhandsome  warrior  as  I  am) 

Arraigning  his  unkindness  with  my  soul  : 

But  now  I  find,  I  had  subom'd  the  witness, 

And  he 's  indicted  falsely. 

Emil.  Pray  heaven,  it  be  state  matters,  as  you  thinks 
And  no  conception,  nor  no  jealous  toy. 
Concerning  you. 

Des,  Alas  the  day !    I  never  gave  him  cause. 

Emii,  But  jealous  souls  will  not  be  answef  d  so ; 
They  are  not  ever  jealous  for  the  cause. 
But  jealous  for  they  are  jealous :  'tis  a  monster. 
Begot  upon  itself,  bom  on  itself. 

Des.  Heaven  keep  that  monster  from  Othello's  mind ! 

£miL  Lady,  amen. 

Z>cs.  I  will  go  seek  him. — Cassio,  walk  hereabout : 
If  I  do  find  him  fit,  I  'U  move  your  suit. 
And  seek  to  effect  it  to  my  uttermost 

Cos.  I  humbly  thank  your  ladyship. 

[Exeunt  Desdemona  and  Emilla^ 

Bian.  Save  you,  friend  Cassio. 

Cos,  What  make  you  from  home  9 

How  is  it  with  you,  my  most  fair  Bianca  % 
V  faith,  sweet  love,  I  was  coming  to  your  house. 

Bian.  And  t  was  going  to  your  lodging,  Cassio. 
What,  keep  a  week  away?  seven  days  and  nights? 
Eight  score  eight  hours?  and  lovers'  absent  hours, 
More  tedious  than  the  dial  eight  score  times  ? 

0  weazy  reckoning  1 

Cos.  Pardon  me,  Bianca : 

1  have  this  while  with  leaden  thoughts  been  press'd; 
But  I  shall,  in  a  more  continuate  time, 

Strike  off  this  score  of  absence.    Sweet  Bianca, 

\Giving  her  Desdemona*s  handkerchief, 
Take  me  this  work  out 

Bian.  O  Cassio,  whence  came  this? 

This  is  some  token  from  a  newer  friend : 
To  the  felt  absence,  now,  I  feel  a  cause : 
Is 't  come  to  this?    Well,  well 
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Cos,  Go  to,  woman ! 

Throw  your  vile  guesses  in  the  devil's  teeth, 
From  whence  you  have  them.    You  are  jealous  now, 
That  this  is  from  some  mistress,  some  remembrauce : 
No,  in  good  troth,  Bianca. 

Bian,  Why,  whose  is  it? 

Cos,  I  know  not,  sweet :  I  found  it  in  my  chamber. 
I  like  the  work  well :  ere  it  be  demanded, 
(As  like  enough  it  will,)  I  'd  have  it  copied  : 
Take  it,  and  do 't ;  and  leave  me  for  this  time. 

Bian.  Leave  you !  wherefore  ? 

Cas.  I  do  attend  here  on  the  general ; 
And  think  it  no  addition,  nor  my  wish. 
To  have  him  see  me  woman'd. 

Bian.  Why,  I  pray  yout 

Cas,  Not  that  I  love  you  not. 

Biaiu  But  that  you  do  not  love  me. 

I  pray  you,  bring  me  on  the  way  a  little ; 
And  say  if  I  shall  see  you  soon  at  night 

Cos,  Tis  but  a  little  way  that  I  can  bring  you  \ 
For  I  attend  here :  but  I  '11  see  you  soon. 

Bian,  Tis  veiy  good ;  I  must  be  circumstanc'd.        \ExeunL 


i«S»' 


ACT  IV. 

SCENE  I.— Cyprus.    Before  the  CastU. 

Enter  Othello  and  Iago. 

lago.  Will  you  think  so? 

0th.  Think  so,  Iago  1 

Iago.  What, 

To  kiss  in  private  1 

0th.  An  unauthoriz'd  kiss. 

Iago.  Or  to  be  naked  with  her  friend  abed 
An  hour  or  more,  not  meaning  any  harm  ? 

0th.  Naked  abed,  Iago,  and  not  mean  harm  I 
It  is  hypocrisy  against  the  devil  : 
They  that  mean  virtuously,  and  yet  do  so, 
The  devil  their  virtue  tempts,  and  they  tempt  hea«*ii. 

Iago.  If  they  do  nothing,  'tis  a  venial  slip : 
But  if  I  give  my  wife  a  handkerchief, — 
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Oth.  What  then  1 

logo.  Why,  then,  'tis  hers,  my  lord ;  and  being  hevB, 

She  may,  I  think,  bestow 't  on  any  man. 
Oth.  She  is  protectress  of  her  honour  too  : 

May  she  give  that] 
lago.  Her  honour  is  an  essence  that 's  not  seen ; 
They  have  it  very  oft,  that  have  it  not : 
But,  for  the  handkerchief, — 
Oth.  By  heaven,  I  would  most  gladly  have  forgot  it  :— 
Thou  saidst, — O,  it  comes  o'er  my  memory, 
As  doth  the  raven  o'er  the  infected  house. 
Boding  to  all, — he  had  my  handkerchief. 
Ic^o,  Ay,  what  of  that] 

Oth.  That 's  not  so  good,  now. 

li^.  What,  if  I  had  said  I  had  seen  him  do  you  wrong  ? 
Or  heard  him  say, — as  knaves  be  such  abroad. 
Who  having,  by  their  own  importunate  suit, 
Qr  voluntary  dotage  of  some  mistress, 
Convinced  or  supplied  them,  cannot  choose 
But  they  must  blab, — 
Oth.  Hath  he  said  any  thing] 

Ic^,  He  hath,  my  lord,  but  be  you  well  assur'd. 

No  more  than  he  '11  unswear. 
0th,  What  hath  he  said  ] 

lagp,  'Faith,  that  he  did, — I  know  not  what  he  did 
0th.  What]  what] 
lagp.  lie — 
OtL  With  her] 

I(^.  With  her,  on  her  \  what  you  will 

0th,  Lie  with  her !  Lie  on  her  I — ^We  say,  Ue  on  her,  when  they 
belie  her.  Lie  with  her!  that's  fulsome. — Handkerchief, — confes 
sions, — handkerchief  I — To  confess,  and  be  hanged  for  his  labour: 
— first,  to  be  hanged,  and  then  to  confess  : — I  tremble  at  it  Nature 
would  not  invest  herself  in  such  shadowing  passion,  without  some 
instruction.  It  is  not  words  that  shake  me  thus : — Pish  f — Noses, 
cars,  and  lips. — Is  it  possible] — Confess!  —  Handkerchief!  —  O 
devil ! —  \Falls  in  a  trance,. 

Jago,  Work  on, 

My  medicine,  work !    Thus  credulous  fools  are  caught ; 
And  many  worthy  and  chaste  dames,  even  thus, 
All  guiltless,  meet  reproach. — What,  ho !  my  lord  I 
My  lord,  I  say  I    Othello  1 — 

SmUr  Cassio. 

How  now,  Cassio ! 
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Cos,  What* s  the  matter  1 

lago.  My  lord  is  fallen  into  an  epilepsy : 
This  is  his  second  fit ;  he  had  one  yesterday. 

Cos.  Rub  him  about  the  temples. 

lago.  No,  forbear; 

The  lethargy  must  have  his  quiet  course : 
If  not,  he  foams  at  mouth ;  and,  by  and  by, 
Breaks  out  to  savage  madness.     Look,  he  stirs : 
Do  you  withdraw  yourself  a  little  .while. 
He  will  recover  straight :  when  he  is  gone, 
I  would  on  great  occasion  speak  with  you. — 

[ExU  Cassio. 
How  is  it,  general  ?  have  you  not  hurt  your  head  % 

0th.  Dost  thou  mock  me  ? 

lago.  I  mock  you !  no,  by  heaven. 

Would  you  would  bear  your  fortune  like  a  man  1 

0th.  A  horned  man 's  a  monster,  and  a  beast. 

lago.  There 's  many  a  beast,  then,  in  a  populous  city» 
And  many  a  civil  monster. 

0th.  Did  he  confess  it  1 

lago.  Good  Sir,  be  a  man  ; 

Think  every  bearded  fellow,  that 's  but  yok'd, 
May  draw  with  you :  there 's  millions  now  alivci 
That  nightly  lie  in  those  unproper  beds, 
Which  they  dare  swear  peculiar :  your  case  is  better. 
O,  'tis  the  spite  of  hell,  the  fiend's  arch-mock, 
To  lip  a  wanton  in  a  secure  couch, 
And  to  suppose  her  chaste !     No,  let  me  know ; 
And,  knowing  what  I  am,  I  know  what  she  shall  be. 

0th.  O,  thou  art  wise ;  'tis  certain. 

lago.  Stand  you  a  while  apart ; 
Confine  yourself  but  in  a  patient  list 
Whilst  you  were  here,  overwhelmed  with  your  grie^ 
(A  passion  most  unsuiting  such  a  man,) 
Cassio  came  hither :  I  shifted  him  away, 
And  laid  good  'scuse  upon  your  ecstasy ; 
Bade  him  anon  return,  and  here  speak  with  me ; 
The  which  he  promis'd.     Do  but  encave  yourself. 
And  mark  the  fleers,  the  gibes,  and  notable  scomsi 
That  dwell  in  every  region  of  his  face ; 
For  I  will  make  him  tell  the  tale  anew, — 
Where,  how,  how  oft,  how  long  ago,  and  when 
He  hath,  and  is  again  to  cope  your  wife : 
I  say,  but  mark  his  gesture.     Marry^  patience ; 
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Or  I  shall  say  you  are  all  in  all  in  spleen, 

And  nothing  of  a  man. 
Oth.  Dost  thou  hear,  lagot 

I  will  be  found  most  cunning  in  my  patience ; 

But  (dost  thou  hear  ?)  most  bloody. 
lago.  That's  not  amiss ; 

But  yet  keep  time  in  alL     Will  you  withdraw  ? 

[Otheux)  retires. 

Now  will  I  question  Cassio  of  Bianca, 

A  housewife,  that,  by  selling  her  desires, 

Buys  herself  bread  and  clothes :  it  is  a  creature 

That  dotes  on  Cassio, — as  'tis  the  strumpet's  plague 

To  beguile  many,  and  be  beguil'd  by  one : — 

He,  when  he  hears  of  her,  cannot  refrain 

From  the  excess  of  laughter : — here  he  comes : — 

As  he  shall  smile,  Othello  shall  go  mad ; 
.  And  his  unbookish  jealousy  must  construe 

Poor  Cassio's  smiles,  gestures,  and  light  behaviour 

Quite  in  the  wrong. — 

Re-enter  Cassio. 

How  do  you  now,  lieutenant  \ 
Cos.  The  worser,  that  you  give  me  the  addition. 

Whose  want  even  kills  me. 
lagp.  Ply  Desdemona  well,  and  you  are  sure  on 't 

[Speaking  lower,"]  Now,  if  this  suit  lay  in  Bianca's  power, 

How  quickly  should  you  speed ! 
-  Cos.  Alas,  poor  caitiff! 

Oth,  [AsideJ]  Look,  how  he  laughs  already ! 
lagc,  I  never  knew  woman  love  man  so. 
Cos.  Alas,  poor  rogue !     I  think,  i'  faith,  she  loves  me. 
Oth.  [Aside,"]  Now  he  denies  it  faintly,  and  laughs  it  out 
/ago.  Do  you  hear,  Cassio  1 
Oth,  [Aside,]  Now  he  importunes  hira 

To  tell  it  o'er : — ^go  to ;  well  said,  well  said. 
Jagc,  She  gives  it  out  that  you  shall  marry  her : 

Do  you  intend  it  ? 
Cas.  Ha,  ha,  ha  : 

Oth,  [Aside,]  Do  you  triumph,  Roman  ]  do  you  triumph  ? 
Cas.  I  marry  her! — what,  a  customer!     I  pr'ythee,  bear  some 
charity  to  my  wit ;  do  not  think  it  so  unwholesome.     Ha,  ha,  ha ! 
Oth,  [Aside,]  So,  so,  so,  so  : — they  laugh  that  win. 
/ago,  'Faith,  the  cry  goes,  that  you  shall  marry  her.— 
Cos,  Pr'ythee,  say  true. 
Jago,  I  am  a  very  villain  else. 

VOL.  IV.  u 
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0th,  \Aside^  Have  you  scored  me  1    Well 

Cos,  This  is  the  monkey's  own  giving  out :  she  is  persuaded  I  will 
many  her,  out  of  her  own  love  and  flattery,  not  out  of  my  promise. 

0th,  \Asidc^  lago  beckons  me ;  now  he  begins  the  story. 

Cos,  She  was  here  even  now ;  she  haunts  me  in  every  place.  I 
was,  the  other  day,  talking  on  the  sea-bank  with  certain  Venetians, 
and  thither  comes  this  bauble ;  and,  by  this  hand,  she  falls  me  thus 
about  my  neck, — 

0th,  \Aside,^  Crying,  "O  dear  Cassio!"  as  it  were;  his  gesture 
imports  it. 

Cos,  So  hangs,  and  lolls,  and  weeps  upon  me ;  so  hales,  and  pulls 
me  : — ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

0th,  \A5ide,'\  Now  he  tells,  how  she  plucked  him  to  my  chamber. 
O,  I  see  that  nose  of  yours,  but  not  that  dog  I  shall  throw  it  to. 

Cas,  Well,  I  must  leave  her  company. 

lago.  Before  me !  look,  where  she  comes. 

Cas.  'Tis  such  another  fitchew !  marry,  a  perfumed  one. —    . 

Enter  Bianca. 

What  do  you  mean  by  this  haunting  of  me  1 

Bian,  Let  the  devil  and  his  dam  haunt  you !  What  did  you 
mean  by  that  same  handkerchief,  you  gave  me  even  now )  I  was  a 
fine  fool  to  take  it.  I  must  take  out  the  work  ! — A  likely  piece  of 
work,  that  you  should  find  it  in  your  chamber,  and  not  know  who 
left  it  there  !  This  is  some  minx's  token,  and  I  must  take  out  the 
work!  There,  give  it  your  hobby-horse:  wheresoever  you  had  it, 
1  '11  take  out  no  work  on 't. 

Cas,  How  now,  my  sweet  Bianca  !  how  now,  how  now ! 

0th,  \Asidei\  By  heaven,  that  should  be  my  handkerchief! 
.  Bian,  An  you  '11  come  to  supper  to-night,  you  may ;  an  you  will 
not,  come  when  you  are  next  prepared  for.  \Exii. 

lago.  After  her,  after  her. 

Cas,  'Faith,  I  must ;  she  '11  rail  in  the  street  else. 

lago.  Will  you  sup  there  ? 

Cas,  'Faith,  I  intend  so. 

lago.  Well,  I  may  chance  to  see  you ;  for  I  would  very  fain  speak 
v^ith  you. 

Cas.  Pr'ythee,  come;  will  you] 

lago.  Go  to ;  say  no  more.  [Exit  CassiOu 

0th,  [Advancing,']  How  shall  I  murder  him,  lago  ? 

/ago.  Did  you  perceive  how  he  laughed  at  his  vice  I 

0th,  O,  lago ! 

/ago.  And  did  you  see  the  handkerchief? 

0th,  Was  that  mine  ] 
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lagp.  Yours,  by  this  hand :  and  to  see  how  he  prizes  the  foolish 
woman  your  wife  I  she  gave  it  him,  and  he  hath  given  it  his  whore. 

0th,  I  would  have  him  nine  years  a  killing. — ^A  fine  woman  1  a 
iah  woman  !  a  sweet  woman  ! 

Jagp,  Nay,  you  must  forget  that. 

Oih.  Ay,  let  her  rot,  and  perish,  and  be  damned  to-night ;  for  she 
shall  not  live.  No,  my  heart  is  turned  to  stone ;  I  strike  it,  and  it 
hurts  my  hand. — O,  the  world  hath  not  a  sweeter  creature:  she 
might  lie  by  an  emperor's  side,  and  command  him  tasks. 

lagp.  Nay,  that 's  not  your  way. 

0th,  Hang  her !  I  do  but  say  what  she  is : — so  delicate  with  her 
needle  !  An  admirable  musician  !  O,  she  will  sing  the  savageness 
out  of  a  bear  I     Of  so  high  and  plenteous  wit  and  invention 

lago.  She's  the  worse  for  all  this. 

0th,  O,  a  thousand  thousand  times.  And  then,  of  so  gentle  a 
condition ! 

lagp.  Ay,  too  gentle. 

0th.  Nay,  that 's  certain  : — but  yet  the  pity  of  it,  lago !  O,  lago! 
the  pity  of  it,  lago  ! 

l€^o.  If  you  are  so  fond  over  her  iniquity,  give  her  patent  to 
offend ;  for,  if  it  touch  not  you,  it  comes  near  nobody 

0th,  I  will  chop  her  into  messes  :^-cuckold  me  I 

la^,  O,  'tis  foul  in  her. 

0th,  With  mine  officer ! 

l€^o.  That 's  fouler. 

Ot?u  Get  me  some  poison,  lago ;  this  night : — I  '11  not  expostulate 
with  her,  lest  her  body  and  beauty  unprovide  my  mind  again  : — this 
night,  lago. 

lagp.  Do  it  not  with  poison,  strangle  her  in  her  bed,  even  the  bed 
she  hath  contaminated. 

Oth,  Good,  good  :  the  justice  of  it  pleases  :  very  good. 

logo.  And  for  Cassio, — let  me  be  his  undertaker :  you  shall  hear 
more  by  midnight. 

Oth,  Excellent  good. — \A  trumpet  heard!\  What  trumpet  is  that 
same? 

lago.  Something  from  Venice,  sure.     'Tis  Lodovico 

Come  from  the  duke :  and,  see,  your  wife  is  with  him. 
Enter  LoDovico,  Desdemona*  and  Attendants. 

Lod,  *Save  you,  worthy  general . 

Oth,  With  all  my  heart.  Sir. 

Lod.  The  duke  and  senators  of  Venice  greet  you. 

\Giving  him  a  packet, 

Oth,  I  kiss  the  instrument  of  their  pleasiu-es. 

\Opens  the  packet y  and  reads. 
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Dcs,  And  what 's  the  news,  good  cousin  Lodovico  t 

lago.  I  am  very  glad  to  see  you,  signior ; 
Welcome  to  Cyprus. 

Led,  I  thank  you.     How  does  lieutenant  Cassio? 

lago.  Lives,  Sir. 

Des,  Cousin,  there 's  fallen  between  him  and  my  lord 
An  unkind  breach :  but  you  shall  make  all  well 

Otk.  Are  you  sure  of  that  1 

Des.  My  lord  1 

0th.  \Readingi\  "This  fail  you  not  to  do,  as  you  will"— 

Lod,  He  did  not  call ;  he 's  busy  in  the  paper. 
Is  there  division  'twixt  my  lord  and  Cassio  1 

Des.  A  most  unhappy  one :  I  would  do  much 
To  atone  them,  for  the  love  I  bear  to  Cassio. 

0th.  Fire  and  brimstone ! 

Des.  My  lord  1 

0th.  Are  you  wise  I 

Des.  What,  is  he  angiy  1 

Lod.  May  be,  the  letter  mov'd  him ; 

For,  as  I  think,  they  do  command  him  home. 
Deputing  Cassio  in  his  government 

Des.  Trust  me,  I  am  glad  on 't 

0th.  Indeed ! 

Des.  My  lord  1 

0th.  I  am  glad  to  see  you  mad. 

Des.  How,  sweet  Othello  t 

0th.  Devil!  \Strikifig her. 

Des.  I  have  not  deserv'd  this. 

Lod.  My,  lord,  this  would  not  be  believ'd  in  Venice, 
Though  I  should  swear  I  saw  it :  'tis  very  much : 
Make  her  amends  \  she  weeps. 

0th.  O  devil,  devil ! 

If  that  the  earth  could  teem  with  woman's  tears, 
Each  drop  she  falls  would  prove  a  crocodile. — 
Out  of  my  sight ! 

Des.  I  will  not  stay  to  offend  you.  \jGoing, 

Lod.  Truly,  an  obedient  lady : — 
I  do  beseech  your  lordship,  call  her  back. 

0th.  Mistress! 

Des.  My  lord  1 

0th.  What  would  you  with  her,  Sirt, 

Lod.  Who,  I,  my  lord  1 

0th.  Ay ;  you  did  wish  that  I  would  make  her  turn : 
Sir,  she  can  turn,  and  turn,  and  yet  go  on, 
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And  turn  again  ;  and  she  can  weep,  Sir,  weep ; 
And  she 's  obedient,  as  you  say, — obedient, — 
Very  obedient — Proceed  you  in  your  tears. — 
Concerning  this,  Sir, — O  well-painted  passion  !— 
I  am  commanded  home. — Get  you  away ; 
I  '11  send  for  you  anon. — Sir,  I  obey  the  mandate, 
And  will  return  to  Venice. — Hence,  avaunt ! 

[Ext/  Desdemona. 
Cassio  shall  have  my  place.     And,  Sir,  to-night, 
I  do  entreat  that  we  may  sup  together : 
You  are  welcome.  Sir,  to  Cyprus. — Goats  and  monkeys !  [Exit. 

Lod,  Is  this  the  noble  Moor  whom  our  full  senate 
Call  all-in-all  sufficient '?  this  the  noble  nature 
Whom  passion  could  not  shake  1  whose  solid  virtue 
The  shot  of  accident,  nor  dart  of  chance. 
Could  neither  graze  nor  pierce  ? 

lago.  He  is  much  changed. 

Lod,  Are  his  wits  safe  ]  is  he  not  light  of  brain  ? 

lago.  He 's  that  he  is :  I  may  not  breathe  my  censure. 
What  he  might  be, — if,  what  he  might,  he  is  not, — 
I  would  to  heaven  he  were ! 

Lod.  What,  strike  his  wife ! 

lago,  'Faith,  that  was  not  so  well ;  yet  would  I  knew 
That  stroke  would  prove  the  worst 

Lod,  Is  it  his  use  1 

Or  did  the  letters  work  upon  his  blood. 
And  new-create  this  fault? 

lago.  Alas,  alas ! 

It  is  not  honesty  in  me  to  speak 
What  I  have  seen  and  known.     You  shall  observe  him ; 
And  his  own  courses  will  denote  him  so. 
That  I  may  save  my  speech :  do  but  go  after. 
And  mark  how  he  continues. 

Lod,  I  am  sorry  that  I  am  deceived  in  him.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  IL— ^  Room  in  the  Castle. 

Enter  Othello  and  Emilia. 
0th,  You  have  seen  nothing,  then  1 
Emit,  Nor  ever  heard,  nor  ever  did  suspect. 
0th,  Yes,  you  have  seen  Cassio  and  her  together. 
Emit,  But  then  I  saw  no  harm ;  and  then  I  heard 
Each  syllable  that  breath  made  up  between  them. 
0th,  What,  did  they  never  whisper  ] 
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EmU.  Never,  my  lord. 

0th.  Nor  send  you  out  o'  the  way) 

Emil.  Never. 

0th,  To  fetch  her  fan,  her  gloves,  her  mask,  nor  nothing  t 

Emii.  Never,  my  lord 

0th.  That 's  strange. 

Emii.  I  durst,  my  lord,  to  wager  she  is  honest, 
Lay  down  my  soul  at  stake :  if  you  think  other, 
Remove  your  though: ;  it  doth  abuse  your  bosom. 
If  any  wretch  have  put  this  in  your  head, 
Let  heaven  requite  it  with  the  serpent's  curse ! 
For,  if  she  be  not  honest,  chaste,  and  true. 
There's  no  man  happy ;  the  purest  of  their  wives 
Is  foul  as  slander. 

0th.  Bid  her  come  hither : — go. —  \Exit  Ekiiua. 

She  says  enough ; — yet  she  *s  a  simple  bawd 
That  cannot  say  as  much.     This  is  a  subtJf  whore, 
A  closet-lock-and-key  of  villanous  secrets  ; 
And  yet  shell  kneel  and  pray;  I  have  seer  her  do't 

Re-enter  Emilia,  with  Desdemona. 

Des.  My  lord,  what  is  your  will  % 

0th.  Pray,  chuck,  come  hither. 

Des.  What  is  your  pleasure  ? 

0th.  Let  me  see  your  eyes  ; 

Look  in  my  face. 

Des.  What  horrible  fancy 's  this  1 

0th.  \To  Emil.]  Some  of  your  function,  mistress; 
Leave  procreants  alone,  and  shut  the  door ; 
Cough,  or  cry  hem,  if  any  body  come  : 
Your  mystery,  your  mystery ; — nay,  despatch.        \Exit  Em iua. 

Des.  Upon  my  knees,  what  doth  your  speech  import) 
I  understand  a  fury  in  your  words. 
But  not  the  words. 

0th.  Why,  what  art  thou ) 

Des.  Your  ^ife,  my  lord ;  your  true 

And  loyal  wife. 

0th.  Come,  swear  it,  damn  thyself; 

Lest,  being  like  one  of  heaven,  the  devils  themselves 
Should  fear  to  seize  thee  :  therefore  be  double-damn'd, — 
Swear  thou  art  honest. 

Des.  Heaven  doth  truly  know  it. 

0th.  Heaven  truly  knows  that  thou  art  false  as  heU. 

Des.  To  whom,  my  lord)  with  whom)  how  am  I  false! 

0th.  O  Desdemona ! — away !  away  !  away  1 
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Des,  Alas  the  heavy  day ! — Why  do  you  weep  ? 
Am  I  the  occasion  of  these  tears,  my  lord  % 
If,  haply,  you  my  father  do  suspect 
An  instrument  of  this  your  calling  back, 
Lay  not  your  blame  on  me :  if  you  have  lost  hhn, 
Why,  I  have  lost  him  too. 

0th,  Had  it  pleas'd  heaven 

To  try  me  with  affliction ;  had  he  rain'd 
All  kinds  of  sores,  and  shames,  on  my  bare  head ; 
Steep'd  me  in  poverty  to  the  very  lips ; 
Given  to  captivity  me  and  my  utmost  hopes ; 
I  should  have  found  in  some  part  of  my  soul 
A  drop  of  patience  :  but,  alas,  to  make  me 
A  fixW  figure,  for  the  time  of  scorn 
To  point  his  slow  unmo\'ing  finger  at ! — 
Yet  could  I  bear  that  too ;  well,  very  well : 
But  there,  where  I  have  gamer'd  up  my  heart. 
Where  either  I  must  live,  or  bear  no  life, — 
The  fountain  from  the  which  my  current  runs. 
Or  else  dries  up ;  to  be  discarded  thence  1 
Or  keep  it  as  a  cistern,  for  foul  toads 
To  knot  and  gender  in  ! — turn  thy  complexion  there, 
Patience,  thou  young  and  rose-lipp'd  cherubin, — 
Ay,  there,  look  grim  as  hell ! 

Des,  I  hope,  my  noble  lord  esteems  me  honest 
0th,  O,  ay  j  as  summer  fiies  are  in  the  shambles, 
That  quicken  even  with  blowing.     O  thou  weed. 
Who  art  so  lovely  fair,  and  smell'st  so  sweet, 
That  the  sense  aches  at  thee, — would  thou  hadst  ne'er  been 
bom ! 
Da,  Alas,  what  ignorant  sin  have  I  committed  1 
0th,  Was  this  fair  paper,  this  most  goodly  book, 
Made  to  write  whore  upon  I    What  committed  1 
Committed  I — O  thou  public  commoner ! 
I  should  make  very  forges  of  my  cheeks. 
That  would  to  cinders  bum  up  modesty, 
Did  I  but  speak  thy  deeds. — What  committed ! 
Heaven  stops  the  nose  at  it,  and  the  moon  winks ; 
The  bawdy  wind,  that  kisses  all  it  meets. 
Is  hush'd  within  the  hollow  mine  of  earth. 
And  will  not  hear  it. — What  committed ! — 
Impudent  strumpet ! 

Des.  By  heaven,  you  do  me  wrong. 

0th*  Are  not  you  a  strumpet  1- 
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Des,  No,  as  I  am  a  Christian : 

If  to  preserve  this  vessel  for  my  lord, 
From  any  other  foul  unlawful  touch, 
Be  not  to  be  a  strumpet,  I  am  none. 

Oih,  What,  not  a  whore  1 

Des.  No,  as  I  shall  be  saved. 

0th,  Is  it  possible  ? 

Des,  O,  heaven  forgive  us ! 

0th.  I  cry  you  mercy,  then ; 

I  took  you  for  that  cunning  whore  of  Venice, 
That  married  with  Othello. — You,  mistress, 
That  have  the  office  opposite  to  Saint  Peter, 
And  keep  the  gate  of  hell ! 

Re-enter  Emilia. 

You,  you,  ay,  you ! 
We  have  done  our  course ;  there  *s  money  for  yo^u"  pains. 
I  pray  you,  turn  the  key,  and  keep  our  counsel        '         \Exii. 

EmiL  Alas,  what  does  this  gentleman  conceiv^r  ^ — 
How  do  you.  Madam  1  how  do  you,  my  good  Jady  ? 

Des,  'Faith,  half  asleep. 

EmiL  Good  Madam,  what's  the  matter  with  aiy  lord? 

Des,  With  whom? 

EmiL  Why,  with  my  lord,  Madam. 

Des,  Who  is  thy  lord  ] 

Emil,  He  that  is  yours,  sweet  lady. 

Des,  I  have  none :  do  not  talk  to  me,  Emilia ; 
I  cannot  weep ;  nor  answer  have  I  none, 
But  what  should  go  by  water.     Pr'ythee,  to-night 
Lay  on  my  bed  my  wedding  sheets, — ^remember ; — 
And  call  thy  husband  hither. 

EmiL  Here  is  a  change  indeed ! 

\Exii. 

Des,  *Tis  meet  I  should  be  us'd  so,  very  meet 
How  have  I  been  behav'd,  that  he  might  stick 
The  small'st  opinion  on  my  least  misuse  1 

Re-ettter  Em  ILIA,  with  I  AGO. 

lago.  What  is  your  pleasure,  Madam  %    How  is  it  with  you  ? 

Des,  I  cannot  tell     Those  that  do  teach  young  babes. 
Do  it  with  gentle  means  and  easy  tasks : 
He  might  have  chid  me  so ;  for,  in  good  faith, 
I  am  a  child  to  chiding. 

lago.  What 's  the  matter,  lady  ? 

Emil,  Alas,  lago,  my  lord  hath  so  bewhor'd  her. 
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Thrown  such  despite  and  heavy  terms  upon  hci. 
As  true  hearts  cannot  bear. 

Des,  Am  I  that  name,  lago? 

lago.  What  name,  fair  lady  I 

Des.  Such  as,  she  says,  my  lord  did  say  I  was. 

EtniL  He  call'd  her  whore  :  a  beggar,  in  his  drink, 
Could  not  have  laid  such  terms  upon  his  callat. 

logo.  Why  did  he  so  ? 

Des,  I  do  not  know ;  I  am  sure  I  am  none  such. 

lagp.  Do  not  weep,  do  not  -weep : — alas  the  day  1 

Emii.  Has  she  forsook  so  many  noble  matches. 
Her  father,  and  her  country,  and  her  friends, 
To  be  caird  whore  1  would  it  not  make  one  weep  ] 

Des.  It  is  my  wretched  fortune. 

lago^  Beshrew  him  for  it ! 

How  comes  this  trick  upon  him  ? 

Des.  Nay,  heaven  doth  know. 

EtnU.  I  will  be  hang'd,  if  some  eternal  villain. 
Some  busy  and  insinuating  rogue. 
Some  cogging,  cozening  slave,  to  get  some  office, 
Have  not  devis'd  this  slander ;  I  '11  be  hang'd  else. 

lago.  Fie,  there  is  no  such  man ;  it  is  impossible. 

Des.  If  any  such  there  be,  heaven  pardon  him ! 

Emil.  A  halter  pardon  him  I  and  hell  gnaw  his  bones ! 
Why  should  he  call  her  wliorel  who  keeps  her  company  I 
What  place  1  what  time  ?  what  form  %  what  likelihood  1 
The  Moor's  abused  by  some  most  villanous  knave, 
Some  base  notorious  knave,  some  scurvy  fellow : — 

0  heaven,  that  such  companions  thou  'dst  unfold. 
And  put  in  every  honest  hand  a  whip. 

To  lash  the  rascals  naked  through  the  world, 
Even  from  the  east  to  the  west ! 

lago.  Speak  within  door. 

Emil.  O,  fie  upon  them !  some  such  squire  he  was, 
That  tum'd  your  wit  the  seamy  side  ^^^thout, 
And  made  you  to  suspect  me  with  the  Moor. 

lago.  You  are  a  fool ;  go  to. 

Des.  O  good  lago. 

What  shall  I  do  to  win  my  lord  again  1 
Good  friend,  go  to  him  ;  for,  by  this  light  of  heaven, 

1  know  not  how  I  lost  him.     Here  I  kneel : — 
If  e'er  my  will  did  trespass  'gainst  his  love, 
Either  in  discourse  of  thought,  or  actual  deed : 
Or  that  mine  eyes,  mine  ears,  or  any  sense. 
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Delighted  them  in  any  other  form ; 

Or  that  I  do  not  yet,  and  ever  did. 

And  ever  will, — though  he  do  shake  me  off 

To  beggarly  divorcement, — love  him  dearly, 

Comfort  forswear  me !    Unkindness  may  do  much ; 

And  his  unkindness  may  defeat  my  life. 

But  never  taint  my  love.     I  cannot  say  whore, — 

It  does  abhor  me,  now  I  speak  the  word ; 

To  do  the  act  that  might  the  addition  earn. 

Not  the  world's  mass  of  vanity  could  make  me. 
/ago,  1  pray  you,  be  content ;  'tis  but  his  humour : 

The  business  of  the  state  does  him  ofifence. 

And  he  does  chide  with  you. 
Des,  If  'twere  no  other, — 

/ago.  Tis  but  so,  I  warrant.  [TrumfieU  heard. 

Hark,  how  these  instruments  summon  to  supper ! 

The  messengers  of  Venice  stay  the  meat 

Go  in,  and  weep  not ;  all  things  shall  be  well 

\Exeunt  Desdemona  and  Euilia. 

Enter  RODERIGO. 

How  now,  Roderigo ! 

Rod,  I  do  not  find  that  thou  deal'st  justly  with  me. 

/ago.  What  in  the  contrary  1 

Rod.  Every  day  thou  daff'st  me  with  some  device,  lago;  and 
rather,  as  it  seems  to  me  now,  keep'st  from  me  all  conveniencyy 
than  suppliest  me  with  the  least  advantage  of  hope.  I  will,  indeed, 
no  longer  endure  it ;  nor  am  I  yet  persuaded,  to  put  up  in  peace 
wliat  already  I  have  foolishly  suflfered. 

/ag.\  Will  you  hear  me,  Roderigo  1 

Rod,  'Faith,  I  have  heard  too  much;  for  your  words  and  per- 
formances are  no  kin  together. 

/ago.  You  charge  me  most  unjustly. 

Rod,  With  naught  but  truth.  I  have  wasted  myself  out  of  my 
means.  The  jewels  you  have  had  from  me,  to  deliver  to  Desdemona, 
would  half  have  corrupted  a  votarist :  you  have  told  me  she  has 
received  them,  and  returned  me  expectations  and  comforts  of  sudden 
respect  and  acquaintance ;  but  I  find  none. 

/ago.  Well ;  go  to ;  very  well. 

Rod,  Very  well !  go  to  1  I  cannot  go  to,  man ;  nor  'tis  not  very 
well :  by  this  hand,  I  say,  it  is  very  scurvy ;  and  begin  to  find  my« 
self  fobbed  in  it. 

/ago.  Very  well 

Rod,  I  tell  you,  'tis  not  very  well    I  will  make  myself  known  to 
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SCENE  III,— Another  Room  in  the  Castle. 

Enter  Othello,  Lodovico,  Desdemona,  Emilia,  and  Attendants 
Lod,  I  do  beseech  you,  Sir,  trouble  yourself  no  farther. 
0th,  O,  pardon  me ;  'twill  do  me  good  to  walk. 
Lod,  Madam,  good  night ;  I  humbly  thank  your  ladyship. 
Des.  Your  honour  is  most  welcome. 
0th,  Will  you  walk.  Sir  I— 

O, — Desdemona, — 
Des.  My  lord  1 

0th,  Get  you  to  bed  on  the  instant ;  I  will  be  returned  forthwith : 
dismiss  your  attendant  there :  look  it  be  done. 
Des,  I  will,  my  lord. 

[Exeunt  Othello,  Lodovico,  and  Attendants. 
£mi7.  How  goes  it  now  ]  he  looks  gentler  than  he  did.  ■ 
Des,  He  savs  he  will  return  incontinent : 

He  hath  commanded  me  to  go  to  bed, 

And  bade  me  to  dismiss  you. 
£mi/.  Dismiss  me ! 

Des,  It  was  his  bidding ;  therefore,  good  Emilia, 

Give  me  my  nightly  wearing,  and  adieu : 

We  must  not  now  displease  him. 
£mi/,  I  would  you  had  never  seen  him ! 
Des,  So  would  not  I :  my  love  doth  so  approve  him, 

That  even  his  stubbornness,  his  checks,  his  frowns, — 

Pr'ythee,  unpin  me, — have  grace  and  favour  in  them. 
£mi7,  I  have  laid  those  sheets  you  bade  me  on  the  bed. 
Des,  All 's  one. — Good  father !  how  foolish  are  our  minds ! — 

If  I  do  die  before  thee,  pr'ythee,  shroud  me 

In  one  of  those  same  sheets. 
Emit,  Come,  come,  you  talk. 

Des,  My  mother  had  a  maid  call'd  Barbara : 

She  was  in  love ;  and  he  she  lov'd  prov'd  mad. 

And  did  forsake  her :  she  had  a  song  of  "  willow ;" 

An  old  thing  'twas,  but  it  express'd  her  fortune, 

And  she  died  singing  it :  that  song,  to-night, 

Will  not  go  from  my  mind ;  I  have  much  to  do, 

But  to  go  hang  my  head  all  at  one  side. 

And  sing  it  like  poor  Barbara. — Pr'ythee,  despatch. 
jKmi/,  Shall  I  go  fetch  your  night-gown  1 
Des,  No,  unpin  me  here.— 

This  Lodovico  is  a  proper  man 
£miV,  A  very  handsome  maa 
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Des.  He  speaks  well. 

Emil.  I  know  a  lady  in  Venice  would  have  walked  barefoot  to 
Palestine  for  a  touch  of  his  nether  lip. 
Des,  \Singing^ 

The  poor  soul  sat  sighing  by  a  sycamore  tree, 

Sing  all  a  green  willow ; 
Her  hand  on  her  bosom,  her  head  on  her  knee, 

Sing  willow,  willow,  willow  : 
The  fresh  streams  ran  by  her,  and  murmur'd  her  moans  ; 

Sing  willow,  willow,  willow  : 
Her  salt  tears  fell  from  her,  and  softened  the  stones  f^ 

Lay  by  these : — 

Sing  willow,  willow,  willow  : 

Pr'ythee,  hie  thee ;  he  '11  come  anon : — 

Sing  all  a  green  willow  must  be  my  garland. 
I^  nobody  blame  him  ;  his  scorn  I  approve, — 

Nay,  that's  not  next — Hark !  who  is  it  that  knocks  1 
Emil,  It  is  the  wind. 
Des.  \Singif^:\ 

I  call*d  my  love  false  love  ;  but  what  said  he  then  ? 

Sing  willow,  willow,  willow  : 
If  I  court  mo  women,  you  '11  couch  with  mo  men. 

So,  get  thee  gone :  good  night.     Mine  eyes  do  itch ; 

Doth  that  bode  weeping  ] 
EmiL  Tis  neither  here  nor  there. 

JDes.  I  have  heard  it  said  so. — O,  these  men,  these  men  !^ 

Dost  thou  in  conscience  think, — tell  me,  Emilia, — 

That  there  be  women  do  abuse  their  husbands 

In  such  gross  kind  ] 
EmiL  There  be  some  such,  no  question. 

Des,  Wouldst  thou  do  such  a  deed  for  all  the  world  ] 
EmiL  Why,  would  not  you  \ 

Z>es.  No,  by  this  heavenly  light  I 

EmiL  Nor  I  neither  by  this  heavenly  light ; 

1  might  do 't  as  well  i'  the  dark. 
Des,  Wouldst  thou  do  such  a  deed  for  all  the  world) 
EmiL  The  world  is  a  huge  thing :  'tis  a  great  price 

For  a  small  vice. 
Des.  In  troth,  I  think  thou  wouldst  not 

EmiL  In  troth,  I  think  I  should  ;  and  undo  *t,  when  I  had  done. 
Marry,  I  would  not  do  such  a  thing  for  a  joint-ring,  nor  for  measures 
of  lawn,  nor  for  gowns,  petticoats,  nor  caps,  nor  any  petty  exhibi- 
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tion;  but,  for  the  whole  world, — why,  who  would  not  make  her 

husband  a  cuckold,  to  make  him  a  monarch]    I  should  venture 

purgatory  for 't 

Dcs,  Beshrew  me,  if  I  would  do  such  a  wrong  for  the  whole  world. 
EmiL  Why,  the  wrong  is  but  a  wrong  i'  the  world ;  and,  having 

the  world  for  your  labour,  'tis  a  wrong  in  your  own  world,  and  you 

might  quickly  make  it  right. 

Des.  I  do  not  think  there  is  any  such  woman. 
EmiL  Yes,  a  dozen  ;  and  as  many 

To  the  vantage,  as  would  store  the  world  they  play'd  far 
But  I  do  think  it  is  their  husbands'  faults, 
If  wives  do  fall.     Say,  that  they  slack  their  duties, 
And  pour  our  treasures  into  foreign  laps ; 
Or  else  break  out  in  peevish  jealousies. 
Throwing  restraint  upon  us ;  or,  say,  they  strike  us, 
Or  scant  our  former  having  in  despite ; 
Why,  we  have  galls ;  and,  though  we  have  some  grace. 
Yet  have  we  some  revenge.     Let  husbands  know. 
Their  wives  have  sense  like  them :  they  see,  and  smell. 
And  have  their  palates,  both  for  sweet  and  sour. 
As  husbands  have.     What  is  it  that  they  do, 
When  they  change  us  for  others  ?     Is  it  sport  ] 
I  think  it  is ;  and  doth  affection  breed  it  ] 
I  think  it  doth.     Is't  frailty  that  thus  errsi 
It  is  so  too : — and  have  not  we  affections. 
Desires  for  sport,  and  frailty,  as  men  have  % 
Then,  let  them  use  us  well :  else,  let  them  know. 
The  ills  we  do,  their  ills  instruct  us  so. 
Dcs,  Good  night,  good  night :  heaven  me  such  usage  send, 

Not  to  pick  bad  from  bad,  but  by  bad  mend  1  \Excu9it 


-flOifi 


ACT   V. 
SCENE  L— Cyprus.    A  Sired. 

Enter  Iago  and  RoDERlGO. 

Ja^o.  Here,  stand  behind  this  bulk ;  straight  will  he  come 
Wear  thy  good  rapier  bare,  and  put  it  home ; 
Quick,  quick ;  fear  nothing ;  I  '11  be  at  thy  elbow  : 
It  makes  us,  or  it  mars  us ;  think  on  that. 
And  fix  most  firm  thy  resolution. 
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Rod,  Be  near  at  hand ;  I  may  miscarry  in 't 

lago.  Here,  at  thy  hand :  be  bold,  and  take  thy  stand. 

[Retires  to  a  little  distatue. 

Rod.  I  have  no  great  devotion  to  the  deed ; 
And  yet  he  has  given  me  satisfying  reasons : — 
'Tis  but  a  man  gone : — forth,  my  sword ;  he  dies. 

[Goes  to  his  stand. 

lago.  I  have  rubb'd  this  young  quat  almost  to  the  sense. 
And  he  grows  angry.     Now,  whether  he  kill  Cassio, 
Or  Cassio  him,  or  each  do  kill  the  other, 
Every  way  makes  my  game :  live  Roderigo, 
He  calls  me  to  a  restitution  large 
Of  gold  and  jewels  that  I  bobb'd  from  him, 
As  gifts  to  Desdemona  ; 
It  must  not  be  :  if  Cassio  do  remain, 
He  hath  a  daily  beauty  in  his  life, 
That  makes  me  ugly ;  and,  besides,  the  Moor 
May  unfold  me  to  him ;  there  stand  I  in  much  peril : 
No,  he  must  die : — be 't  so  ;  I  hear  him  coming. 

Enter  Cassio. 
Rod.  I  know  his  gait,  'tis  he. — Villain,  thou  diest ! 

[Rushing  forth,  and  making  a  pass  at  Cassio. 
Cas.  That  thrust  had  been  mine  enemy  indeed. 
But  that  my  coat  is  better  than  thou  know'st : 
I  will  make  proof  of  thine.         [Draws,  and  wounds  Roderi(;o. 
Rod.  O,  I  am  slain ! 

[Iago  rushes  forth,  cuts  Cassio  behind  in  the  leg, 
and  exit 
Cos,  I  am  raaim'd  for  ever. — Help,  ho !  murder !  murder ! 

[Falls. 
Ettter  Othello,  at  a  distance. 

0th.  The  voice  of  Cassio  : — Iago  keeps  his  word. 

Rod.  O,  villain  that  I  am ! 

0th.  It  is  e*en  so. 

Cas.  O,  help,  ho  I  light !  a  surgeon  I 

0th.  'Tis  he  : — O  brave  Iago,  honest  and  just, 
That  hast  such  noble  sense  of  thy  friend's  wrong ! 
Thou  teachest  me. — Minion,  your  dear  lies  dead. 
And  your  unblest  fate  hies  : — strumpet,  I  come ! 
Forth  of  my  heart  those  charms,  thine  eyes,  are  blotted ; 
Thy  bed,  lust-stain'd,  shall  with  lust's  blood  be  spotted.    [Exit. 

Enter  LODOVICO  and  Gratiano,  at  a  distaiue. 

Cos.  What,  ho !  no  watch  ]  no  passage  1  murder !  murder ! 
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Gra,  'Tis  some  mischance ;  the  voice  is  very  direful 

Cas,  O,  help  I 

Lod,  Hark ! 

Rod,  O  wretched  villain  ! 

Lod,  Two  or  three  groan : — it  is  a  heavy  night : 
These  may  be  counterfeits  ;  let's  think 't  unsafe 
To  come  in  to  the  cry,  without  more  help. 

Rod,  Nobody  come  1  then  shall  I  bleed  to  death. 

Lod,  Hark ! 

Gra,  Here 's  one  comes  in  his  shirt,  with  light  and  weapons. 

Re-enter  Iago,  with  a  light, 

logo.  Who 's  there  ?  whose  noise  is  this,  that  cries  on  murder  1 
Lod,  We  do  not  know. 

ft 

Iago,  Did  you  not  hear  a  cry  1 

Cas,  Here,  here !  for  heaven's  sake,  help  me ! 

/ago.  What 's  the  matter  ] 

Gra,  This  is  Othello's  ancient,  as  I  take  it 

Lod.  The  same  indeed  ;  a  very  valiant  fellow. 

/ago.  What  are  you  here,  that  cry  so  grievously  ? 

Cas,  Iago  1    O,  I  am  spoiFd,  undone  by  villains  ! 
Give  me  some  help. 

Jag),  O  me,  lieutenant !  what  villains  have  done  this  1 

Cas,  I  think  that  one  of  them  is  hereabout, 
And  cannot  make  away. 

Iago,  O  treacherous  villains ! 

\^To  Lod.  andG^LK]  What  are  you  there?  come  in,  and  give 
some  help. 

Rod,  O,  help  me  here ! 

Cas,  That 's  one  of  them. 

Iago,  O  murderous  slave  I     0  villain ! 

[Stabs  RoDERiGo. 

Rod,  O  damned  Iago !    O  inhuman  dog ! 

Iago,  Kill  men  i*  the  dark !— Where  be  these  bloody  thieves 
How  silent  is  this  town  ! — Ho !  murder !  murder ! — 
What  may  you  be  ?  are  you  or  good,  or  evil  ? 

Lod,  As  you  shall  prove  us,  praise  us. 

Iago,  Signior  Lodovico  ? 

Lod.  He,  Sir. 

Iago,  I  cry  you  mercy.     Here 's  Cassio  hurt  by  villains. 
Gra,  Cassio! 

Iago,  How  is  it,  my  brother  ? 
Cas,  My  leg  is  cut  in  two. 

-^^gO'  Marry,  heaven  forbid  1-— 

Light,  gentlemen  : — I  '11  bind  it  with  my  shirt 


SCENE  f.]      OTHELLO,  THE  MOOR  OF  VENICE.  32 1 

Enter  BiANCA. 

Bian,  What  is  the  matter,  ho  ?  who  is 't  that  cried  ] 

lago.  Who  is 't  that  cried  ! 

Bian,  O  my  dear  Cassio  !  my  sweet  Cassio ! 
O  Cassio,  Cassio,  Cassio  ! 

lagp,  O  notable  strumpet ! — Cassio,  may  you  suspect 
Who  they  should  be  that  have  thus  mangled  you  % 

Cos.  No. 

Gra.  I  am  sorry  to  find  you  thus  :  I  have  been  to  seek  you. 

logo.  Lend  me  a  garter ; — so. — O,  for  a  chair. 
To  bear  him  easily  hence ! 

Bian,  Alas,  he  faints  ! — O  Cassio !  Cassio !  Cassio  ! 

logo.  Gentlemen  all,  I  do  suspect  this  trash 
To  be  a  party  in  this  injury. — 
Patience  a  while,  good  Cassio. — Co/ne,  come ; 
Lend  me  a  light. — Know  we  this  face,  or  no  % 
Alas,  my  friend,  and  my  dear  countryman, 
Roderigo  ?  no  : — ^yes,  sure ;  O  heaven !  Roderigo. 

Gra,  What,  of  Venice  ? 

logo.  Even  he.  Sir :  did  you  know  him  1 

Gra,  Know  him  !  ay. 

lago,  Signior  Gratiano  ?  I  cry  you  gentle  pardon  ; 
These  bloody  accidents  must  excuse  my  manners. 
That  so  neglected  you. 

Gra,  I  am  glad  to  see  you. 

lago.  How  do  you,  Cassio  ? — O,  a  chair,  a  chair ! 

Gra,  Roderigo! 

lago.  He,  he,  'tis  he. — O,  that's  well  said  ; — the  chair: — 

\A  chair  brought  in. 
Some  good  man  bear  him  carefully  from  hence  ; 
1 11  fetch  the  general^s  surgeon. — [72?  Bianca.]  For  you,  mistresL^ 
Save  you  your  labour. — He  that  lies  slain  here,  Cassio, 
Was  my  dear  friend  :  what  malice  was  between  you  1 

Cas,  None  in  the  world ;  nor  do  I  know  the  man. 

lago,  [To  Bianca.]  What,  look  you  pale  % — O,  bear  him  out  o' 
the  air. —  [Cassio  at/d  Rod.  are  borne  off". 

Stay  you,  good  gentlemen. — Look  you  pale,  mistress  ? — 
Do  you  perceive  the  gastness  of  her  eye  ? — 
Nay,  if  you  stare,  we  shall  hear  more  anon. — 
Behold  her  well ;  I  pray  you,  look  upon  her  : 
Do  you  see,  gentlemen  1  nay,  guiltiness  will  speak. 
Though  tongues  were  out  of  use. 

Enter  Emilia. 

Emil.  Alas,  what's  the  matter?  what's  the  matter,  husband  1 

VOL.  IV.  X 
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lago.  Cassio  hath  here  been  set  on  in  the  dark 
By  Roderigo,  and  fellows  that  are  scap'd : 
He 's  almost  slain,  and  Roderigo  dead. 

EmiL  Alas,  good  gentleman !  alas !  good  Cassio ! 

lago.  This  is  the  fruit  of  whoring. — Pr'ythee,  Emilia, 
Go  know  of  Cassio  where  he  supp'd  to-night — 
What,  do  you  shake  at  that? 

Bian,  He  supp'd  at  my  house ;  but  I  therefore  shake  not 

logo,  O,  did  he  so  ?    I  chai^  you,  go  with  me. 

EmiL  Fie,  fie  upon  thee,  strumpet ! 

Bian,  I  am  no  strumpet ;  but  of  life  as  honest 
As  you  that  thus  abuse  me. 

Emil,  As  II  foh I  fie  upon  thee ! 

logo.  Kind  gentlemen,  let 's  go  see  poor  Cassio  dress'd. — 
Come,  mistress,  you  must  tell 's  another  tale. — 
Emilia,  run  you  to  the  citadel, 
And  tell  my  lord  and  lady  what  hath  happ'd. — 
Will  you  go  on,  I  prayl— [^«V/<f.]  This  is  the  night 
That  either  makes  me,  or  fordoes  me  quite.  \Exeuni. 

SCENE  IL— ^  Bedchamber  in  tlie  Castle. 

Desdemona  m  bed  asleep,     A  light  burning.     Enter  OTHRLLa 

0th.  It  is  the  cause,  it  is  the  cause,  my  soul, — 
Let  me  not  name  it  to  you,  you  chaste  stars ! 
It  is  the  cause. — Yet,  I  '11  not  shed  her  blood ; 
Nor  scar  that  whiter  skin  of  hers  than  snow, 
And  smooth  as  monumental  alabaster. 
Yet  she  must  die,  else  she  '11  betray  more  men. 
Put  out  the  light,  and  then — Put  out  the  light  I 
If  I  quench  thee,  thou  flaming  minister, 
I  can  again  thy  former  light  restore, 
Should  I  repent  me  :  but  once  put  out  thy  light, 
Thou  cunning'st  pattern  of  excelling  nature, 
I  know  not  where  is  that  Promethean  heat. 
That  can  thy  light  relume.     When  I  have  pluck'd  thy  rose, 
I  cannot  give  it  vital  growth  again. 
It  needs  must  wither : — I  '11  smell  it  on  the  tree. — 

[Kissing  her. 

O  balmy  breath,  that  dost  almost  persuade 
Justice  to  break  her  sword  ! — One  more,  one  more  • — 
Be  thus  when  thou  art  dead,  and  I  will  kill  thee. 
And  love  thee  after : — one  more,  and  this  the  last : 
So  sweet  was  ne'er  so  fatal     I  must  weep. 
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But  they'are  crael  tears :  this  sorrow 's  heavenly ; 
It  strikes  where  it  doth  love. — She  wakes, — 

Dcs.  Who 's  there  1    Othello  1 

Oth.  Ay,  Desdemona. 

Des»  Will  you  come  to  bed,  my  lord  1 

0th,  Have  you  pray'd  to-night,  Desdemona  f 

Des,  Ay,  my  lord. 

Otk,  If  you  bethink  yourself  of  any  crime, 
Unreconcird  as  yet  to  heaven  and  grace, 
Solicit  for  it  straight 

Des,  Alas,  my  lord  I  what  may  you  mean  by  that  f 

0th,  Well,  do  it,  and  be  brief;  I  will  walk  by : 
I  would  not  kill  thy  unprepared  spirit ; 
No, — heaven  forfend  . — I  would  not  kill  thy  souL 

Des,  Talk  you  of  killing? 

0th.  Ay,  I  do. 

Dcs,  Then,  heaven 

Have  mercy  on  me. 

0th,  Amen,  with  all  my  heart ! 

Des,  If  you  say  so,  I  hope  you  will  not  kill  me. 

0th,  H'ml 

Des.  And  yet  I  fear  you ;  for  you  are  fatal  then, 
When  your  eyes  roll  so  :  why  I  should  fear  I  know  not. 
Since  guiltiness  I  know  not ;  but  yet,  I  feel  I  fear. 

0th,  Think  on  thy  sins. 

Des,  They  are  loves  I  bear  to  you. 

0th,  Ay,  and  for  that  thou  diest 

Des,  That  death 's  unnatural,  that  kills  for  loving. — 
Alas  I  why  gnaw  you  so  your  nether  Up  ? 
Some  bloody  passion  shakes  your  very  frame  : 
These  are  portents ;  but  yet,  I  hope,  I  hope. 
They  do  not  point  on  me. 

0th,  Peace,  and  be  still ! 

Des,  I  will  so.     What 's  the  matter  ? 

0th,  That  handkerchief,  which  I  so  lov'd,  and  gave  thee. 
Thou  gav'st  to  Cassio. 

Des.  No,  by  my  life  and  soul ! 

Send  for  the  man,  and  ask  him. 

0th.  Sweet  soul,  take  heed, 

Take  heed  of  perjury ;  thou  'rt  on  thy  death-bed. 

Des,  Ay,  but  not  yet  to  die. 

0th,  Yes,  presently : 

Therefore  confess  thee  freely  of  thy  sin; 
Tor  to  deny  each  article  with  oath. 
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Cannot  remove,  nor  choke,  the  strong  conception 
That  I  do  groan  withal.     Thou  art  to  die. 

Des,  Then,  Lord  have  mercy  on  mel 

0th,  I  say,  amen. 

Des,  And  have  you  mercy  too ! — I  never  did 
Offend  you  in  my  life ;  never  lov'd  Cassio, 
But  with  such  general  warranty  of  heaven 
As  I  might  love ;  I  never  gave  him  token. 

0th,  By  heaven,  I  saw  my  handkerchief  in 's  hand. 

0  perjur'd  woman  !  thou  dost  stone  my  heart. 
And  mak'st  me  call,  what  I  intend  to  do, 

A  murder,  which  I  thought  a  sacrifice : 

1  saw  the  handkerchief. 

Des,  He  found  it,  then ; 

I  never  gave  it  him : — send  for  him  hither ; 
Let  him  confess  a  truth. 

0th,  He  hath  confessed. 

Des,  What,  my  lord  % 

0th,  That  he  hath— us'd  thee. 

Des,  Howl  unlawfully? 

0th,  Ay. 

Des,  He  will  not  say  so. 

0th,  No,  his  mouth  is  stopp*d  ; 

Honest  lago  hath  ta'en  order  for 't 

Des,  O,  my  fear  interprets ! — what,  is  he  dead  ? 

0th,  Had  all  his  hairs  been  lives,  my  great  revenge 
Had  stomach  for  them  all. 

Des,  Alas,  he  is  betra/d,  and  I  undone ! 

0th,  Out,  strumpet !  weep'st  thou  for  him  to  my  facet 

Des,  O,  banish  me,  my  lord,  but  kill  me  not  I 

0th,  Down,  strumpet  1 

Des,  Kill  me  to-morrow ;  let  me  live  to-night ! 

0th,  Nay,  if  you  strive, — 

Des,  But  half  an  hour  I 

0th,  Being  done. 

There  is  no  pause. 

Des,  But  while  I  say  one  prayer  I 

0th,  It  is  too  late.  \Smoihers  her. 

Emit,  [  IVtthi/i.]  My  lord,  my  lord !  what,  ho !  my  lord,  my 
lord! 

0th,  What  noise  is  this  ? — Not  dead  1  not  yet  quite  dead  I 
I,  that  am  cruel,  am  yet  merciful ; 
I  would  not  have  thee  linger  in  thy  pain : — 
So,  so. 
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Emil.  [  Within?^  O,  good  my  lord,  I  would  speak  a  word  with 
you! 

0th,  Yes : — 'tis  Emilia : — by  and  by. — She 's  dead. — 
'Tis  like  she  comes  to  speak  of  Cassio's  death ; 
The  noise  was  high. — Ha !  no  more  moving  1 
Still  as  the  grave. — Shall  she  come  in  1    Were 't  good  ? 
I  think  she  stirs  again : — no. — What's  best  to  do] 
If  she  come  in,  she  '11  sure  speak  to  my  wife  : 
My  wife !  my  wife  1  what  wife  ? — I  have  no  wife. 
O  insupportable  !     O  heavy  hour ! 
Methinks  it  should  be  now  a  huge  eclipse 
Of  sun  and  moon,  and  that  th*  affrighted  globe 
Should  yawn  at  alteration. 

EmiL  [  Within?^  I  do  beseech  you 

That  I  may  speak  with  you,  O,  good  my  lord  ! 

0th,  I  had  forgot  thee  :  O,  come  in,  Emilia : — 
Soft, — ^by  and  by : — let  me  the  curtains  draw. — 
Where  art  thou  1  [  Unlocks  the  door, 

AVhat  's  the  matter  with  thee  now  ? 
EnUr  Emilia. 

Emil.  O,  my  good  lord,  yonder 's  foul  murder  done  I 

0th,  WTiat,  now  \ 

Emil,  But  now,  my  lord. 

0th.  It  is  the  very  error  of  the  moon  ; 
She  comes  more  near  the  earth  than  she  was  wont, 
And  makes  men  mad. 

Emil.  Cassio,  my  lord,  has  kill'd  a  young  Venetian, 
Caird  Roderigo. 

0th.  Roderigo  kill'd ! 

And  Cassio  kill'd  ? 

EmiL  No,  Cassio  is  not  kill'd, 

0th.  Not  Cassio  kill'd !  then  murder's  out  of  tune, 
And  sweet  revenge  grows  harsh. 

Des.  O,  falsely,  falsely  murder'd ! 

Emil.  Alas,  what  cry  is  that  ] 

eth.  That!  what? 

Emil,  Out,  and  alas !  that  was  my  lady's  voice ; — 
Help !     Help,  ho  !  help ! — O  lady,  speak  again  I 
Sweet  Desdemona !     O  sweet  mistress,  speak  I 

Des,  A  guiltless  death  I  die. 

Emil,  O,  who  hath  done 

This  deed  1 

Des,  Nobody ;  I  myself.     Farewell : 

Commend  me  to  my  kind  lord :  O  farewell !  \Dies, 
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0th.  Why,  how  should  she  be  murder'd  1 

EmiL  Alas,  who  knows  1 

0th,  You  heard  her  say  herself,  it  was  not  L 

Emil.  She  said  so :  I  must  needs  report  the  truth. 

0th,  She's,  like  a  liar,  gone  to  burning  hell : 
Twas  I  that  kill*d  her. 

Emil.  O,  the  more  angel  she, 

And  you  the  blacker  devil ! 

0th,  She  tum'd  to  folly,  and  she  was  a  whore. 

Emii,  Thou  dost  belie  her,  and  thou  art  a  devil. 

0th.  She  was  false  as  water. 

EmU,  Thou  art  rash  as  fire,  to  say 

That  she  was  false :  O,  she  was  heavenly  true ! 

0th.  Cassio  did  tup  her ;  ask  thy  husband  else. 
O,  I  were  damn'd  beneath  all  depth  in  hell, 
But  that  I  did  proceed  upon  just  grounds 
To  this  extremity.     Thy  husband  knew  it  all. 

Emil.  My  husband ! 

0th,  Thy  husband. 

Emil.  That  she  was  false  to  wedlock? 

0th.  Ay,  with  Cassio.     Nay,  had  she  been  true. 
If  heaven  would  make  me  such  another  world 
Of  one  entire  and  perfect  chr}'solite, 
I  'd  not  have  sold  her  for  it. 

Emil.  My  husband  1 

0th.  Ay,  'twas  he  that  told  me  first : 

An  honest  man  he  is,  and  hates  the  slime 
That  sticks  on  filthy  deeds. 

Emil.  My  husband ! 

0th.  What  needs  this  iterance,  woman  %    I  say,  thy  husband. 

EmU.  O  mistress,  villany  hath  made  mocks  with  love ! — 
My  husband  say  that  she  was  false ! 

0th.  He,  woman ; 

I  say,  thy  husband :  dost  understand  the  word  Y 
My  friend,  thy  husband,  honest,  honest  lago. 

EmU.  If  he  say  so,  may  his  pernicious  soul 
Rot  half  a  grain  a  day !  he  lies  to  the  heait : 
She  was  too  fond  of  her  most  filthy  bargain. 

0th.  Ha! 

EmU.  Do  thy  worst : 

This  deed  of  thine  is  no  more  worthy  heaven, 
Than  thou  wast  worthy  her. 

0th.  Peace  I  you  were  best 

Emil.  Thou  hast  not  half  the  power  to  do  me  hzxTn^ 
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As  I  have  to  be  hurt     O  gull !  O  doltt 

As  ignorant  as  dirt !  thou  hast  done  a  deed, — 

I  care  not  for  thy  sword ;  I  '11  make  thee  known, 

Though  I  lost  twenty  lives. — Help !  help,  ho !  help ! 

The  Moor  has  kilFd  my  mistress !     Murder !  murder ! 

^Ifi^MONTANO,  Gratiano,  amilAGO. 

Mon,  What  is  the  matter? — How  now,  general! 

Etnil,  O,  are  you  come,  lago  1  you  have  done  well, 
That  men  must  lay  their  murders  on  your  neck. 

Gra,  What  is  the  matter? 

Emil.  Disprove  this  villain,  if  thou  be'st  a  man  : 
He  says  thou  told'st  him  that  his  wife  was  false  : 
I  know  thou  didst  not,  thou  'rt  not  such  a  villain : 
Speak,  for  my  heart  is  full. 

lago,  I  told  him  what  I  thought ;  and  told  no  more 
Than  what  he  found  himself  was  apt  and  tn:e. 

EtniL  But  did  you  ever  tell  him  she  was  false  ? 

lagp,  I  did. 

EmiL  You  told  a  lie ;  an  odious,  damned  lie ; 
Upon  my  soul,  a  lie ;  a  wicked  lie  : — 
She  false  with  Cassio ! — Did  you  say  with  Cassio  \ 

lagp.  With  Cassio,  mistress.     Go  to,  charm  your  tongue. 

Emil.  I  will  not  charm  my  tongue ;  I  am  bound  to  speak : 
My  mistress  here  lies  murder'd  in  her  bed, — 

AU,  O  heavens  forfend ! 

EmiL  And  your  reports  have  set  the  murder  oa 

0th,  Nay,  stare  not,  masters  :  it  is  true,  indeed. 

Gra,  'Tis  a  strange  truth. 

Mon,  O  monstrous  act ! 

EmiL  Villany,  villany,  villany  I 

I  think  upon 't, — I  think, — I  smell 't ;  O  villany  I 
I  thought  so  then ; — I  'II  kill  myself  for  grief: — 

0  villany,  villany ! 

lago.  What,  are  you  mad  ?    I  charge  you,  get  you  home. 

Emil,  Good  gentlemen,  let  me  have  leave  to  speak : 
'Tis  proper  I  obey  him,  but  not  now. — 
Perchance,  lago,  I  will  ne'er  go  home. 

0th,  O!  O!  O!  {Bailing  on  the  bed. 

Emil,  Nay,  lay  thee  down  and  roar ; 

For  thou  hast  kill'd  the  sweetest  innocent. 
That  e'er  did  hft  up  eye. 

0th,  O,  she  was  foul  1 —  \Risitii;, 

1  scarce  did  know  you,  uncle :  there  lies  your  niece, 
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Whose  breath,  indeed,  these  hands  have  newly  stopp'd : 
I  know,  this  act  shows  terrible  and  grim. 

Gra,  Poor  Desdemona !  I  am  glad  thy  father 's  dead* 
Thy  match  was  mortal  to  him,  and  pure  grief 
Shore  his  old  thread  in  twain  :  did  he  live  now, 
This  sight  would  make  him  do  a  desperate  turn, 
Yea,  curse  his  better  angel  from  his  side, 
And  fall  to  reprobance. 

Olh,  'Tis  pitiful ;  but  yet  lago  knows 
That  she  with  Cassio  hath  the  act  of  shame 
A  thousand  times  committed ;  Cassio  confess'd  it : 
And  she  did  gratify  his  amorous  works 
With  that  recognizance  and  pledge  of  love 
Which  I  first  gave  her ;  I  saw  it  in  his  hand : 
It  was  a  handkerchief,  an  antique  token 
My  father  gave  my  mother. 

EmiL  O  heaven  !     O  heavenly  powers ! 

lago.  Come,  hold  your  peace. 

EmiL  'Twill  out,  'twill  out : — I  hold  my  peace,  Sir  1  no  ; 
1 41  be  in  speaking  liberal  as  the  air : 
Let  heaven,  and  men,  and  devils,  let  them  all. 
All,  all,  cry  shame  against  me,  yet  I  '11  speak. 

lago.  Be  wise,  and  get  you  home. 

EmiL  I  will  not 

[I AGO  offers  to  stab  his  wife, 

Gra.  Fie ! 

Your  sword  upon  a  woman ! 

EmiL  O  thou  dull  Moor !  that  handkerchief  thou  speak'st  of,. 
I  found  by  fortune,  and  did  give  my  husband ; 
For  often,  with  a  solemn  earnestness, — 
More  than,  indeed,  belong'd  to  such  a  trifle, — 
He  begg'd  of  me  to  steal  it. 

lago.  Villanous  whore ! 

EmiL  She  give  it  Cassio !  no,  alas,  I  found  it. 
And  I  did  give 't  my  husband. 

lago.  Filth,  thou  liest ! 

Emit.  By  heaven,  I  do  not,  I  do  not,  gentlemen. — 
O  murderous  coxcomb !  what  should  such  a  fool 
Do  with  so  good  a  wife  \  [Iago  stabs  Emiua. 

Ot/i.  Are  there  no  stones  in  heaven, 

But  what  serve  for  the  thunder  1 — Precious  villain ! 

\^Assauits  Iago,  and  is  disarmed  by  Montanql^ 
Iago  runs  out. 

Gra.  The  woman  falls ;  sure,  he  has  kill'd  his  wife. 
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EmiL  Ay,  ay : — O,  lay  me  by  my  mistress*  side ! 

Gra,  He 's  gone,  but  his  wife 's  kiird. 

Mon,  'Tis  a  notorious  villain.     Take  you  this  weapon, 
Which  I  have  here  recover'd  from  the  Moor : 
Come,  guard  the  door  without ;  let  him  not  pass, 
But  kill  him  rather.     I  '11  after  that  same  villain. 
For  'tis  a  damned  slave,         [Exeufit  Montano  and  GRATiANa 

0th,  I  am  not  valiant  neither. 

But  every  puny  whipster  gets  my  sword  : — 
But  why  should  honour  outlive  honesty] 
Let  it  go  all 

EmiL  What  did  thy  song  bode,  lady  1 

Hark,  canst  thou  hear  me  ?     I  will  play  the  swan. 
And  die  in  music : — "  Willow,  willow,  willow." — 
Moor,  she  was  chaste  ;  she  lov'd  thee,  cruel  Moor  \ 
So  come  my  soul  to  bliss,  as  I  speak  true ; 
So  speaking  as  I  think,  I  die, — I  die.  [Dies. 

0th,  I  have  another  weapon  in  this  chamber ; 
It  is  a  sword  of  Spain,  the  ice-brook*s  temper : — 
O,  here  it  is. — Uncle,  I  must  come  forth. 

Gra,  [  WithinP[  If  thou  attempt  it,  it  will  cost  thee  dear : 
Thou  hast  no  weapon,  and  perforce  must  suffer. 

0th,  Look  in  upon  me,  then,  and  speak  with  me, 
Or,  naked  as  I  am,  I  will  assault  thee. 

Re-enter  Gratiano. 

Gra,  What  is  the  matter? 

0th,  Behold,  I  have  a  weapon  5 

A  better  never  did  itself  sustain 
Upon  a  soldier's  thigh :  I  have  seen  the  day, 
That,  with  this  little  arm  and  this  good  sword, 
I  have  made  my  way  through  more  impediments 
Than  twenty  times  your  stop  : — but,  O  vain  boast ! 
AVho  can  control  his  fate  ?  'tis  not  so  now. — 
Be  not  afraid,  though  you  do  see  me  weapon'd ; 
Here  is  my  journey's  end,  here  is  my  butt, 
And  very  sea-mark  of  my  utmost  sail. 
Do  you  go  back  dismay'd  ]  'tis  a  lost  fear ; 
Man  but  a  rush  against  Othello's  breast, 
And  he  retires : — where  should  Othello  go  1 — 
Now,  how  dost  thou  look  now  1    O  ill-starr'd  wench ! 
Pale  as  thy  smock !  when  we  shall  meet  at  compt. 
This  look  of  thine  will  hurl  my  soul  from  heaven, 
And  fiends  will  snatch  at  it     Cold,  cold,  my  girl ! 
Even  like  thy  chastity. — 
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O,  cursed,  cursed  slave  ! — Whip  me,  ye  devils, 
From  the  possession  of  this  heavenly  sight  1 
Blow  me  about  in  winds !  roast  me  in  sulphur  I 
Wash  me  in  steep-down  gulfs  of  liquid  fire  \ — 
O  Desdemona !  Desdemona !  dead  1     O !  O !  O ! 

Snter  LoDOVico,  MoNTANOy  Cassio  carriid  in  a  chair^  and  Officen,  wUh  Iago» 

prisomr, 

Lod,  Where  is  this  rash  and  most  unfortunate  mani 

0th,  That 's  he  that  was  Othello ; — here  I  am. 

Lod,  Where  is  that  viper  1  bring  the  villain  fortri. 

0th,  I  look  down  towards  his  feet, — but  that 's  a  fable. — 
If  that  thou  be'st  a  devil,  I  cannot  kill  thee.        [  Wounds  Iago. 

Lod,  Wrench  his  sword  from  him. 

Iago,  I  bleed,  Sir ;  but  not  kill'd. 

0th,  I  am  not  sorry  neither :  I  'd  have  thee  Hve ; 
For,  in  my  sense,  'tis  happiness  to  die. 

Lod,  O  thou  Othello  1  that  wert  once  so  good, 
Fall'n  in  the  practice  of  a  damned  slave, 
What  shall  be  said  to  thee  ? 

0th,  Why,  any  thing : 

An  honourable  murderer,  if  you  will ; 
For  naught  I  did  in  hate,  but  all  in  honour. 

Lod,  This  wretch  hath  part  confessed  his  viUany : 
Did  you  and  he  consent  in  Cassio's  death  1 

0th,  Ay. 

Cos,  Dear  general,  I  never  gave  you  cause. 

0th,  I  do  believe  it,  and  I  ask  your  pardon. — 
Will  you,  I  pray,  demand  that  demi-devil, 
Why  he  hath  thus  ensnared  my  soul  and  body] 

Iago,  Demand  me  nothing  r  what  you  know,  you  know : 
Jrom  this  time  forth  I  never  will  speak  word. 

Lod,  What,  not  to  prayl 

Gra,  Torments  will  ope  your  lips. 

Oih,  Well,  thou  dost  best 

Lod,  Sir,  you  shall  understand  what  hath  befaH'n, 
Which,  as  I  think,  you  know  not     Here  is  a  letter. 
Found  in  the  pocket  of  the  slain  Roderigo ; 
And  here  another :  the  one  of  them  imports 
The  death  of  Cassio  to  be  undertook 
By  Roderigo. 

0th,  O  villain! 

Cos,  Most  heathenish,  and  most  gross  1 
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Lod,  Now,  here 's  another  discontented  paper. 
Found  in  his  pocket  too ;  and  this,  it  seems, 
Roderigo  meant  to  have  sent  this  damned  villain ; 
But  that,  belike,  lago  in  the  interim 
Came  in  and  satisfied  him. 

Oth.  O,  the  pernicious  caitiff 

How  came  you,  Cassio,  by  that  handkerchief. 
That  was  my  wife's  ? 

Cos.  I  found  it  in  my  chamber : 

And  he  himself  confessed,  but  even  now, 
That  there  he  dropp'd  it  for  a  special  purpose, 
Which  wrought  to  his  desire. 

0th.  O  fool !  fool !  fool  \ 

Cos,  There  is,  besides,  in  Roderigo's  letter, 
How  he  upbraids  lago,  that  he  made  him 
Brave  me  upon  the  watch ;  whereon  it  came 
That  I  was  cast :  and  even  but  now  he  spake. 
After  long  seeming  dead, — lago  hurt  him, 
lago  set  him  on. 

Lod.  You  must  forsake  this  room,  and  go  with  us : 
Your  power  and  your  command  is  taken  off. 
And  Cassio  rules  in  Cyprus.     For  this  slave, — 
If  there  be  any  cunning  cruelty 
That  can  torment  him  much,  and  hold  him  long, 
It  shall  be  his.     You  shall  close  prisoner  rest, 
Till  that  the  nature  of  your  fault  be  known 
To  the  Venetian  state. — Come,  bring  away. 

0th,  Soft  you ;  a  word  or  two,  before  you  go. 
I  have  done  the  state  some  service,  and  they  know  it ; 
No  more  of  that — I  pray  you,  in  your  letters. 
When  you  shall  these  unlucky  deeds  relate. 
Speak  of  me  as  I  am  j  nothing  extenuate. 
Nor  set  down  aught  in  malice :  then,  must  you  speak 
Of  one  that  lov'd,  not  wisely,  but  too  well ; 
Of  one  not  easily  jealous,  but,  being  wrought, 
Perplex'd  in  the  extreme ;  of  one,  whose  hand, 
Like  tne  base  Indian,  threw  a  pearl  away, 
Richer  than  all  his  tribe ;  of  one,  whose  subdu'd  eyes, 
Albeit  tmus^d  to  the  melting  mood. 
Drop  tears  as  fast  as  the  Arabian  trees 
Their  medicinal  gum.     Set  you  down  this ; 
And  say,  besides, — that  in  Aleppo  once, 
Where  a  malignant  and  a  tuiban*d  Turk 
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Beat  a  Venetian,  and  traduc'd  the  state, 

I  took  by  the  throat  the  circumcised  dog, 

And  smote  him — thus.  [S/ais  himseff. 

Lod,  O  bloody  period  I 

Gra.  All  that  s  spoKe  Is  marred 

0th,  I  kiss'd  thee,  ere  I  kill'd  thee : — no  way  but  this, 

[Failing  upon  Desdemoka« 
Killing  myself,  to  die  upon  a  kiss.  [Dies. 

Cas.  This  did  I  fear, — ^but  thought  he  had  no  weapon ; 
For  he  was  great  of  heart. 

Zoti,  [To  Iago.]  O  Spartan  dog, 

More  fell  than  anguish,  hunger,  or  the  sea ! 
Look  on  the  tragic  loading  of  this  bed ; 
This  is  thy  work  : — the  object  poisons  sight ; 
I-.et  it  be  hid. — Gratiano,  keep  the  house, 
And  seize  upon  the  fortunes  of  the  Moor, 
For  they  succeed  on  you. — To  you,  lord  governor. 
Remains  the  censure  of  this  hellish  villain ; 
The  time,  the  place,  the  torture ; — O,  enforce  it ! 
Myself  will  straight  aboard ;  and  to  the  state 
This  heavy  act  with  heavy  heart  relate.  \£x^/i/. 
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SCENE, — In  several  Parts  of  the  Roman  Eicpirk 


ANTONY  AND 


ACT  I. 
SCENE  J. — ^Alexandria.    A  Room  in  Cleopatra's  Palace 

Enter  DEMETRIUS  and  Philo. 

Phi,  Nay,  but  this  dotage  of  our  generaFs 
Overflows  the  measure :  those  his  goodly  eyes, 
That  o'er  the  files  and  musters  of  the  war 
Have  glow'd  like  plated  Mars,  now  bend,  now  turn, 
The  office  and  devotion  of  their  view 
Upon  a  tawny  front :  his  captain's  heart, 
"Wtiich  in  the  scuffles  of  great  fights  hath  burst 
The  buckles  on  his  breast,  reneges  all  temper, 
And  is  become  the  bellows  and  the  fan 

To  cool  a  gips/s  lust   [Flourish  within.']   Look,  where  they 
Take  but  good  note,  and  you  shall  see  in  him  [come : 

The  triple  pillar  of  the  world  transformed 
Into  a  strumpet's  fool :  behold  and  see. 

Enter  Antony  and  Cleopatra,  with  their  trains  ;  Eunuchs  Jdnning  her, 

CUo,  If  it  be  love  indeed,  tell  me  how  much. 

Ant.  There 's  beggary  in  the  love  that  can  be  reckon'd. 

Cleo.  I  '11  set  a  bourn  how  far  to  be  belov'd. 

Ant.  Then  must  thou  needs  find  out  new  heaven,  new  earth. 

Enter  an  Attendant. 

AtL  News,  my  good  lord,  from  Rome. 

Ant.  Grates  me : — the  sum. 

Cleo.  Nay,  hear  them,  Antony : 
Fulvia,  perchance,  is  angry ;  or,  who  knows 
If  the  scarce-bearded  Caesar  have  not  sent 
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His  powerful  mandate  to  you,  "  Do  this,  or  this ; 
Take  in  that  kingdom,  and  enfranchise  that ; 
Perform 't,  or  else  we  damn  thee.*' 

Ant  How,  my  love ! 

CUo,  Perchance, — nay,  and  most  like, — 
You  must  not  stay  here  longer ;  your  dismission 
Is  come  from  Caesar ;  therefore  hear  it,  Antony. — 
Where 's  Fulvia's  process  ?     Caesar's,  I  would  say  1 — Both  I — 
Call  in  the  messengers. — As  I  am  Egypt's  queen, 
Thou  blushest,  Antony ;  and  that  blood  of  thine 
Is  Caesar's  homager :  else  so  thy  cheek  pays  shame. 
When  shrill-tongu'd  Fulvia  scolds. — The  messengers ! 

Ant  Let  Rome  in  Tiber  melt,  and  the  wide  arch 
Of  the  rang'd  empire  fall !     Here  is  my  space. 
Kingdoms  are  clay :  our  dungy  earth  alike 
Feeds  beast  as  man  :  the  nobleness  of  life 
Is  to  do  thus ;  \Embracing^  when  such  a  mutual  pair. 
And  such  a  twain  can  do't,  in  which"  I  bind. 
On  pain  of  punishment,  the  world  to  weet. 
We  stand  up  peerless. 

Cleo,  Excellent  falsehood ! 

Why  did  he  marry  Fulvia,  and  not  love  her  I — 
I  '11  seem  the  fool  I  am  not ;  Antony 
Will  be  himself. 

Ant  But  stirr'd  by  Cleopatra. — 

Now,  for  the  love  of  Love,  and  her  soft  hours, 
Let 's  not  confound  the  time  with  conference  harsh : 
There  *s  not  a  minute  of  our  lives  should  stretch 
Without  some  pleasure  now :  what  sport  to-night  1 

Cho,  Hear  the  embassadors. 

Ant  Fie,  wrangling  queen  I 

Whom  every  thing  becomes, — to  chide,  to  laugh, 
To  weep ;  whose  every  passion  fully  strives 
To  make  itself,  in  thee,  fair  and  admir'd ! 
No  messenger ;  but  thine,  and  all  alone, 
To-night  we  '11  wander  through  the  streets,  and  note 
The  qualities  of  people.     Come,  my  queen ; 
Last  night  you  did  desire  it : — speak  not  to  us. 

\Exeunt  Ant.  and  Cleo.  with  their  fraim, 

Dem.  Is  Caesar  with  Antonius  priz'd  so  slight  1 

Phi.  Sir,  sometimes,  when  he  is  not  Antony, 
He  comes  too  short  of  that  great  property 
Which  still  should  go  with  Antony. 

Dcm,  I  am  full  sorry 
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That  he  approves  the  common  liar,  who 

Thus  speaks  of  him  at  Rome :  but  I  will  hope 

Of  better  deeds  to-monow.    Rest  you  happy.  \^Excuni, 


SCENE  II. — Alexandria.    Another  Room  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  Charmian,  Iras,  and  Alexas. 

Char,  Lord  Alexas,  sweet  Alexas,  most  any  thing  Alcxas,  almost 
most  absolute  Alexas,  where 's  the  soothsayer  that  you  praised  so  to 
the  queen  %  O !  that  I  knew  this  husband,  which,  you  say,  m\\'<x 
charge  his  horns  with  garlands  1 

Alex.  Soothsayer! 

Enter  a  Soothsayer. 
Sooth,  Your  will! 

Char.  Is  this  the  man  1 — Is  *t  you.  Sir,  that  know  things  f 
Sooth,  In  nature's  infinite  book  of  secrecy 

A  little  I  can  read. 
Alex.  Show  him  your  hand. 

Enter  Enobarbus. 

Eno.  Bring  in  the  banquet  quickly;  wine  enough  Cleopatra's 
health  to  drink. 

Char.  Good  Sir,  give  me  good  fortune. 

Sooth.  I  make  not,  but  foresee. 

Char.  Pray,  then,  foresee  me  one. 

Sooth.  You  shall  be  yet  far  fairer  than  you  are. 

Char,  He  means,  in  flesh. 

Jra^,  No,  you  shall  paint  when  you  are  old. 

Char.  Wrinkles  forbid ! 

Alex.  Vex  not  his  prescience ;  be  attentive. 

Char,  Hushl 

Sooth.  You  shall  be  more  beloving,  than  belov'd. 

Char.  I  had  rather  heat  my  liver  with  drinking. 

Alex.  Nay,  hear  him. 

Char.  Good  now,  some  excellent  fortune  !  I^t  me  be  married  to 
three  kings  in  a  forenoon,  and  widow  them  all :  let  me  have  a  child 
at  fifty,  to  whom  Herod  of  Jewry  may  do  homage :  find  me  to  many 
me  with  Octavius  Caesar,  and  companion  me  with  my  mistress. 

Sooth,  You  shall  outlive  the  lady  whom  you  serve. 

Char.  O  excellent !  I  love  long  life  better  than  figs. 

Sooth.  You  have  seen,  and  proved  a  fairer  former  fortune. 
Than  that  which  is  to  approach. 

Char.  Then,  belike,  my  children  shall  have  no  names ; — jpr'ythecj 
bow  many  boys  and  wenches  must  I  have  1 

VOL.  IV.  Y 
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Sooth.  If  every  of  your  wishes  had  a  womb, 
And  fertile  every  wish,  a  million. 

Char,  Out,  fool !  I  forgive  thee  for  a  witch. 

Alex,  You  think  none  but  your  sheets  are  privy  to  your  wishes. 

Char.  Nay,  come,  tell  Iras  hers. 

Alex,  We  'U  know  all  our  fortunes. 

Eno.  Mine,  and  most  of  our  fortunes,  to-night,  shall  be, — drunk 
to  bed. 

Iras,  There 's  a  palm  presages  chastity,  if  nothing  else. 

Char,  Even  as  the  o'erflowing  Nilus  presageth  famine. 

Iras,  Go,  you  wild  bedfellow,  you  cannot  soothsay. 

Char,  Nay,  if  an  oily  palm  be  not  a  fruitful  prognostication,  I 
cannot  scratch  mine  ear. — Pr'ythee,  tell  her  but  a  worky-day  fortune. 

Sooth,  Your  fortunes  are  alike. 

Iras,  But  how  1  but  how  %  give  me  particulars. 

Sooth,  I  have  said. 

Iras,  Am  I  not  an  inch  of  fortune  better  than  shel 

Char.  Well,  if  you  were  but  an  inch  of  fortune  better  than  I, 
where  would  you  choose  it  % 

Iras.  Not  in  my  husband's  nose. 

Char,  Our  worser  thoughts  heavens  mend ! — ^Alexas,— come,  his 
fortune,  his  fortune ! — O,  let  him  marry  a  woman  that  cannot  go, 
sweet  Isis,  I  beseech  thee:  and  let  her  die  too,  and  give  him  a 
worse  1  and  let  worse  follow  worse,  till  the  worst  of  all  follow  him 
laughing  to  his  grave,  fifty-fold  a  cuckold !  Good  Isis,  hear  me  this 
prayer,  though  thou  deny  me  a  matter  of  more  weight ;  good  Isis,  I 
beseech  thee  1 

Iras.  Amen.  Dear  goddess,  hear  that  prayer  of  the  people !  for, 
as  it  is  a  heart-breaking  to  see  a  handsome  man  loose-wived,  so  it  is 
a  deadly  sorrow  to  behold  a  foul  knave  uncuckolded :  therefore, 
dear  Isis,  keep  decorum,  and  fortune  him  accordingly ! 

Char,  Amen. 

Alex.  Lo,  now,  if  it  lay  in  their  hands  to  make  me  a  cuckold, 
they  would  make  themselves  whores,  but  they'd  do 't ! 

Efw,  Hush  I  here  comes  Antony. 

Char,  Not  he ;  the  queen. 

Enter  CLEOPATRA. 

Cleo,  Saw  you  my  lord? 
Eno,  No,  lady. 
Cleo,  Was  he  not  here  % 
Char,  No,  Madam. 

Cleo,  He  was  disposed  to  mirth ;  but  on  the  sudden,  a  Roman 
thought  hath  struck  him. — Enobarbus, —  ^ 
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£no.  Madam? 

CUo.  Seek  him,  and  bring  him  hither.     Where 's  Alexasl 
Aiex.  Here,  at  your  service. — My  lord  approaches. 
Cieo.  We  will  not  look  upon  him  :  go  with  us. 

[Exeunt  Cleopatra,  Enobarbus,  Alexas,  Iras^ 
Charmian,  and  Soothsayer. 

•     Enter  Antony,  vnth  a  Messenger  and  Attendants. 

Mtss,  Fulvia,  thy  wife,  first  came  into  the  field. 

Ant.  Against  my  brother  Lucius  t 

Mess.  Ay : 
But  soon  that  war  had  end,  and  the  time's  state 
Made  friends  of  them,  jointing  their  force  'gainst  Caesar; 
Whose  better  issue  in  the  war,  from  Italy, 
Upon  the  first  encounter,  drave  them. 

Ant.  Well,  what  worst  1 

Mess.  The  nature  of  bad  news  infects  the  teller. 

Ant.  When  it  concerns  the  fool,  or  coward. — On : — 
Things,  that  are  past,  are  done,  with  me. — ^"Tis  thus ; 
Who  tells  me  true,  though  in  his  tale  lie  death, 
I  hear  him  as  he  flatter'd. 

Mess.  Labienus 

(This  is  stiff  news)  hath,  with  his  Parthian  force, 
Extended  Asia  from  Euphrates  ; 
His  conquering  banner  shook,  from  Syria 
To  Lydia,  and  to  Ionia ;  whilst — 

Ant.  Antony,  thou  wouldst  say, — 

Mess.  O,  my  lord ! 

Ant.  Speak  to  me  home,  mince  not  the  general  tongue : 
Name  Cleopatra  as  she  is  call'd  in  Rome  \ 
Rail  thou  in  Fulvia's  phrase  ;  and  taunt  my  faults 
With  such  full  licence,  as  both  truth  and  malice 
Have  power  to  utter.     O,  then  we  bring  forth  weeds. 
When  our  quick  winds  lie  still ;  and  our  ills  told  us. 
Is  as  our  earing.     Fare  thee  well  a  while. 

Mess.  At  your  noble  pleasure.  [Exit 

Ant.  From  Sicyon,  ho,  the  news  I     Speak  there ! 

1  Att.  The  man  from  Sicyon, — ^is  there  such  a  one  1 

2  Att,  He  stays  upon  your  will 

Ant.  Let  him  appear. — 

These  strong  Egyptian  fetters  I  must  break, 
Or  lose  myself  in  dotage. — 

Enttr  another  Messenger. 

What  are  vouf 
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2  Mess.  Fulvia  thy  wife  is  dead. 

Ant,  Where  died  shef 

2  Mess,  In  Sicyon : 

Her  length  of  sickness,  with  what  else  more  serious 

Importeth  thee  to  know,  this  bears.  \Giving  a  letter. 

Ant,  Forbear  me. — 

\Exit  second  Messenger. 

There 's  a  great  spirit  gone  !     Thus  did  I  desire  it : 

What  our  contempts  do  often  hurl  from  us, 

We  wish  it  ours  again  j  the  present  pleasure, 

By  revolution  lowering,  does  become 

The  opposite  of  itself :  she  *s  good,  being  gone  ; 

The  hand  could  pluck  her  back,  that  shov'd  her  on. 

I  must  from  this  enchanting  queen  break  off: 

Ten  thousand  harms,  more  than  the  ills  I  know, 

My  idleness  doth  hatch. — Ho,  Enobarbus ! 

EnUr  Enobarbus. 

Eno,  What's  your  pleasure.  Sir? 

Ant,  I  must  with  haste  from  hence. 

Eno,  Why,  then,  we  kill  all  our  women:  we  see  how  mortal 
an  unkindness  is  to  them ;  if  they  suffer  our  departure,  death 's  the 
word. 

Ant,  I  must  be  gone. 

Eno.  Under  a  compelling  occasion,  let  women  die  :  it  were  pity 
to  cast  them  away  for  nothing ;  though,  between  them  and  a  great 
cause,  they  should  be  esteemed  nothing.  Cleopatra,  catching  but 
the  least  noise  of  this,  dies  instantly ;  I  have  seen  her  die  twenty 
times  upon  far  poorer  moment :  I  do  think  there  is  mettle  in 
death,  which  commits  some  loving  act  upon  her,  she  hath  such  a 
celerity  in  dying. 

Ant,  She  is  cunning  past  man's  thought. 

Eno.  Alack,  Sir,  no ;  her  passions  are  made  of  nothing  but  the 
finest  part  of  pure  love :  we  cannot  call  her  winds  and  waters,  sighs 
and  tears ;  they  are  greater  storms  and  tempests  than  almanacs  can 
report :  this  cannot  be  cunning  in  her ;  if  it  be,  she  makes  a  shower 
of  rain  as  well  as  Jove. 

Ant.  Would  I  had  never  seen  her  ! 

Eno.  O,  Sir,  you  had  then  left  unseen  a  wonderful  piece  of 
work ;  which  not  to  have  been  blessed  withal,  would  have  dis- 
credited your  travel. 

Ant,  Fulvia  is  dead. 

Eno.  Sir? 

Ant.  Fulvia  is  dead. 
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Efw,  Fulvia! 
Ant,  Dead. 

Efw.  Why,  Sir,  give  the  gods  a  thankful  sacrifice.  When  it 
pleaseth  their  deities  to  take  the  wife  of  a  man  from  him,  it  shows  to 
man  the  tailors  of  the  earth  ;  comforting  therein,  that  when  old  robes 
are  worn  out,  there  are  members  to  make  new.  If  there  were  no 
more  women  but  Fulvia,  then  had  you  indeed  a  cut,  and  the  case 
to  be  lamented  :  this  grief  is  crowned  with  consolation ;  your  old 
smock  brings  forth  a  new  petticoat : — and,  indeed,  the  tears  live  in 
an  onion  that  should  water  this  sorrow. 

Ant.  The  business  she  hath  broached  in  the  state 

Cannot  endure  my  absence. 
Eno,  And  the  business  you  have  broached  here  cannot  be  without 
you  ;  especially  that  of  Cleopatra*s,  which  wholly  depends  on  your 
abode. 

Anf,  No  more  light  answers.     Let  our  officers 
Have  notice  what  we  purpose.     I  shall  break 
The  cause  of  our  expedience  to  the  queen. 
And  get  her  love  to  part.     For  not  alone 
The  death  of  Fulvia,  with  more  urgent  touches. 
Do  strongly  speak  to  us  ;  but  the  letters,  too, 
Of  many  our  contriving  frieu'  '.j  in  Rome 
Petition  us  at  home  :  Sextus  Pompeius 
Hath  given  the  dare  to  Caesar,  and  commands 
The  empire  of  the  sea  :  our  slippery  people 
(Whose  love  is  never  link'd  to  the  deserver 
Till  his  deserts  are  past)  begin  to  throw 
Pompey  the  great,  and  all  his  dignities. 
Upon  his  son ;  who,  high  in  name  and  power, 
Higher  than  both  in  blood  and  life,  stands  up 
For  the  main  soldier ;  whose  quality,  going  on. 
The  sides  o'  the  world  may  danger :  much  is  breeding, 
Which,  like  the  courser's  hair,  hath  yet  but  life, 
And  not  a  serpent's  poison.     Say,  our  pleasure, 
To  such  whose  place  is  under  us,  requires 
Our  quick  remove  from  hence. 
Eno.  I  shall  do  it  [Exeunt 

SCENE  IIL— Another  Room  in  the  Palace, 

Enter  Cleofatka,  Charmian,  Iras,  omi/Alexas. 
C/eo,  Where  is  he  1 

Char,  I  did  not  see  him  since. 

C7«?.  See  where  he  is,  who  's  with  him,  what  he  does : — 
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I  did  not  send  you. — If  you  find  him  sad, 
Say  I  am  dancing ;  if  in  mirth,  report 


Exit  ALEXA& 


That  I  am  sudden  sick :  quick,  and  return. 

Char,  Madam,  methinks,  if  you  did  love  him  dearly, 
You  do  not  hold  the  method  to  enforce 
The  like  from  him. 

Cifo,  What  should  I  do,  I  do  not 

Char,  In  each  thing  give  him  way,  cross  him  in  nothing. 

Cl€o,  Thou  teachest  like  a  fool, — ^the  way  to  lose  him. 

Char,  Tempt  him  not  so  too  far ;  I  vdsh,  forbear : 
In  time  we  hate  that  which  we  often  fear. 
But  here  comes  Antony. 

CUo,  I  am  sick,  and  sullen. 

Enfer  ANTONY. 

Ant,  I  am  sorry  to  give  breathing  to  my  purpose,— 
Cleo,  Help  me  away,  dear  Charmian ;  I  shall  fall : 

It  cannot  be  ihus  long,  the  sides  of  nature 

Will  not  sustain  it 
Ant.  Now,  my  dearest  queen, — 

Cleo.  Pray  you,  stand  farther  from  me. 
Ant  What 's  the  mattei  \ 

Cleo,  I  know,  by  that  same  eye,  there 's  some  good  news. 

What  says  the  married  woman  ?— You  may  go : 

Would  she  had  never  given  you  leave  to  oome  I 

Let  her  not  say  'tis  I  that  keep  you  here, — 

I  have  no  power  upon  you ;  hers  you  are. 
Ant.  The  gods  best  know, — 
Cleo,  O,  never  was  there  queen 

So  mightily  betra/d !  yet  at  the  first 

I  saw  the  treasons  planted. 
Ant,  Cleopatra, — 

Cleo,  Why  should  I  think  you  can  be  mine,  and  true. 

Though  you  in  swearing  shake  the  thronbd  gods. 

Who  have  been  false  to  Fulvia  t    Riotous  madness, 

To  be  entangled  with  those  mouth-made  vows, 

AVhich  break  themselves  in  swearing ! 
Ant,  Most  sweet  queen,— 

Cleo.  Nay,  pray  you,  seek  no  colour  for  your  going, 

But  bid  farewell,  and  go :  when  you  su'd  staying, 

Then  was  the  time  for  words  :  no  going  then ; — 

Eternity  was  in  our  lips  and  eyes, 

Bliss  in  our  brows'  bent ;  none  our  parts  so  poor, 

But  was  a  race  of  heaven :  they  are  so  still. 
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Or  thou,  the  greatest  soldier  of  the  world, 
Art  tum'd  the  greatest  liar. 

Ant.  How  now,  lady ! 

Cleo,  I  would  I  had  thy  inches ;  thou  shouldst  know 
There  were  a  heart  in  Egypt 

Ant.  Hear  me,  queen : 

The  strong  necessity  of  time  commands 
Our  services  a  while ;  but  my  full  heart 
Remains  in  use  with  you.     Our  Italy 
Shines  o'er  with  civil  swords :  Sextus  Pompeius 
Makes  his  approaches  to  the  port  of  Rome : 
Equality  of  two  domestic  powers 
Breeds  scrupulous  faction :  the  hated,  grown  to  strength, 
Are  newly  grown  to  love :  the  condemned  Pompey, 
Rich  in  his  father^s  honour,  creeps  apace 
Into  the  hearts  of  such  as  have  not  thrived 
Upon  the  present  state,  whose  numbers  threaten  ; 
And  quietness,  grown  sick  of  rest,  would  piuge 
By  any  desperate  change  :  my  more  particular. 
And  that  which  most  with  you  should  safe  my  going. 
Is  Fulvia's  death. 

Cleo.  Though  age  from  folly  could  not  give  me  freedom. 
It  does  from  childishness :— can  Fulvia  die  ? 

Ant.  She  *s  dead,  my  queen  : 
Look  here,  and,  at  thy  sovereign  leisure,  read 
The  garboils  she  awak'd ;  at  the  last, — best, — 
See  when  and  where  she  died. 

Cleo.  O  most  false  love  1 

Where  be  the  sacred  vials  thou  shouldst  fill 
With  sorrowful  water?     Now  I  see,  I  see, 
In  Fulvia's  death,  how  mine  received  shall  be. 

Afit.  Quarrel  no  more,  but  be  prepared  to  know 
The  purposes  I  bear ;  which  are,  or  cease. 
As  you  shall  give  the  advice :  by  the  fire 
That  quickens  Nilus'  slime,  I  go  from  hence 
Thy  soldier,  servant ;  making  peace,  or  war, 
As  thou  affect'st 

Cleo.  Cut  my  lace,  Charmian,  come : — 

But  let  it  be : — I  am  quickly  ill,  and  well ; 
So  Antony  loves. 

Ant,  My  precious  queen,  forbear ; 

And  give  true  evidence  to  his  love,  which  stands 
An  honourable  trial. 

Cleo.  So  Fulvia  told  me. 
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I  pr*>'thee,  turn  aside,  and  weep  for  her ; 
Then  bid  adieu  to  me,  and  say  the  tears 
Belong  to  Egypt :  good  now,  play  one  scene 
Of  excellent  dissembling  ;  and  let  it  look 
Like  perfect  honour. 

AnL  You  '11  heat  my  blood  :  no  more. 

Cleo,  You  can  do  better  yet ;  but  this  is  meetly. 

Ant  Now,  by  my  sword, — 

Cko.  And  target — Still  he  mends ; 

But  this  is  not  the  best :— look,  pr'ythee,  Charmian, 
'  How  this  Herculean  Roman  does  become 
The  carriage  of  his  chafe. 

AnL  I  '11  leave  you,  lady. 

Cleo,  Courteous  lord,  one  word. 

Sir,  you  and  I  must  part, — ^but  that  *s  not  it : 
Sir,  you  and  I  have  lov'd, — but  there  *s  not  it ; 
That  you  know  well :  something  it  is  I  would, — 
O,  my  oblivion  is  a  very  Antony, 
And  I  am  all  forgotten. 

Ant.  But  that  your  royalty 

Holds  idleness  your  subject,  I  should  take  you 
For  idleness  itself. 

CUo,  'Tis  sweating  labour 

To  bear  such  idleness  so  near  the  heart, 
As  Cleopatra  this.     But,  Sir,  forgive  me ; 
Since  my  becomings  kill  me,  when  they  do  not 
Eye  well  to  you :  your  honour  calls  you  hence ; 
Therefore  be  deaf  to  my  unpitied  folly, 
And  all  the  gods  go  with  you !  upon  your  sword 
Sit  laureird  victory !  and  smooth  success 
Be  strew'd  before  your  feet ! 

Ant  Let  us  go.     Come  ; 

Our  separation  so  abides,  and  flies, 
That  thou,  residing  here,  go'st  yet  with  me, 
And  I,  hence  fleeting,  here  remain  with  thee. 
Away !  {Exeimf, 

SCENE  IV. — Rome.     An  Aparttnent  in  Caesar's  House, 

Enter  OcTAVius  C^esAR,  Lepidus,  and  Attendants. 
C<E5,  You  may  see,  Lepidus,  and  henceforth  know. 
It  is  not  Caesar's  natural  vice  to  hate 
Our  great  competitor :  from  Alexandria 
This  is  the  news : — he  fishes,  drinks,  and  wastes 
The  lamps  of  night  in  revel :  is  not  more  manlike 
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Than  Cleopatra ;  nor  the  queen  of  Ptoleray 
More  womanly  than  he :  hardly  gave  audience,  or 
Vouchsafd  to  think  he  had  partners :  you  shall  find  there 
A  man,  who  is  the  abstract  of  all  faults 
That  all  pien  follow. 

Lep.  I  must  not  think  there  are 

Evils  enow  to  darken  all  his  goodness : 
His  faults,  in  him,  seem  as  the  spots  of  heaven, 
More  fiery  by  night's  blackness ;  hereditary. 
Rather  than  purchas'd ;  what  he  cannot  change, 
Than  what  he  chooses. 

Cas,  You  are  too  indulgent     Let  us  grant,  it  is  not 
Amiss  to  tumble  on  the  bed  of  Ptolemy ; 
To  give  a  kingdom  for  a  mirth ;  to  sit 
And  keep  the  turn  of  tippling  with  a  slave ; 
To  reel  the  streets  at  noon,  and  stand  the  buffet 
With  knaves  that  smell  of  sweat :  say,  this  becomes  him, 
(As  his  composure  must  be  rare  indeed. 
Whom  these  things  cannot  blemish,)  yet  must  Antony 
No  way  excuse  his  soils,  when  we  do  bear 
So  great  weight  in  his  lightness.     If  he  fill'd 
His  vacancy  with  his  voluptuousness. 
Full  surfeits  and  the  dryness  of  his  bones 
Call  on  him  for 't :  but,  to  confound  such  time. 
That  drums  him  from  his  sport,  and  speaks  as  loud 
As  his  own  state  and  ours, — 'tis  to  be  chid 
As  we  rate  boys  \  who,  being  mature  in  knowledge, 
Pawn  their  experience  to  their  present  pleasure, 
And  so  rebel  to  judgment 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Lep.  Here  *s  more  news. 

Mess,  Thy  biddings  have  been  done ;  and  every  hour. 
Most  noble  Caesar,  shalt  thou  have  report 
How  'tis  abroad.     Pompey  is  strong  at  sea ; 
And  it  appears,  he  is  belov'd  of  those 
That  only  have  fear'd  Caesar :  to  the  ports 
The  discontents  repair,  and  men's  reports 
Give  him  much  wrong'd. 

Ccu,  I  should  have  known  no  less : 

It  hath  been  taught  us  from  the  primal  state. 
That  he  which  is,  was  wish'd,  until  he  were ; 
And  the  ebb'd  man  ne'er  lov'd,  till  ne'er  worth  love. 
Comes  dear'd  by  being  lackU     This  common  body, 
Like  to  a  vagabond  fiag  upon  the  stream, 
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Goes  to  and  back,  lackeying  the  varying  tide, 
To  rot  itself  with  motion. 

Mess,  Caesar,  I  bring  thee  word, 

Menecrates  and  Menas,  famous  pirates, 
Make  the  sea  serve  them,  which  they  ear  and  wound 
With  keels  of  every  kind :  many  hot  inroads 
They  make  in  Italy ;  the  borders  maritime 
Lack  blood  to  think  on't,  and  flush  youth  revolt : 
No  vessel  can  peep  forth,  but  'tis  as  soon 
Taken  as  seen ;  for  Pompey's  name  strikes  more, 
Than  could  his  war  resisted. 

Cos,  Antony, 

Leave  thy  lascivious  wassails.     When  thou  once 
Wast  beaten  from  Modena,  where  thou  sleVst 
Hirtius  and  Pansa,  consuls,  at  thy  heel 
Did  famine  follow;  whom  thou  fought'st  against, 
Though  daintily  brought  up,  with  patience  more 
Than  savages  could  suffer :  thou  didst  drink 
The  stale  of  horses,  and  the  gilded  puddle. 
Which  beasts  would  cough  at :  thy  palate  {hen  did  deign 
The  roughest  berry  on  the  rudest  hedge ; 
Yea,  like  the  stag,  when  snow  the  pasture  sheets, 
The  barks  of  trees  thou  browsed'st ;  on  the  Alps, 
It  is  reported,  thou  didst  eat  strange  flesh, 
AVhich  some  did  die  to  look  on :  and  all  this 
(It  wounds  thine  honour  that  I  speak  it  now) 
Was  borne  so  like  a  soldier,  that  thy  cheek 
So  much  as  lank*d  not 

Lep.  Tis  pity  of  him, 

Cas,  Let  his  shames  quickly 
Drive  him  to  Rome:  'tis  time  we  twain 
Did  show  ourselves  i'  the  field ;  and,  to  that  end. 
Assemble  me  immediate  council :  Pompey 
Thrives  in  our  idleness. 

Lep,  To-morroWj  Caesar, 

I  shall  be  fumish'd  to  inform  you  rightly. 
Both  what  by  sea  and  land  I  can  be  able, 
To  front  this  present  time. 

Cos,  Till  which  encounter. 

It  is  my  business  too.     Farewell 

Lep,  Farewell,  my  lord  :  what  you  shall  know  mean  time 
Of  stirs  abroad,  I  shall  beseech  you,  Sir, 
To  let  me  be  partaker. 

Cos.  Doubt  not,  Sir ;  I  knew  it  for  my  bond.  \Eoseunt^ 
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SCENE  V. — ^Alexandria.    A  Room  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  Cleopatra,  Cuarmian,  Iras,  and  Mardian. 

Cleo.  Charmian, — 

Char,  Madam. 

Cleo.  Ha,ha!— 
Give  me  to  drink  mandragora. 

Char.  Why,  Madam! 

Cieo.  That  I  might  sleep  out  this  great  gap  of  time, 
My  Antony  is  away. 

Char.  You  think  of  him  too  much. 

Cieo.  O,  'tis  treason ! 

Char.  Madam,  I  trust  not  so. 

Cleo.  Thou,  eunuch,  Mardian, — 

Mar.  What 's  your  highness*  pleasure  1 

Cleo.  Not  now  to  hear  thee  sing ;  I  take  no  pleasure 
In  aught  a  eunuch  has :  'tis  well  for  thee, 
That,  being  unseminar'd,  thy  freer  thoughts 
May  not  fly  forth  of  Egypt     Hast  thou  affections! 

Mar.  Yes,  gracious  Madam. 

Cleo.  Indeed? 

Mar.  Not  in  deed.  Madam  j  for  I  can  do  nothing 
But  what  in  deed  is  honest  to  be  done : 
Yet  have  I  fierce  affections,  and  think 
What  Venus  did  with  Mars. 

Cleo.  O  Charmian, 

Where  think'st  thou  he  is  now?    Stands  he,  or  sits  het 
Or  does  he  walk  ?  or  is  he  on  his  horse  ? 
O  happy  horse  to  bear  the  weight  of  Antony ! 
Do  bravely,  horse !  for  wot'st  thou  whom  thou  mov*stl 
The  demi- Atlas  of  this  earth,  the  arm 
And  burgonet  of  men. — He 's  speaking  now. 
Or  murmuring,  "  Where 's  my  serpent  of  old  Nile  1" 
For  so  he  calls  me : — now  I  feed  myself 
With  most  delicious  poison : — think  on  me. 
That  am  with  Phoebus'  amorous  pinches  black. 
And  wrinkled  deep  in  time?    Broad-fronted  Csssar, 
When  thou  wast  here  above  the  ground,  I  was 
A  morsel  for  a  monarch  :  and  great  Pompey 
Would  stand,  and  make  his  eyes  grow  in  my  brow ; 
There  would  he  anchor  his  aspect,  and  die 
With  looking  on  his  life. 

Enter  Alexas. 

Alex.  •  Sovereign  of  Egypt,  hail  f 


*> 
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CUo,  How  much  unlike  art  thou  Mark  Antony  I 
Yet,  coming  from  him,  that  great  medicine  hath 
With  his  tinct  gilded  thee. — 
How  goes  it  with  my  brave  Mark  Antony? 
.    Alex,  Last  thing  he  did,  dear  queen, 
He  kiss*d, — the  last  of  many  doubled  kisses, — 
This  orient  pearl : — his  speech  sticks  in  my  heart 

Cleo,  Mine  ear  must  pluck  it  thence. 

Alex,  "  Good  friend,"  quoth  lie, 

•*  Say,  the  firm  Roman  to  great  Egypt  sends 
This  treasure  of  an  oyster ;  at  whose  foot, 
To  mend  the  petty  present,  I  will  piece 
Her  opulent  throne  with  kingdoms ;  all  the  east, 
Say  thou,  shall  call  her  mistress."    So  he  nodded. 
And  soberly  did  mount  an  arm-gaunt  steed, 
Who  neigh'd  so  high,  that  what  I  would  have  spoke 
Was  beastly  dumb*d  by  him. 

Cleo.  What,  was  he  sad,  or  merry  t 

Alex,  Like  to  the  time  o'  the  year  between  the  extremes 
Of  hot  and  cold ;  he  was  nor  sad,  nor  merry. 

Cleo,  O  well-divided  disposition  ! — Note  him, 
Note  him,  good  Charmian,  'tis  the  man ;  but  note  him  : 
He  was  not  sad, — for  he  would  shine  on  those 
That  make  their  looks  by  his ;  he  was  not  merr)', — 
Which  seem'd  to  tell  them,  his  remembrance  lay 
In  Egypt  with  his  joy ;  but  between  both : 
O  heavenly  mingle  ! — Be'st  thou  sad,  or  merry. 
The  violence  of  either  thee  becomes. 
So  does  it  no  man  else. — Met'st  thou  my  posts  \ 

Alex,  Ay,  Madam,  twenty  several  messengers : 
Why  do  you  send  so  thick  1 

Cleo,  Who 's  bom  that  day 

When  I  forget  to  send  to  Antony, 
Shall  die  a  beggar. — Ink  and  paper,  Charmian. — 
Welcome,  my  good  Alexas. — Did  I,  Charmian, 
Ever  love  Caesar  so  ? 

Char,  O,  that  brave  Caesar ! 

Cleo,  Be  chok'd  with  such  another  emphasis  I 
Say,  the  brave  Antony. 

Char,  The  valiant  Caisar  I 

Cleo,  By  Isis,  I  will  give  thee  bloody  tcetli. 
If  thou  with  Caesar  paragon  again 
My  man  of  men. 
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Cfiar,  By  your  most  gracious  pardon, 

I  sing  but  after  you. 

CUo,  My  sallad  days, 

When  I  was  green  in  judgment : — cold  in  blood. 
To  say  as  I  said  then  ! — But  come,  away ; 
Get  me  ink  and  paper : 
He  shall  have  every  day  a  several  greeting. 
Or  I '11  unpeople  Egypt.  \Ex€u.'iU 


«»»— 


ACT   II. 
SCENE  I. — Messina.     A  Room  in  Pompev's  House. 

Enter  PoMPEV,  Menecrates,  and  Menas. 

Pom,  If  the  great  gods  be  just,  they  shall  assist 
The  deeds  of  justest  men. 

Mem,  Know,  worthy  Pompey, 

That  what  they  do  delay,  they  not  deny. 

Pom,  Whiles  we  are  suitors  to  their  throne,  decays 
The  thing  we  sue  for. 

Mene,  We,  ignorant  of  ourselves, 

Beg  often  our  own  harms,  which  the  wise  powers 
Deny  us  for  our  good  \  so  find  we  profit. 
By  losing  of  our  prayers. 

Pom,  I  shall  do  well : 

The  people  love  me,  and  the  sea  is  mine  \ 
My  power 's  a  crescent,  and  my  auguring  hope 
Says  it  will  come  to  the  full.     Mark  Antony 
In  Egypt  sits  at  dinner,  and  will  make 
No  wars  without  doors  :  Caesar  gets  money  where 
He  loses  hearts  :  Lepidus  flatters  both, 
Of  both  is  flatter'd ;  but  he  neither  loves. 
Nor  either  cares  for  him. 

Mm,  Caisar  and  Lepidus 

Are  in  the  field  :  a  mighty  strength  they  carry. 

Pom,  Where  have  you  this  ?  'tis  false. 

Men,  From  Silvius,  Sir. 

Pom,  He  clreams :  I  know  they  are  in  Rome  together. 
Looking  for  Antony.     But  all  the  charms  of  love. 
Salt  Cleopatra,  soften  thy  wan'd  lip ! 
Let  witchcraft  jom  with  beauty,  lust  with  both  I 


350  ANTONY  AND  CLEOPATRA.  \Mrr  il 

Tie  up  the  libertine  in  a  field  of  feasts, 
Keep  his  brain  fuming ;  Epicurean  cooks, 
Sharpen  with  cloyless  sauce  his  appetite ; 
That  sleep  and  feeding  may  prorogue  his  honour. 
Even  till  a  Lethe'd  dulness  ! — 

£nUr  Varrius. 

How  now,  Varrius ! 

Var,  This  is  most  certain,  that  I  shall  deliver : — 
Mark  Antony  is  every  hour  in  Rome 
Expected :  since  he  went  from  Egypt,  'tis 
A  space  for  farther  travel. 

Fom,  I  could  have  given  less  matter 

A  better  ear. — Menas,  I  did  not  think 
This  amorous  surfeiter  would  have  donn'd  his  helm 
For  such  a  petty  war :  his  soldiership 
Is  twice  the  other  twain  :  but  let  us  rear 
The  higher  our  opinion,  that  our  stirring 
Can  from  the  lap  of  Egypt's  widow  pluck 
The  ne'er  lust-wearied  Antony. 

Men.  I  cannot  hope, 

Caesar  and  Antony  shall  well  greet  together : 
His  wife,  that 's  dead,  did  trespasses  to  Cassar ; 
His  brother  warr'd  upon  him ;  although,  I  think, 
Not  mov'd  by  Antony. 

Pom.  I  know  not,  Menas, 

How  lesser  enmities  may  give  way  to  greater. 
Were 't  not  that  we  stand  up  against  them  all, 
'Twere  pregnant  they  should  square  between  themselves ; 
For  they  have  entertained  cause  enough 
To  draw  their  swords  :  but  how  the  fear  of  us 
May  cement  their  divisions,  and  bind  up 
The  petty  difference,  we  yet  not  know. 
Be  it  as  our  gods  will  have 't !     It  only  stands 
Our  lives  upon,  to  use  our  strongest  hands. 
Come,  Menas.  lExatftt. 

SCENE  II. — Rome.    A  Room  in  Lepidus'  Housts 

Enter  Enobarbus  and  Lepidus. 

Lep,  Good  Enobarbus,  'tis  a  worthy  deed, 
And  shall  become  you  well,  to  entreat  your  captain 
To  soft  and  gentle  speech. 

Eno,  I  shall  entreat  him 

To  answer  like  himself :  if  Caesar  move  him, 
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Let  Antony  look  over  Caesar's  head, 
And  speak  as  loud  as  Mars.     By  Jupiter, 
Were  I  the  wearer  of  Antonius'  beard, 
I  would  not  shave  to-day. 

Lep,  'Tis  not  a  time 

For  private  stomaching. 

Eno.  Every  time 

Serves  for  the  matter  that  is  then  bom  in 't 

Lep,  But  small  to  greater  matters  must  give  way. 

Eno,  Not  if  the  small  come  first 

Lep.  Your  speech  is  passion : 

But,  pray  you,  stir  no  embers  up.     Here  comes 
The  noble  Antony. 

EfiUr  Antony  and  Ventidius. 
Eno,  And  yonder,  Oesar. 

Enter  Caesar,  Mecanas,  and  Agrifpi. 

Ant,  If  we  compose  well  here,  to  Parthia : 
Hark  you,  Ventidius. 

Cos,  I  do  not  know, 

Mecaenas ;,  ask  Agrippa. 

Lep,  Noble  friends. 

That  which  combined  us  was  most  great,  and  let  not 
A  leaner  action  rend  us.     What 's  amiss. 
May  it  be  gently  heard :  when  we  debate 
Our  trivial  difference  loud,  we  do  commit 
Murder  in  healing  wounds :  then,  noble  partners, — 
The  rather,  for  I  earnestly  beseech, — 
Touch  you  the  sourest  points  with  sweetest  terms, 
Nor  curstness  grow  to  the  matter. 

Ant,  'Tis  spoken  welL 

Were  we  before  our  armies,  and  to  fight, 
I  should  do  thus. 

Cos,  Welcome  to  Rome. 

Ant,  Thank  you. 

Cas,  Sit. 

Ant,  Sit,  Sir. 

Cos,  Nay,  then — 

Ant,  I  learn,  you  take  things  ill,  which  are  not  so ; 
Or,  being,  concern  you  not 

Cos,  I  must  be  laugh'd  at. 

If,  or  for  nothing,  or  a  little,  I 
Should  say  myself  offended  ;  and  with  you 
Chiefly  i'  the  world :  more  laugh'd  at,  that  I  should 
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Once  name  you  derogately,  when  to  sound  your  name 

It  not  concerned  me. 
Ant  My  being  in  Egypt,  Caesar, 

What  was't  to  youl 
Cos.  No  more  than  my  residing  here  at  Rome 

Might  be  to  you  in  Egypt :  yet,  if  you  there 

Did  practise  on  my  state,  your  being  in  Egypt 

Might  be  my  question. 
Ant.  How  intend  you,  practised  1 

Cas.  You  may  be  pleas'd  to  catch  at  mine  intent, 

By  what  did  here  befall  me.     Your  wife,  and  brother, 

Made  wars  upon  me ;  and  their  contestation 

Was  theme  for  you, — you  were  the  word  of  war. 
Ant  You  do  mistake  your  business ;  my  brother  never 

Did  urge  me  in  this  act ;  I  did  enquire  it ; 

And  have  my  learning  from  some  true  reports, 

That  drew  their  swords  with  yoiL     Did  he  not  rather 

Discredit  my  authority  with  yours  ; 

And  make  the  wars  alike  against  my  stomach, 

Having  alike  your  cause  1     Of  this  my  letters 

Before  did  satisfy  you.     If  you  '11  patch  a  quarrel. 

As  matter  whole  you  have  to  make  it  with, 

It  must  not  be  with  this. 
Cics,  You  praise  yourself 

By  laying  defects  of  judgment  to  me ;  but 

You  patched  up  your  excuses. 
Ant  Not  so,  not  so ; 

I  know  you  could  not  lack,  I  am  certain  on 't, 

Very  necessity  of  this  thought,  that  I, 

Your  partner  in  the  cause  'gainst  which  he  fought. 

Could  not  with  graceful  eyes  attend  those  wars 

Which  fronted  mine  own  peace.     As  for  my  wife, 

I  would  you  had  her  spirit  in  such  another : 

The  third  o'  the  world  is  yours ;  which  with  a  snafilc 

You  may  pace  easy,  but  not  such  a  wife. 
Eno,  Would  we  had  all  such  wives,  that  the  men  might  go  to  wars 
with  the  women ! 
Ant  So  much  uncurbable,  her  garboils,  Caesar, 

Made  out  of  her  impatience,  (which  not  wanted 

Shrewdness  of  policy  too,)  I  grieving  grant. 

Did  you  too  much  disquiet :  for  that,  you  must 

But  say,  I  could  not  help  it 
Cas.  I  wrote  to  you. 

When  noting  in  Alexandria ;  you 
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Did  pocket  up  my  letters,  and  with  taunts 

Did  gibe  my  missive  out  of  audience. 
Ant.  Sir, 

He  fell  upon  me,  ere  admitted :  then 

Three  kings  I  had  newly  feasted,  and  did  want 

Of  what  I  was  i'  the  morning :  but,  next  day, 

I  told  him  of  myself;  which  was  as  much 

As  to  have  ask'd  him  pardon.     Let  this  fellow 

Be  nothing  of  our  strife ;  if  we  contend, 

Out  of  our  question  wipe  him. 
CcBs.  You  have  broken 

The  article  of  your  oath ;  which  you  shall  nevtr 

Have  tongue  to  charge  me  with. 
Lep.  Soil,  Caesar. 

Ant  No,  Lepidus,  let  him  speak : 

The  honour 's  sacred  which  he  talks  on  now. 

Supposing  that  I  lacked  it — But  on,  Csesar ; 

The  article  of  my  oath. 
Cas.  To  lend  me  arms  and  aid  when  I  required  them  ] 

The  which  you  both  denied. 
Ant  Neglected,  rather  \ 

And  then,  when  poison'd  hours  had  bound  me  up 

From  mine  own  knowledge.     As  nearly  as  I  may, 

I  '11  play  the  penitent  to  you :  but  mine  honesty 

Shall  not  make  poor  my  greatness,  nor  my  power 

Work  without  it     Truth  is,  that  Fulvia, 

To  have  me  out  of  Egypt,  made  wars  here ; 

For  which  myself,  the  ignorant  motive,  do 

So  far  ask  pardon,  as  befits  mine  honour 

To  stoop  in  such  a  case. 
Lep.  Tis  nobly  spoken. 

Mec.  If  it  might  please  you,  to  enforce  no  farther 

The  griefs  between  ye :  to  forget  them  quite. 

Were  to  remember  that  the  present  need 
,  Speaks  to  atone  you. 
Lep.  Worthily  spoken,  Mecaenas. 

Eno.  Or,  if  you  borrow  one  another's  love  for  the  instant,  you 
may,  when  you  hear  no  more  words  of  Pompey,  return  it  again :  you 
shaJl  have  time  to  wrangle  in,  when  you  have  nothmg  else  to  do. 
Ant.  Thou  art  a  soldier  only :  speak  no  more. 
Eno.  That  truth  should  be  silent,  I  had  almost  forgot 
Ant.  You  wrong  this  presence ;  therefore  speak  no  more. 
Eno.  Go  to,  then;  your  considerate  stone. 
Cos.  I  do  not  much  dislike  the  matter,  but 
VOL.  iv.  z 
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The  manner  of  hb  speech ;  for  it  cannot  be, 

We  shall  remain  in  friendship,  our  conditions 

So  differing  in  their  acts.     Yet,  if  I  knew 

What  hoop  should  hold  us  stanch,  from  edge  to  edge 

O'  the  world  I  would  pursue  it. 

Agr.  Give  me  leave,  Caesar,  «• 

Cces,  Speak,  Agrippa. 

Agr.  Thou  hast  a  sister  by  the  mother's  side, 
Admired  Octavia :  great  Mark  Antony 
Is  now  a  widower. 

Cos.  Say  not  so,  Agrippa : 

If  Cleopatra  heard  you,  your  reproof 
Were  well  deserv'd  of  rashness. 

Ant,  I  am  not  married,  Caesar:  let  me  hear 
Agrippa  farther  speak. 

Agr,  To  hold  you  in  perpetual  amity. 
To  make  you  brothers,  and  to  knit  your  hearts 
With  an  unslipping  knot,  take  Antony 
Octavia  to  his  wife ;  whose  beauty  claims 
No  worse  a  husband  than  the  best  of  men ; 
Whose  virtue  and  whose  general  graces  speak 
That  which  none  else  can  utter.     By  this  marriage, 
All  little  jealousies,  which  now  seem  great, 
And  all  great  fears,  which  now  import  their  dangers^ 
Would  then  be  nothing :  truths  would  be  but  tales. 
Where  now  half  tales  be  truths :  her  love  to  both, 
Would,  each  to  other,  and  all  loves  to  both. 
Draw  after  her.     Pardon  what  I  have  spoke ; 
For  'tis  a  studied,  not  a  present  thought. 
By  duty  ruminated. 

Ant.  Will  Csesar  speak  1 

Cos,  Not  till  he  hears  how  Antony  is  touched 
With  what  is  spoke  already. 

Ant.  What  power  is  in  Agrippa* 

If  I  would  say,  "  Agrippa,  be  it  so," 
To  make  this  good ) 

C(BS,  The  power  of  Caesar,  and 

His  power  unto  Octavia. 

Ant,  May  I  never 

To  this  good  purpose,  that  so  fairly  shows,    % 
Dream  of  impediment ! — Let  me  have  thy  hand : 
Farther  this  act  of  grace  ;  and  from  this  hour 
The  heart  of  brothers  govern  in  our  loves. 
And  sway  our  great  designs ! 
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Qbs.  There  is  my  hand. 

A  sister  I  bequeath  you,  whom  no  brother 

Did  ever  love  so  dearly :  let  her  live 

To  join  our  kingdoms  and  our  hearts ;  and  never 

Fly  off  our  loves  again ! 
Z^.  Happily,  amen  ! 

Ant.  I  did  not  think  to  draw  my  sword  'gainst  Pompey; 

For  he  hath  laid  strange  courtesies,  and  great, 

Of  late  upon  me :  I  must  thank  him  only, 

Lest  my  remembrance  suffer  ill  report ; 

At  heel  of  that,  defy  him. 
Z^.  Time  calls  upon  us : 

Of  us  must  Pompey  presently  be  sought. 

Or  else  he  seeks  out  us. 
Ant.  Where  lies  hel 

Cos,  About  the  Mount  Misenum. 
An/,  What 's  his  strength 

By  land  1 
Cos,  Great,  and  increasing :  but  by  sea 

He  is  an  absolute  master. 
Ant  So  is  the  fame. 

Would  we  had  spoke  together !     Haste  we  for  it : 

Yet,  ere  we  put  ourselves  in  arms,  despatch  we 

The  business  we  have  talk'd  of. 
Cos.  With  most  gladness ; 

And  do  invite  you  to  my  sister's  view. 

Whither  straight  I  '11  lead  you. 
Ant.  Let  us,  Lepidus, 

Not  lack  your  company. 
I^.  Noble  Antony, 

Not  sickness  should  detain  me. 

[Flourish,     Exeunt  CifiSAR,  Antony,  and  Lepidus. 
Mec,  Welcome  from  Egypt,  Sir. 

Eno,  Half  the  heart  of  Csesar,  worthy  Mecsenas ! — my  honour- 
able friend,  Agrippa ! — 
Agr.  Good  Enobarbus ! 

Mec.  We  have  cause  to  be  glad,  that  matters  are  so  well  digested. 
You  sta/d  well  by  it  in  Egypt 

Eno.  Ay,  Sir;  we  did  sleep  day  out  of  countenance,  and  made 
the  night  light  with  drinking. 

Mec.  Eight  wild   boars  roasted  whole  at  a  breakfast,  and  but 
twelve  persons  there ;  is  this  true  ? 

Eno.  This  was  but  as  a  fly  by  an  eagle :  we  had  much  more  mon- 
strous matter  of  feast,  which  worthily  deserved  noting. 
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Mec  She 's  a  most  triumphant  lady,  if  report  be  square  to  her. 

Eno,  When  she  first  met  Mark  Antony,  she  pursed  up  his  herrt* 
upon  the  river  of  Cydnus. 

Agr.  There  she  appeared  indeed ;  or  my  reporter  devised  well  for  her. 

Eno,  I  will  tell  you. 

The  barge  she  sat  in,  like  a  bumish'd  throne, 

Bum'd  on  the  water :  the  poop  was  beaten  gold ; 

Purple  the  sails,  and  so  perfumed,  that 

The  winds  were  love-sick  with  them ;  the  oars  were  silver. 

Which  to  the  tune  of  flutes  kept  stroke,  and  made 

The  water,  which  they  beat,  to  follow  faster, 

As  amorous  of  their  strokes.     For  her  own  persoOy 

It  beggared  all  description  r  she  did  lie 

In  her  pavilion,  (cloth-of-gold  of  tissue,) 

O'er-picturing  that  Venus,  where  we  see 

The  fancy  out-work  nature :  on  each  side  her 

Stood  pretty  dimpled  boys,  like  smiling  Cupids, 

With  divers-colouf  d  fans,  whose  wind  did  seem 

To  glow  the  delicate  cheeks  which  they  did  cool. 

And  what  they  undid,  did. 

Agr,  O,  rare  for  Antony  1 

Eno.     Her  gentlewomen,  like  the  Nereids, 
So  many  mermaids,  tended  her  i'  the  eyes. 
And  made  their  bends  adomings :  at  the  helm 
A  seeming  mermaid  steers :  the  silken  tackle 
Swell  with  the  touches  of  those  flower-soft  hand% 
That  yarely  frame  the  office.     From  the  barge 
A  strange  invisible  perfume  hits  the  sense 
Of  the  adjacent  wharfs.     The  city  cast 
Her  people  out  upon  her ;  and  Antony, 
Enthroned  i'  the  market-place,  did  sit  alone, 
Whistling  to  the  air ;  which,  but  for  vacancy, 
Had  gone  to  gaze  on  Cleopatra  too. 
And  made  a  gap  in  nature. 

Agr.  Rare  Egyptian  1 

Eno.  Upon  her  landing,  Antony  sent  to  her, 
Invited  her  to  supper :  she  replied. 
It  should  be  better  he  became  her  guest ; 
Which  she  entreated :  our  courteous  Antony, 
Whom  ne*er  the  word  of  "  No"  woman  heard  speak^ 
Being  barbefd  ten  times  o'er,  goes  to  the  feast  \ 
And,  for  his  ordinary,  pays  his  heart 
For  what  his  eyes  eat  only. 

Agr.  Royal  wench  1 
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She  made  great  Caesar  lay  his  sword  to  bed  -. 

He  ploughed  her,  and  she  cropped 
Eno.  I  saw  her  once 

Hop  forty  paces  through  the  public  street  ; 

And  having  lost  her  breath,  she  spoke,  and  panted 

That  she  did  make  defect  perfection, 

And,  breatliless,  power  breathe  forth. 
Mec.  Now  Antony  must  leave  her  utterly. 
Eno.  Never ;  he  will  not : 

Age  cannot  wither  her,  nor  custom  stale 

Her  infinite  variety :  other  women  cloy 

The  appetites  they  feed,  but  she  makes  hungry 

Where  most  she  satisfies :  for  vilest  things 

Become  themselves  in  her ;  that  the  holy  priests 

Bless  her  when  she  is  riggish. 
Mcc,  If  beauty,  wisdom,  modesty,  can  settle 

The  heart  of  Antony,  Octavia  is 

A  blessed  lottery  to  him. 
A^.  Let  us  go. — 

Good  Enobarbus,  make  yourself  my  guest 

Wliilst  you  abide  here. 
Eno,  Humbly,  Sir,  I  thank  you.  \Exeunt. 


SCENE  IIL — Rome.    A  Room  in  CiESAR's  House, 

Enter  CiCSAR,  Antony,  Octavia  between  thent ;  and  Attendants. 

Ant  The  world,  and  my  great  office,  will  sometimes 
Divide  me  from  your  bosom. 

Oct.  All  which  time. 

Before  the  gods  my  knee  shall  bow  my  prayers 
To  them  for  you. 

Ant.  Good  night,  Sir. — My  Octavia, 

Read  not  my  blemishes  in  the  world's  report : 
I  have  not  kept  my  square ;  but  that  to  come 
Shall  all  be  done  by  the  rule.     Good  night,  dear  lady. — 

Oct.  Good  night,  Sir. 

Ccu.  Crood  night.  [Exeunt  Ci£SAR  arid  Octavia. 

Enter  Soothsayer. 
Ant.  Now,  sirrah, — ^you  do  wish  yourself  in  Egypt  ] 
Sooth.  Would  I  had  never  come  from  thence,  nor  you  thither ! 
Ant.  If  you  can,  your  reason  ? 

Scoth.  I  see  it  in  my  motion,  have  it  not  in  my  tongue :  but  yet 
hie  you  to  Egypt  again. 
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Ant.  Say  to  me,  whose  fortunes  shall  rise  higher,  Caesar's,  or 
mine) 

Sooth.  Csesar's. 

Therefore,  O  Antony,  stay  not  by  his  side : 

Thy  demon, — ^that  thy  spuit  which  keeps  thee, — ^is 

Noble,  courageous,  high,  unmatchable, 

Where  Caesar's  is  not ;  but,  near  him,  thy  angel 

Becomes  a  Fear,  as  being  o'erpower'd :  therefore, 

Make  space  enough  between  you« 

Ant.  Speak  this  no  more. 

Sooth.  To  none  but  thee ;  no  more,  but  when  to  thee. 
If  thou  dost  play  with  him  at  any  game. 
Thou  art  sure  to  lose ;  and,  of  that  natural  luck. 
He  beats  thee  'gainst  the  odds :  thy  lustre  thickens, 
When  he  shines  by :  I  say  again,  thy  spirit 
Is  all  afraid  to  govern  thee  near  him ; 
But,  he  away,  'tis  noble. 

Ant.  Get  thee  gone : 

Say  to  Ventidius,  I  would  speak  with  him. — 

\Exit  Soothsayer. 
He  shall  to  Parthia. — Be  it  art,  or  hap, 
He  hath  spoken  true :  the  very  dice  obey  him  ; 
And,  in  our  sports,  my  better  cunning  faints 
Under  his  chance :  if  we  draw  lots,  he  speeds ; 
His  cocks  do  win  the  battle  still  of  mine. 
When  it  is  all  to  naught ;  and  his  quails  ever 
Beat  mine,  inhoop'd,  at  odds.     I  will  to  Egypt : 
And  though  I  make  this  marriage  for  my  peace, 
r  the  east  my  pleasure  lies. — 

Enter  Ventidius. 

O,  come,  Ventidius, 
You  must  to  Parthia :  your  commission's  ready ; 
Follow  me,  and  receive  it  \Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV.— Rome.    A  Street. 

Enter  Lepidus,  MECiCNAS,  and  Agrippa. 
Lep.  Trouble  yourselves  no  farther :  pray  you,  hasten 

Your  generals  after. 
Agr.  Sir,  Mark  Antony 

WUl  e'en  but  kiss  Octavia,  and  we'll  follow. 
Lep.  Till  I  shall  see  you  in  your  soldier's  dress. 

Which  will  become  you  both,  farewell 
Met.  We  shall. 
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As  1  conceive  the  journey,  be  at  the  Mount 
Before  you,  Lepidus. 

Lep,  Your  way  is  shorter; 

My  purposes  do  draw  me  much  about : 
You'll  win  two  days  upon  me. 

Mec.  Agr,  Sir,  good  success ! 

Lep.  Farewell  [Exeunt 


SCENE  V. — Alexandria.    A  Room  in  the  Palace, 

Enter  Cleopatra,  Charmian,  Iras,  Alexas,  and  Attendant 
Cleo,  Give  jne  some  music, — music,  moody  food 
Of  us  that  trade  in  love. 
Attend.  The  music,  ho  I 

Enter  Mardian. 

Cleo,  Let  it  alone;  let's  to  billiards:  come,  Charmian. 

Char.  My  arm  is  sore ;  best  play  with  Mardian. 

Cleo.  As  well  a  woman  with  a  eunuch  play*d, 
As  with  a  woman. — Come,  you'll  play  with  me.  Sir? 

Mar.  As  well  as  I  can,  Madam. 

Cleo,  And  when  good  will  is  show'd,  though 't  come  too  shorty 
The  actor  may  plead  pardon.     I  '11  none  now : — 
Give  me  mine  angle, — we  '11  to  the  river :  there, 
My  music  playing  far  off,  I  will  betray 
Tawny-finn'd  fishes ;  my  bended  hook  shall  pierce 
Their  slimy  jaws ;  and,  as  I  draw  them  up^ 
I  '11  think  them  every  one  an  Antony, 
And  say,  "  Ah,  ha !  you  *re  caught" 

Char,  'Twas  merry,  when 

You  wager'd  on  your  angling  \  when  your  diver 
Did  hang  a  salt-fish  on  his  hook,  which  he 
With  fervency  drew  up. 

Cleo,  That  time, — O  times  I-^— 

I  laugh'd  him  out  of  patience  ;  and  that  night 
I  laughed  him  into  patience :  and  next  mom, 
Ere  die  ninth  hour,  I  drunk  him  to  his  bed ; 
Then,  put  my  tires  and  mantles  on  him,  whilst 
I  wore  his  sword  Philippan. — 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

O,  from  Italy ! — 
Ram  thou  thy  fruitful  tidings  in  mine  ears. 
That  long  time  have  been  barren. 
Mess,  Madam,  Madam,— 
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Cko.  Antony 's  dead ! — if  thou  say  so,  villain, 
Thou  kilFst  thy  mistress  :  but  well  and  free, 
If  thou  so  yield  him,  there  is  gold,  and  here 
My  bluest  veins  to  kiss, — a  hand  that  kings 
Have  lipp'd,  and  trembled  kissing. 

Mess,  First,  Madam,  he  is  welL 

CUo,  Why,  there's  more  gold 

But,  sirrah,  mark,  we  use  « 

To  say,  the  dead  are  well :  bring  it  to  that. 
The  gold  I  give  thee  will  I  melt,  and  pour 
Down  thy  ill-uttering  throat 

Mess.  Good  Madam,  hear  me. 

Cleo.  Well,  go  to,  I  will ; 

But  there 's  no  goodness  in  thy  face :  if  Antony 
Be  free,  and  healthful, — so  tart  a  favour 
To  trumpet  such  good  tidings  !  if  not  well. 
Thou  shouldst  come  like  a  fury  crown'd  with  snakes, 
Not  like  a  formal  man. 

Mess.  Will  *t  please  you  hear  me  I 

Cleo.  I  have  a  mind  to  strike  thee  ere  thou  speak'st : 
Yet,  if  thou  say  Antony  lives,  is  well. 
Or  friends  with  Caesar,  or  not  captive  to  him, 
I  '11  set  thee  in  a  shower  of  gold,  and  hail 
Rich  pearls  upon  thee. 

Mess.  Madam,  he  *s  well 

Cleo.  Well  said. 

Mess.  And  friends  with  Csesar. 

Cleo.  Thou  'rt  an  honest  man* 

Mess.  Caesar  and  he  are  greater  friends  than  ever. 

Cleo.  Make  thee  a  fortune  from  me. 

Mess.  But  yet,  Madam,-^ 

Cleo.  I  do  not  like  "  but  yet,'*  it  does  allay 
The  good  precedence ;  fie  upon  "but  yet !" 
"  But  yet "  is  as  a  gaoler  to  bring  forth 
Some  monstrous  malefactor.     Pr'ythee,  friend. 
Pour  out  the  pack  of  matter  to  mine  ear, 
The  good  and  bad  together :  he's  friends  with  Caesar; 
In  state  of  health,  thou  sa/st ;  and  thou  sa/st,  free. 

Mess.  Free,  Madam !  no ;  I  made  no  such  report : 
He  *s  bound  unto  Octavia. 

Cleo.  For  what  good  turn  1 

Mess.  For  the  best  turn  i*  the  bed. 

Cleo.  I  am  pale,  Channiaiu 

Mess.  Madam,  he 's  married  to  Octavia, 
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CUo.  The  most  infectious  pestilence  upon  thee ! 

\StrUtes  him  down. 

Mess.  Good  Madam,  patience. 

Cleo.  What  say  you  % — Hence, 

[Strikes  him  again. 
Horrible  villain !  or  I  '11  spurn  thine  eyes 
Like  balls  before  me ;  I  '11  unhair  thy  head : 

[She  hales  him  up  and  djwn. 
Thou  shalt  be  whipped  with  wire,  and  stew'd  in  brine, 
Smarting  in  lingering  pickle. 

Mess,  Gracious  Madam, 

I,  that  do  bring  the  news,  made  not  the  match. 

Cleo.  Say,  'tis  not  so,  a  province  I  will  give  thee, 
And  make  thy  fortunes  proud :  the  blow  thou  hadst 
Shall  make  thy  peace,  for  moving  me  to  rage ; 
And  I  will  boot  thee  with  what  gift  beside 
Thy  modesty  can  beg. 

Mess,  He 's  married,  Madam. 

Cleo,  Rogue !  thou  hast  liv'd  too  long.  [Draws  a  dagger. 

Mess,  Nay,  then  I  'U  run. — 

What  mean  you,  Madam  1    I  have  made  no  fault  [Exit, 

Char,  Good  Madam,  keep  yourself  within  yourself: 
The  man  is  innocent 

Cleo,  Some  innocents  'scape  not  the  thunderbolt — 
Melt  Egypt  into  Nile !  and  kindly  creatures 
Turn  all  to  serpents ! — Call  the  slave  again  : — 
Though  I  am  mad,  I  will  not  bite  him : — call. 

Char,  He  is  afeard  to  come. 

Cleo,  I  will  not  hurt  him. — 

[Exit  Attendant. 
These  hands  do  lack  nobility,  that  they  strike 
IL  meaner  than  myself;  since  I  myself 
Have  given  myself  the  cause. — 

Re-enter  Attendant  with  Messenger. 

Come  hither,  Sir. 
Though  it  be  honest,  it  is  never  good 
To  bring  bad  news :  give  to  a  gracious  message 
A  host  of  tongues ;  but  let  ill  tidings  tell 
Themselves,  when  they  be  felt 

Mess,  I  have  done  my  duty. 

Cleo.  Is  he  married  % 

I  cannot  hate  thee  worser  than  I  do, 
If  thou  again  say,  "  Yes." 

MeKS,  He 's  married,  Madam. 


302  ANTONY  AND  CLEOPATRA.  [act  ii. 

Clco,  The  gods  confound  thee!  dost  thou  hold  there  still? 

Mess,  Should  I  lie.  Madam  ? 

CUo,  Oy  I  would  thou  didst^ 

So  half  my  Egypt  were  submerged,  and  made 
A  cistern  for  scaled  snakes  1     Go,  get  thee  hence : 
Hadst  thou  Narcissus  in  thy  face,  to  me 
Thou  wouldst  appear  most  ugly.     He  is  married  ? 

Mess.  I  crave  your  highness^  pardon. 

CUo,  He  is  married  ? 

Mess.  Take  no  offence,  that  I  would  not  offend  you  : 
To  punish  me  for  what  you  make  me  do, 
Seems  much  unequal     He  is  married  to  Octavia. 

Cleo.  O,  that  his  fault  should  make  a  knave  of  thee. 
That  art  not  what  thou'rt  sure  of! — Get  thee  hence : 
The  merchandise  which  thou  hast  brought  from  Rome, 
Are  all  too  dear  for  me :  lie  they  upon  thy  hand. 
And  be  undone  by  'em !  \Exit  Messenger. 

Char.  Good  your  highness,  patience. 

Cleo.  In  praising  Antony,  I  have  dispraised  Caesar. 

Char.  Many  times.  Madam. 

Cleo.  I  am  paid  for 't  now. 

Lead  me  from  hence ; 

I  faint.     O  Iras !  Charmian ! — Tis  no  matter. — 
Go  to  the  fellow,  good  Alexas ;  bid  him 
Report  the  feature  of  Octavia,  her  years, 
Her  inclination,  let  him  not  leave  out 
The  colour  of  her  hair : — bring  me  word  quickly. — 

\Exit  Alexas. 
Let  him  for  ever  go : — let  him  not — Charmian, 
Though  he  be  painted  one  way  like  a  Gorgon, 
The  other  way  *s  a  Mars. — \To  Mardian.]  Bid  you  Alexas 
Bring  me  word,  how  tall  she  is. — Pity  me,  Charmian, 
But  do  not  speak  to  me. — Lead  me  to  my  chamber.     \Exeunt. 


SCENE  VI.— iV'^jr  MiSENUM. 

Flourish.    Enter  PoMPEY  and  Meh AS,  from  one  side,  with  drtim  and  irum/>et: 
from  the  other,  CiBSAR,  ANTONY,  Lepidus,  Enobarbus,  Mec^BNAS*  'ivith 
Soldiers  marching. 

Pom.  Your  hostages  I  have,  so  have  you  mine ; 
And  we  shall  talk  before  we  fight 

C(Bs.  Most  meety 

That  first  we  come  to  words ;  and  therefore  have  wc 
Our  written  purposes  before  us  sent ; 
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Which,  if  thou  hast  considered,  let  us  know 
If 'twill  tie  up  thy  discontented  sword, 
And  carry  back  to  Sicily  much  tall  youth. 
That  else  must  perish  here. 

Pom.  To  you  all  threc^ 

The  senators  alone  of  this  great  world, 
Chief  factors  for  the  gods, — I  do  not  know 
Wherefore  my  father  should  revengers  want. 
Having  a  son  and  friends;  since  Julius  Caesar, 
Who  at  Philippi  the  good  Brutus  ghosted, 
There  saw  you  labouring  for  him.    What  was 't 
That  mov'd  pale  Cassius  to  conspire  ?  and  what 
Made  the  all-honour'd,  honest  Roman,  Brutus, 
With  the  arm'd  rest,  courtiers  of  beauteous  freedom, 
To  drench  the  Capitol ;  but  that  they  would 
Have  one  man  but  a  man?    And  that  is  it 
Hath  made  me  rig  my  navy ;  at  whose  burden 
The  anger*d  ocean  foams ;  with  which  I  meant 
To  scourge  th'  ingratitude  that  despiteful  Rome 
Cast  on  my  noble  father. 

C<zs.  Take  your  time. 

Ant  Thou  canst  not  fear  us,  Porapey,  with  thy  sails ; 
We  *11  speak  with  thee  at  sea :  at  land,  thou  know'st 
How  much  we  do  o*er-count  thee. 

Pom.  At  land,  indeed. 

Thou  dost  o'er-count  me  of  my  father's  house : 
But,  since  the  cuckoo  builds  not  for  himself. 
Remain  in't  as  thou  mayst 

Lep.  Be  pleas'd  to  tell  us 

(For  this  is  from  the  present)  how  you  take 
The  offers  we  have  sent  you. 

Cos.  There's  the  point. 

Ant.  Which  do  not  be  entreated  to,  but  weigh 
What  it  is  worth  embraced. 

C(BS.  And  what  may  follow. 

To  try  a  larger  fortune. 

Pom.  You  have  made  me  offer 

Of  Sicily,  Sardinia ;  and  I  must 
Rid  all  the  sea  of  pirates ;  then,  to  send 
Measures  of  wheat  to  Rome :  this  'greed  upon, 
To  part  with  unhack'd  edges,  and  bear  back 
Our  targes  undinted. 

Cas.  Ant.  Lep.  That's  our  offer. 

Pom.  Know,  then. 


n 
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I  came  before  you  here,  a  man  prepared 
To  take  this  offer :  but  Mark  Antony 
Put  me  to  some  impatience : — ^though  I  lose 
The  praise  of  it  by  telling,  you  must  know, 
When  Caesar  and  your  brother  were  at  blows, 
Your  mother  came  to  Sicily,  and  did  find 
Her  welcome  friendly. 

Ant.  I  have  heard  it,  Pompey; 

And  am  well  studied  for  a  liberal  thanks, 
AVhich  I  do  owe  you. 

Pom,  Let  me  have  your  hand : 

I  did  not  think.  Sir,  to  have  met  you  here. 

Ant.  The  beds  i'  the  east  are  soft ;  and  thanks  to  you. 
That  call'd  me,  timelier  than  my  purpose,  hither ; 
For  I  have  gain'd  by  it 

Cces.  Since  I  saw  you  last, 

There  is  a  change  upon  you. 

Pom.  Well,  I  know  not 

What  counts  harsh  fortune  casts  upon  my  face ; 
But  in  my  bosom  shall  she  never  come, 
To  make  my  heart  her  vassal. 

Lep.  Well  met  here. 

Pom.  I  hope  so,  Lepidus. — Thus  we  are  agreed : 
I  crave,  our  composition  may  be  written, 
And  seard  between  us. 

CcBs.  That's  the  next  to  do. 

Pom.  We'll  feast  each  other,  ere  we  part;  and  let's 
r)raw  lots  who  shall  begin. 

Ant.  That  will  I,  Pompey. 

Pom.  No,  Antony,  take  the  lot :  but,  first 
Or  last,  your  fine  Egyptian  cookery 
Shall  have  the  fame.     I  have  heard,  that  Julius  Caesar 
Grew  fat  with  feasting  there. 

Ant.  You  have  heard  much. 

Pom.  I  have  fair  meanings.  Sir. 

Ant.  And  fair  words  to  them. 

Pom.  Then,  so  much  have  I  heard : 
And  I  have  heard,  Apollodorus  carried — 

Eno.  No  more  of  that : — he  did  so. 

Pom.  What,  I  pray  jrou  t 

Eno.  A  certain  queen  to  Caesar  in  a  mattress. 

Pom.  I  know  thee  now:  howfar'st  thou,  soldier f 

Eno.  Well; 
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And  well  am  like  to  do ;  for,  I  perceive, 
Four  feasts  are  toward. 
Pom.  Let  me  shake  thy  hand ; 

I  never  hated  thee :  I  have  seen  thee  fight, 
When  I  have  envied  thy  behaviour. 
Etw.  Sir, 

I  never  lov'd  you  much  ;  but  I  have  prais'd  you, 
When  you  have  well  deserved  ten  times  as  much 
As  I  have  said  you  did 
Pom,  Enjoy  thy  plainness, 

It  nothing  ill  becomes  thee. — 
Aboard  my  galley  I  invite  you  all : 
Will  you  lead,  lords] 
Cas,  Ant  Lep.  Show  us  the  way,  Sir. 
Pofn.  Come. 

[Exeunt  ail  except  Menas  and  Enobarbus. 
Men.  [Aside."]  Thy  father,  Pompey,  would  ne'er  have  made  this 
treaty. — [Aloud.]  You  and  I  have  known,  Sir. 
Eno.  At  sea,  I  think. 
Men.  We  have,  Sir. 
Eno.  You  have  done  well  by  water. 
Men.  And  you  by  land. 

Eno.  I  will  praise  any  man  that  will  praise  me ;  though  it  cannot 
be  denied  what  I  have  done  by  land. 
Men.  Nor  what  I  have  done  by  water. 

Eno.  Yes,  something  you  can  deny  for  your  own  safety :  you  have 
been  a  great  thief  by  sea. 
Men.  And  you  by  land. 

Eno.  There  I  deny  my  land  service.  But  give  me  your  hand, 
Menas :  if  our  eyes  had  authority,  here  they  might  take  two  thieves 
kissing. 

Men.  All  men's  faces  are  true,  whatsoe'er  their  hands  are. 
Eno.  But  there  is  never  a  fair  woman  has  a  true  face. 
Men.  No  slander, — they  steal  hearts. 
Eno.  We  came  hither  to  fight  with  you. 

Men.  For  my  part,  I  am  sorry  it  is  turned  to  a  drinking.  Pompey 
doth  this  day  laugh  away  his  fortune. 

Eno.  If  he  do,  sure,  he  cannot  weep  it  back  again. 
Men.  You  have  said.  Sir.     We  looked  not  for  Mark  Antony  here : 
pray  you,  is  he  married  to  Cleopatra  1 
Eno.  Caesar's  sister  is  call'd  Octavia. 
Men.  True,  Sir ;  she  was  the  wife  of  Caius  Marcellus, 
Eno.  But  she  is  now  the  wife  of  Marcus  Antonius. 
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Men.  Pray  you,  Sir? 

Em.  'Tis  true. 

Men.  Then  is  Caesar,  and  he,,  for  ever  knit  together. 

Eno.  If  I  were  bound  to  divine  of  this  unity,  I  would  not 
prophesy  so. 

Men.  I  think,  the  policy  of  that  purpose  made  more  in  the  mar- 
riage, than  the  love  of  the  parties. 

Em.  I  think  so  too.  But  you  shall  find,  the  band  that  seems  to 
tie  their  friendship  together  will  be  the  very  strangler  of  their  amity : 
Octavia  is  of  a  holy,  cold,  and  still  conversation. 

Men.  Who  would  not  have  his  wife  so  ^ 

Eno.  Not  he,  that  himself  is  not  so ;  which  is  Mark  Antony.  He 
will  to  his  Egyptian  dish  again :  then,  shall  the  sighs  of  Octavia 
blow  the  fire  up  in  Caesar ;  and,  as  I  said  before,  that  which  is  the 
strength  of  their  amity,  shall  prove  the  immediate  author  of  their 
variance.  Antony  will  use  his  affection  where  it  is :  he  married  but 
his  occasion  here. 

Men.  And  thus  it  may  be.  Come,  Sir,  will  you  aboard  ]  I  have 
a  liealth  for  you. 

Eno.  I  shall  take  it,  Sir :  we  have  used  our  throats  in  Eg}^)^ 

Men.  Come,  let's  away.  \Exeunt. 

SCENE  VII. — On  board  Vou^^\'s  Galley,  fying  near  Misjlsvu. 

Music.     Enter  two  or  three  Servants,  with  a  banquet, 

1  Serv.  Here  they  *11  be,  man.  Some  o*  their  plants  are  ill-rooted 
already ;  the  least  wind  i*  the  world  will  blow  them  down. 

2  Serv.  Lepidus  is  high-coloured. 

1  Serv.  They  have  made  him  drink  alms-drink. 

2  Sero.  As  they  pinch  one  another  by  the  disposition,  he  cries 
out,  "  No  more ;"  reconciles  them  to  his  entreaty,  and  himself  to  the 
drink. 

1  Serv.  But  it  raises  the  greater  war  between  him  and  his  dis- 
cretion. 

2  Serv.  Why,  this  it  is  to  have  a  name  in  great  men's  fellowship  -. 
I  had  as  lief  have  a  reed  that  will  do  me  no  service,  as  a  partisan  I 
could  not  heave. 

I  Serv.  To  be  called  into  a  huge  sphere,  and  not  to  be  seen  to 
move  in 't,  are  the  holes  where  eyes  should  be,  which  pitifully  disaster 
the  cheeks. 

A  sennet  sounded.    Enter  CiCSAR,  Antony,  Lepidus,  Pompby,  Agrxppa, 
MECiCNAS,  Enobarbus,  Menas,  tuith  other  Captains. 

Ant.  [To  C/ESAR.]  Thus  do  they.  Sir:  they  take  the  flow  o'  the 
Nile 
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By  certain  scales  i'  the  pyramid;  they  know, 
By  the  height,  the  lowness,  or  the  mean,  if  dearth. 
Or  foison,  follow :  the  higher  Nilus  swells, 
The  more  it  promises ;  as  it  ebbs,  the  seedsman 
Upon  the  slime  and  ooze  scatters  his  grain. 
And  shortly  comes  to  harvest 

Lep,  You  have  strange  serpents  there. 

Ant  Ay,  Lepidus. 

Lep,  Your  serpent  of  Egy-pt  is  bred,  now,  of  your  mud  by  the 
operation  of  your  sun :  so  is  your  crocodile. 

Ant,  They  are  so. 

Pom,  Sit, — and  some  wine  I — A  health  to  Lepidus. 

Lep,  I  am  not  so  well  as  I  should  be,  but  I  '11  ne'er  out. 

Eno.  Not  till  you  have  slept ;  I  fear  me,  you  *11  be  in,  till  then. 

Lep,  Nay,  certainly,  I  have  heard,  the  Ptolemies'  p)rramises  are 
very  goodly  things ;  without  contradiction,  I  have  heard  that. 


Men, 
Pom, 


Aside  to  Pom. 


Pompey,  a  word. 
Aside  to  Men.]  Say  in  mine  ear :  what  is't] 
Men,  [Aside  to  Pom.]  Forsake  thy  seat,  I  do  beseech  thee,  captain, 

And  hear  me  speak  a  word. 
Pom,  [Aside  to  Men.]  Forbear  me  till  anon. — 

This  wine  for  Lepidus. 
Lep,  What  manner  o'  thing  is  your  crocodile  1 
Ant,  It  is  shaped.  Sir,  like  itself;  and  it  is  as  broad  as  it  hath 
breadth ;  it  is  just  so  high  as  it  is,  and  moves  with  its  own  organs ; 
it  lives  by  that  which  nourisheth  it ;  and  the  elements  once  out  of 
it,  it  transmigrates. 

Lep,  What  colour  is  it  of  1 
Ant,  Of  its  own  colour  too. 
Lep.  'Tis  a  strange  serpent. 
Ant.  'Tis  so :  and  the  tears  of  it  are  wet 
C(BS,  Will  this  description  satisfy  him  ] 

Ant,  With  the  health  that  Pompey  gives  him,  else  he  is  a  very 
epicurot 

Pom.  [Aside  to  Men.]  Go  hang.  Sir,  hang  I    Tell  me  oX  that? 
away ! 
Do  as  I  bid  you. — ^AVhere's  this  cup  I  calPd  for] 
Men,  [Aside  to  Pom.]  If  for  the  sake  of  merit  thou  wilt  hear  me, 

Rise  from  thy  stool. 
Pom,  [Aside  to  Men.]  I  think,  thou'rt  mad.     The  matter? 

[Rises;  and  walks  aside  with  Men  as. 
Men.  I  have  ever  held  my  cap  off  to  thy  fortunes. 
Pom.  Thou  hast  serv'd  me  with  much  faith.      What's  else  to 
Be  jolly,  lords.  [say  i — 
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Ant.  These  quicksands^  Lepidus, 

Keep  off  them,  for  you  sink. 

Men.  Wilt  thou  be  lord  of  all  the  world  1 

Fom.  What  sa/st  thou  ? 

Men.  Wilt  thou  be  lord  of  the  whole  world  1    That's  twice. 

Pom.  How  should  that  bel 

Men.  But  entertain  it, 

And  though  thou  think  me  poor,  I  am  the  man 
Will  give  thee  all  the  world. 

Font.  Hast  thou  drunk  well  f 

Men.  No,  Pompey,  I  have  kept  me  from  the  cup. 
Thou  art,  if  thou  dar'st  be,  the  earthly  Jove : 
Whate'er  the  ocean  pales,  or  sky  inclips, 
Is  thine,  if  thou  wilt  have 't 

Font.  Show  me  which  way. 

Men.  These  three  world-sharers,  these  competitors^ 
Are  in  thy  vessel :  let  me  cut  the  cable ; 
And,  when  we  are  put  off,  fall  to  their  throats : 
All  there  is  thine. 

Font.  Ah,  this  thou  shouldst  have  done. 

And  not  have  spoke  on  *t !     In  me,  'tis  villany ; 
In  thee,  't  had  been  good  service.    Thou  must  know, 
'Tis  not  my  profit  that  does  lead  mine  honour ; 
Mine  honour,  it     Repent  that  e'er  thy  tongue 
Hath  so  betra/d  thine  act :  being  done  unknown, 
I  should  have  found  it  afterwards  well  done ; 
But  must  condemn  it  now.     Desist,  and  drink. 

[Returns  to  his 

Men.  [Aside!]  For  this, 
I  '11  never  follow  thy  palFd  fortunes  more. 
Who  seeks,  and  will  not  take,  when  once  'tis  ofifer'd. 
Shall  never  find  it  more. 

Font.  This  health  to  Lepidus  1 

Ant.  Bear  him  ashore. — I  '11  pledge  it  for  him,  Pompey. 

Eno.  Here 's  to  thee,  Menas ! 

Men.  Enobarbus,  welcome  1 

Font.  Fill,  till  the  cup  be  hid. 

Eno.  There 's  a  strong  fellow,  Menas. 

[Fointing  to  the  Attendant,  who  carries  ^Lepidu 

Men.  Why  ? 

Eno.  He  bears 

The  third  part  of  the  world,  man ;  see'st  noti 

Men.  The  third  part,  then,  is  drunk :  would  it  were  all. 
That  it  might  go  on  wheels ! 
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Eno.  Drink  thou ;  increase  the  reels. 

Mm,  Come. 

FanL  This  is  not  yet  an  Alexandrian  feast 

Ant,  It  ripens  towards  it — Strike  the  vessels,  ho ! — 
Here  is  to  Caesar ! 

Cas.  I  could  well  forbear 't 

It's  monstrous  labour,  when  I  wash  my  brain, 
And  it  grows  fouler. 

Ant.  Be  a  child  o'  the  time. 

Qbs,  Possess  it,  I  '11  make  answer :  but  I  had  rather  fast 
From  all  four  days,  than  drink  so  much  in  one. 

Eno.  [To  Ant.]  Ha,  my  brave  emperor ! 
Shall  we  dance  now  the  Egyptian  Bacchanals, 
And  celebrate  our  drink  ? 

Pom,  Let's  ha't,  good  soldier. 

Ant  Come,  let 's  all  take  hands. 
Till  that  the  conquering  wine  hath  steep'd  our  sense 
In  soft  and  delicate  Lethe. 

Eno.  All  take  hands. — 

Make  battery  to  our  ears  with  the  loud  music : — 
The  while  I  '11  place  you :  then,  the  boy  shall  sing ; 
The  holding  every  man  shall  bear,  as  loud 
As  his  strong  sides  'can  volley. 

[Music  plays,     Enobarbvs  p/acrs  thein  hand  in  hand. 

SONG. 

Come,  thou  monarch  of  the  vine, 
Flumpy  Bacchus,  with  pink  eyne  I 
In  thy  vats  our  cares  be  drownM ; 
With  thy  grapes  our  hairs  be  crown'd  ; 

Cup  us,  till  the  world  go  round ; 

Cup  us,  till  the  world  go  round ! 

Gw.  What  would  you  more  ? — Pompey,  good  night — Good 
brother. 
Let  me  request  you  off:  our  graver  business 
Frowns  at  this  levity. — Gentle  lords,  let's  part; 
You  see,  we  have  burnt  our  cheeks :  strong  Enobarbe 
Is  weaker  than  the  wine  \  and  mine  own  tongue 
Splits  what  it  speaks :  the  wild  disguise  hath  almost 
Antick'd  us  alL     What  needs  more  words?    Good  night- 
Good  Antony,  your  hand. 

Pom,  I  '11  try  you  on  the  shore. 

Ant,  And  shall,  Sir :  give 's  your  hand. 

Pom,  O,  Antony  I 

VOL.  IV.  2  A  * 
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You  have  my  father's  house, — ^But,  whati  we  are  friends. 
Come,  down  into  the  boat 

Eno.  Take  heed  you  fall  not — 

[Exeunt  Pompey,  C/CSar,  Antony,  and  Attendants. 
Menas,  I  '11  not  on  shore. 

Mm.  No,  to  my  cabin. — 

These  drums ! — these  trumpets,  flutes  I  what  l-^ 
Let  Neptune  hear,  we  bid  a  loud  farewell 
To  these  great  fellows :  sound,  and  be  hang'd !  sound  out  t 

[A  flourish. 

Eno.  Hoo !  sa)rs  'a. — ^There  's  my  cap. 
Men.  Hoo  1 — noble  captain,  come. 

[Exeunt, 


ACT  in. 

SCENE  I.— A  Plain  in  Syria. 

£;r/^  Vkntidius,  in  triumph,  with  SILIUS,  and  other  ^01x19x1%  (Macn,  rmd 
Soldiers  ;  the  dead  body  o/Tacokxjs  borne  before  him. 

Ven.  Now,  darting  Parthia,  art  thou  struck ;  and  now 
Pleas'd.  fortune  does  of  Marcus  Crassus'  death 
Make  me  revenger. — Bear  the  king's  son's  body 
Before  our  army. — ^Thy  Pacorus,  Orodes, 
Pays  this  for  Marcus  Crassus. 

SU.  Noble  Ventidius, 

Whilst  yet  with  Parthian  blood  thy  sword  is  warm. 
The  fugitive  Parthians  follow ;  spur  through  Media, 
Mesopotamia,  and  the  shelters  whither 
The  routed  fly :  so  thy  grand  captain,  Antony, 
Shall  set  thee  on  triumphant  chariots,  and 
Put  garlands  on  thy  head. 

Ven.  O  Silius,  Silitis, 

I  have  done  enough :  a  lower  place,  note  well. 
May  make  too  great  an  act ;  for  learn  this,  Silius,— > 
Better  to  leave  undone,  than  by  our  deed 
Acquire  too  high  a  fame,  when  him  we  serve's  away^ 
Caesar  and  Antony  have  ever  won 
More  in  their  officer,  than  person :  Sossius, 
One  of  my  place  in  Syria,  his  lieutenant, 
For  quick  accumulation  of  renown, 
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Which  he  achieved  by  the  minute,  lost  his  favour. 
Who  does  i'  the  wars  more  than  his  captain  can, 
Becomes  his  captain's  captain :  and  ambition. 
The  soldier's  virtue,  rather  makes  choice  of  loss. 
Than  gain  which  darkens  him. 
I  could  do  more  to  do  Antonius  good, 
But  'twould  offend  him ;  and  in  his  offence 
Should  my  performance  perish. 

SU.  Thou  hasty  Ventidius,  that 

Without  the  which  a  soldier,  and  his  sword. 
Grants  scarce  distinction.    Thou  wilt  write  to  Antony  I 

Ven.  I  '11  humbly  signify  what  in  his  name, 
That  magical  word  of  war,  we  have  effected ; 
How,  with  his  banners  and  his  well-^kid  rankSy 
The  ne'er-yet-beaten  horse  of  Parthia 
We  have  jaded  out  o'  the  field. 

Sii,  Where  is  he  now  t 

Ven,  He  purposeth  to  Athens :  whither,  with  what  haste 
The  weight  we  must  convey  with  us  will  permit, 
We  shall  appear  before  him. — On,  there ;  pass  along ! 

[Exeunt 

SCENE  II. — Rome.     An  Ante-Chamber  in  CiESAR's  House. 

Enter  Agrippa  and  Enobamius,  meeting. 

Agr,  What,  are  the  brothers  parted! 

Eno.  They  have  despatch'd  with  Pompey ;  he  is  gone ; 
The  other  three  are  sealing.    Octavia  weeps 
To  part  from  Rome ;  Csesar  is  sad ;  and  Lepidus, 
Since  Pompe/s  feast,  as  Menas  says,  is  troubled 
With  the  green  sickness. 

Agr.  'Tis  a  noble  Lepidus. 

Eno.  A  very  fine  one :  O,  how  he  loves  Caesar! 

Agr.  Nay,  but  how  dearly  he  adores  Mark  Antony  1 

Eno.  Csesar  1    Why,  he's  the  Jupiter  of  men. 

Agr.  What's  Antony]    The  god  of  Jupiter. 

Eno.  Spake  you  of  Caesar?    Hool  the  nonpareil  I 

Agr.  O  Antony  1     O  thou  Arabian  bird  I 

Eno.  Would  you  praise  Csesar,  say,  "  Caesar," — go  no  farther. 

Agr.  Indeed,  he  plied  them  both  with  excellent  praises. 

Eno.  But  he  loves  Caesar  best ; — yet  he  loves  Antony : 
Hoo  I  hearts,  tongues,  figures,  scribes,  bards,  poets,  cannot 
Think,  speak,  cast,  write,  sing,  number, — ^hooU- 
His  love  to  Antony.     But  as  for  Caesar, 
Kneel  down,  kneel  down,  and  wonder. 
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Agr,  Both  he  loves. 

Eno.  They  are  his  shards,  and  he  their  beetle. — So, — 

\Trumpds  heard. 

This  is  to  horse. — ^Adieu,  noble  Agrippa, 
Agr.  Good  fortune,  worthy  soldier  \  and  farewell 

Enter  CAESAR,  ANTONY,  Lepidus,  and  OCTAVIA. 

Ant  No  farther,  Sir. 

C(ES.  You  take  from  me  a  great  part  of  myself; 
Use  me  well  in 't. — Sister,  prove  such  a  wife 
As  my  thoughts  make  thee,  and  as  my  farthest  band 
Shall  pass  on  thy  approof — Most  noble  Antony, 
Let  not  the  piece  of  virtue,  which  is  set 
Betwixt  us  as  the  cemtnt  of  our  love. 
To  keep  it  builded,  be  the  ram  to  batter 
The  fortress  of  it  \  for  better  might  we 
Have  lov'd  without  this  mean,  if  on  both  parts 
This  be  not  cherish'd. 

Ant,  Make  me  not  offended 

In  your  distrust 

C(ts.  I  have  said. 

Ant  You  shall  not  find, 

Though  you  be  therein  curious,  the  least  cause 
For  what  you  seem  to  fear :  so,  the  gods  keep  you. 
And  make  the  hearts  of  Romans  serve  your  ends ! 
We  will  here  part 

Ccu,  Farewell,  my  dearest  sister,  fare  thee  well : 
The  elements  be  kind  to  thee,  and  make 
Thy  spirits  all  of  comfort  1  fare  thee  well. 

Oct.  My  noble  brother ! — 

Ant.  The  April 's  in  her  eyes :  it  is  love's  spring. 
And  these  the  showers  to  bring  it  on. — Be  cheerful. 

Oct,  Sir,  look  well  to  my  husband's  house ;  and — 

Ccu,  What,  Octavia  1 

Oct,  I  'U  tell  you  in  your  ear. 

Ant,  Her  tongue  will  not  obey  her  heart,  nor  can 
Her  heart  inform  her  tongue ;  the  swan's  down  feather, 
That  stands  upon  Ihe  swell  at  full  of  tide. 
And  neither  way  inclines. 

Eno,  [Aside  to  Agr.]  Will  Caesar  weep  ? 

Agr,  [Aside  to  Eno.^ 


Eno, 


Aside  to  Agr. 


He  has  a  cloud  in 's  face. 
He  were  the  worse  for  that,  were  he  a 
So  is  he,  being  a  man.  [horse ; 

Agr,  [Aside  to  Eno.]  Why,  Enobarbus, 
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When  Antony  found  Julius  Caesar  dead. 
He  cried  almost  to  roaring ;  and  he  wept, 
When  at  Philippi  he  found  Brutus  slain. 

Eno.  [Aside  to  Agr.]  That  year,  indeed,  he  was  troubled  with 
a  rheum ; 
What  willingly  he  did  confound,  he  wail'd : 
Believe 't,  till  I  weep  too. 

Cos.  No,  sweet  Octa^da, 

You  shall  hear  from  me  still ;  the  time  shall  not 
Out-go  my  thinking  on  you. 

Anf.  Come,  Sir,  come ; 

I  '11  wrestle  with  you  in  my  strength  of  love : 
Look,  here  I  have  you ;  thus  I  let  you  go. 
And  give  you  to  the  gods. 

Cos.  Adieu ;  be  happy  I 

Lef,  Let  all  the  number  of  the  stars  give  light 
To  thy  fair  way  I 

Cos.  Farewell,  farewell  1  [I^isses  Octavta. 

Afif.  Farewell ! 

\Trumpet5  heard.     Exeunt. 

SCENE  IIL — Alexandria.    A  Room  in  the  Palace, 

Enter  Cleopatra,  Charmian,  Iras,  and  Alexas. 
Cleo.  Where  is  the  fellow  1 

Alex.  Half  afeard  to  come. 

Cleo,  Go  to,  go  to. — 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Come  hither.  Sir. 

Alex,  Good  majesty, 

Herod  of  Jewiy  dare  not  look  upon  you, 
But  when  you  are  well  pleased. 

Cleo,  That  Herod's  head 

I  '11  have :  but  how,  when  Antony  is  gone. 
Through  whom  I  might  command  it? — Come  thou  near. 

Mess,  Most  gracious  majesty, — 

Cleo,  Didst  thou  behold 

Octavial 

Mess,  Ay,  dread  queen. 

Cleo,  Where? 

Mess,  Madam,  in  Rome 

I  look'd  her  in  the  face ;  and  saw  her  led 
Between  her  brother  and  Mark  Antony. 

Cleo.  Is  she  as  tall  as  me) 


374  ANTONY  AND  CLEOPATRA  [act  hi. 

Mess.  She  is  not,  Madam. 

Cleo,  Didst  hear  her  speak?    Is  she  shrill-tongu'd,  or  lowt 

Mess,  Madam,  I  heard  her  speak :  she  is  low-Toic'd. 

Cleo,  That's  not  so  good : — ^he  cannot  like  her  long. 

Char.  Like  her!     Olsis!  'tis  impossible. 

Cko.  I  think  so,  Charmian :  dull  of  tongue,  and  dwarfish  !^- 
What  majesty  is  in  her  gait  1    Remember, 
If  e'er  thou  look'dst  on  majesty. 

Mess.  She  creeps ; 

Her  motion  and  her  station  are  as  one  : 
She  shows  a  body  rather  than  a  life ; 
A  statue,  than  a  breather. 

Cleo.  Is  this  certain  t 

Mess.  Or  I  have  no  observance. 

Char.  Three  in  Egypt 

Cannot  make  better  note. 

Cleo.  He 's  very  knowing ; 

I  do  perceive 't : — there 's  nothing  in  her  yet — 
The  fellow  has  good  judgment 

Char.  Excellent 

Cleo.  Guess  at  her  years,  I  pr'ythee. 

Mess.  Madam, 

She  was  a  widow, — 

Cleo.  Widow ! — Charmian,  hark. 

Mess.  And  I  do  think,  she  *s  thirty. 

Cleo.  Bear*st  thou  her  face  in  mind?  is't  long,  or  round? 

Mess.  Round,  even  to  faultiness. 

Cleo.  For  the  most  part,  too,  they  are  foolish  that  are  so. — 
Her  hair,  what  colour? 

Mess.  Brown,  Madam ;  and  her  forehead 
As  low  as  she  would  wish  it 

Cleo.  There 's  gold  for  thee. 

Thou  must  not  take  my  former  sharpness  ill : — 
I  will  employ  thee  back  again ;  I  find  thee 
Most  fit  for  business :  go,  make  thee  ready : 
Our  letters  are  prepared.  \Exit  Messenger. 

Char.  A  proper  man. 

Cleo.  Indeed,  he  is  so :  I  repent  me  much, 
That  so  I  harried  him.     Why,  methinks,  by  him, 
This  creature 's  no  such  thing. 

Char.  Nothing,  Madam. 

Cleo.  The  man  hath  seen  some  majesty,  and  should  know. 

Char.  Hath  he  seen  majesty?    Isis  else  defend, 
And  serving  you  so  long ! 
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Cleo,  I  have  one  thing  more  to  ask  him  yet,  good  Charmian : 
But  'tis  no  matter ;  thou  shalt  bring  him  to  me 
Where  I  will  write.    All  may  be  well  enough. 

Char.  I  warrant  you,  Madam.  [Exeunt 


SCENE  rV. — Athens.     A  Room  in  Antony's  House, 

Enter  ANTONY  and  OCTAVIA. 

Ant.  Nay,  nay,  Octavia,  not  only  that, — 
That  were  excusable,  that,  and  thousands  more 
Of  semblable  import, — but  he  hath  wag'd 
New  wars  'gainst  Pompey  3  made  his  will,  and  read  it 
To  public  ear : 

Spoke  scantly  of  me :  when  perforce  he  could  not 
But  pay  me  terms  of  honour,  cold  and  sickly 
He  vented  them ;  most  narrow  measure  lent  me  : 
When  the  best  hint  was  given  him,  he  not  took 't, 
Or  did  it  from  his  teeth. 

Oct  O  my  good  lord, 

Believe  not  all ;  or,  if  you  must  believe. 
Stomach  not  alL     A  more  unhappy  lady, 
If  this  division  chance,  ne'er  stood  between, 
Pra3ring  for  both  parts  : 
The  good  gods  will  mock  me  presently. 
When  I  shall  pray,  "  O,  bless  my  lord  and  husband !  ** 
Undo  that  prayer,  by  crying  out  as  loud, 
"  O,  bless  my  brother ! "     Husband  win,  win  brother, 
Prays,  and  destroys  the  prayer ;  no  midway 
'Twixt  these  extremes  at  all. 

Ant,  Gentle  Octavia, 

Let  your  best  love  draw  to  that  point,  which  seeks 
Best  to  preserve  it :  if  I  lose  mine  honour, 
I  lose  myself:  better  I  were  not  yours, 
Than  yours  so  branchless.     But,  as  you  requested, 
Yourself  shall  go  between  us :  the  mean  time,  lady, 
I  '11  raise  the  preparation  of  a  war 
Shall  stain  your  brother :  make  your  soonest  haste : 
So,  your  desires  are  yours. 

Oct  Thanks  to  my  lord. 

The  Jove  of  power  make  me,  most  weak,  most  weak, 
Your  reconciler !    Wars  'twixt  you  twain  would  be 
As  if  the  world  should  cleave,  and  that  slain  men 
Should  solder  up  the  rift 

Ant.  When  it  appears  to  you  where  this  begins, 
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Turn  your  displeasure  that  way ;  for  our  faults 

Can  never  be  so  equal,  that  your  love 

Can  equally  move  with  them.     Provide  your  going ; 

Choose  your  own  company,  and  command  what  cost 

Your  heart  has  mind  to.  [Exeunt, 


SCENE  V.  —Athens.    Another  Room  in  Antony's  House. 

Enter  Enobarbus  and  Eros,  meeting, 

Eno.  How  now,  friend  Eros ! 
Eros,  There  *s  strange  news  come,  Sir. 
Eno,  What,  mani 

Eros,  Csesar  and  Lepidus  have  made  wars  upon  Pompey. 
Eno.  This  is  old :  what  is  the  success? 

Eros,  Caesar,  having  made  use  of  him  in  the  wars  'gainst  Pompey, 
presently  denied  him  rivality;  would  not  let  him  partake  in  the 
glory  of  the  action :  and  not  resting  here,  accuses  him  of  letters  he 
had  formerly  wrote  to  Pompey ;  upon  his  own  appeal,  seizes  him : 
so  the  poor  third  is  up,  till  death  enlarge  his  confine. 
Eno,  Then,  world,  thou  hast  a  pair  of  chaps  no  more ; 

And  throw  between  them  all  the  food  thou  hast, 

They'll  grind  the  one  the  other.     Where's  Antony! 
Eros,  He 's  walking  in  the  garden — thus ;  and  spurns 

The  rush  that  lies  before  him ;  cries,  "  Fool,  Lepidus !  ** 

And  threats  the  throat  of  that  his  officer, 

That  murder'd  Pompey. 
Eno.  Our  great  navy 's  rigg'd. 

Eros.  For  Italy,  and  Caesar.     More,  Doraitius ; 

My  lord  desires  you  presently :  my  news 

I  might  have  told  hereafter. 
Eno.  'Twill  be  naught : 

But  let  it  be. — Bring  me  to  Antony. 
Eros.  Come,  Sir.  [JSxeumt, 


SCENE  VI.— Rome.    A  Room  in  Caesar's  Bouse. 

Enter  CiCSAR,  Agrippa,  and  MECiCNAS. 

Cas,  Contemning  Rome,  he  has  done  all  this,  and  more, 
In  Alexandria :  here 's  the  manner  of  it : — 
I'  the  market-place,  on  a  tribunal  silver'd, 
Cleopatra  and  himself  in  chairs  of  gold 
Were  publicly  enthron'd :  at  the  feet  sat 
Caesarion,  whom  they  call  my  father's  son, 
And  all  the  unlawful  issue  that  their  lust 
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Since  then  hath  made  between  them.     Unto  her 
He  gave  the  'stablishment  of  Egypt ;  made  her 
Of  lower  Syria,  Cyprus,  Lydia, 
Absolute  queen. 

Mec.  This  in  the  public  eyel 

Cos.  V  the  common  show-place,  where  they  exercise. 
His  sons  he  there  proclaimed  the  kings  of  kings : 
Great  Media,  Parthia,  and  Armenia, 
He  gave  to  Alexander ;  to  Ptolemy  he  assign'd 
Syria,  Cilicia,  and  Phoenicia :  she 
In  the  habiliments  of  the  goddess  Isis 
That  day  appear'd ;  and  oft  before  gave  audience^ 
As  'tis  reported,  so. 

Mec,  Let  Rome  be  thus 

Informed. 

Agr,        Who,  queasy  with  his  insolence 
Already,  will  their  good  thoughts  call  from  him. 

C(Es,  The  people  know  it ;  and  have  now  receiv*!! 
His  accusations. 

Agr.  Whom  does  he  accuse  1 

Cos,  Caesar :  and  that,  having  in  Sicily 
Sextus  Pompeius  spoil'd,  we  had  not  rated  him 
His  part  o'  the  isle :  then  does  he  say,  he  lent  me 
Some  shipping  unrestofd :  lastly,  he  frets 
That  Lepidus  of  the  triumvirate 
Should  be  depos'd ;  and,  being,  that  we  detain 
All  his  revenue. 

Agr,  Sir,  this  should  be  answer*d. 

Cos,  Tis  done  already,  and  the  messenger  gone. 
I  have  told  him,  Lepidus  was  grown  too  cruel  \ 
That  he  his  high  authority  abus'd. 
And  did  deserve  his  change :  for  what  I  have  conquered, 
I  grant  him  part ;  but  then,  in  his  Armenia, 
And  other  of  his  conquered  kingdoms,  I 
Demand  the  like. 

Mec,  He  '11  never  yield  to  that 

Ccu,  Nor  must  not,  then,  be  yielded  to  in  this. 

Enter  Ocfavia,  with  her  train, 

Oct.  Hail,  Caesar,  and  my  lord !  hail,  most  dear  Caesar  I 
Cos.  That  ever  I  should  call  thee  cast-away ! 
Oct.  You  have  not  call'd  me  so,  nor  have  you  cause. 
Cos.  Why  have  you  stol'n  upon  us  thus]    You  come  not 
Like  Caesar's  sister :  the  wife  of  Antony 
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Should  have  an  anny  for  an  usher,  and 
The  neighs  of  horse  to  tell  of  her  approach, 
Long  ere  she  did  appear ;  the  trees  by  the  way 
Should  have  borne  men,  and  expectation  fainted. 
Longing  for  what  it  had  not ;  nay,  the  dust 
Should  have  ascended  to  the  roof  of  heaven, 
Rais'd  by  your  populous  troops :  but  you  are  come 
A  market-maid  to  Rome,  and  have  prevented 
The  ostentation  of  our  love,  which,  left  unshown. 
Is  often  left  unlov'd :  we  should  have  met  you 
By  sea  and  land ;  supplying  every  stage 
With  an  augmented  greeting. 

Oct,  Good  my  lord, 

To  come  thus  was  I  not  constrained,  but  did  it 
On  my  free-wilL     My  lord,  Mark  Antony, 
Hearing  that  you  prepared  for  war,  acquainted 
My  grievfed  ear  withal ;  whereon,  I  begged 
His  pardon  for  return. 

Cos.  Which  soon  he  granted, 

Being  an  obstruct  'tween  his  lust  and  him. 

Oct.  Do  not  say  so,  my  lord 

Cas.  I  have  eyes  upon  him. 

And  his  afifaurs  come  to  me  on  the  wind. 
Where  is  he  now  % 

Oct,  My  lord,  in  Athens. 

Ccu,  No,  my  most  wronged  sister ;  Cleopatra 
Hath  nodded  him  to  her.     He  hath  given  his  empire 
Up  to  a  whore ;  who  now  are  levying 
The  kings  o'  the  earth  for  war :  he  hath  assembled 
Bocchus,  the  king  of  Lybia ;  Archelaus, 
Of  Cappadocia ;  Philadelphos,  king 
Of  Paphlagonia ;  the  Thracian  king,  Adallas ; 
King  Malchus  of  Arabia ;  king  of  Pont  \ 
Herod  of  Jewry ;  Mithridates,  king 
Of  Comagene ;  Polemon  and  Amintas, 
The  kings  of  Mede,  and  Lycaonia, 
With  a  more  larger  list  of  sceptres. 

Oct.  Ah  me,  most  wietched» 

That  have  my  heart  parted  betwixt  two  friends. 
That  do  afflict  each  other ! 

Cc^,  Welcome  hither : 

Your  letters  did  withhold  our  breaking  forth  ; 
Till  we  perceived,  both  how  you  were  wrong  led, 
And  we  in  negligent  danger.     Cheer  your  heart : 
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Be  you  not  troubled  with  the  time,  which  drives 

O'er  your  content  these  strong  necessities ; 

But  let  determined  things  to  destiny 

Hold  unbewail'd  their  way.    Welcome  to  Rome ; 

Nothing  more  dear  to  me.    You  are  abus'd 

Beyond  the  mark  of  thought :  and  the  high  gods, 

To  do  you  justice,  make  their  ministers 

Of  us  and  those  that  love  you.    Best  of  comfort  ] 

And  ever  welcome  to  us. 

Agr,  Welcome,  lady. 

Mec,  Welcome,  dear  Madam. 
Each  heart  in  Rome  does  love  and  pity  you : 
Only  the  adulterous  Antony,  most  large 
In  his  abominations,  turns  you  ofif ; 
And  gives  his  potent  regiment  to  a  trull, 
That  noises  it  against  us. 

Oct.  Is  it  so.  Sir  1 

Cos.  Most  certain.     Sister,  welcome :  pray  you, 
Be  ever  known  to  patience :  my  dearest  sister !  \Ex€unt^ 

SCENE  VII. — ^Antony^s  Camp^  near  the  Promontory  //Actium. 

Enter  Cleopatra  and  Enobarbus. 

Cleo,  I  will  be  even  with  thee,  doubt  it  not 

Eno,  But  why,  why,  why  1 

Cleo,  Thou  hast  forspoke  my  being  in  these  wars. 
And  say^st,  it  is  not  fit. 

Eno,  Well,  is  it,  is  it  ? 

Cleo,  If  not  denounced  against  us,  why  should  not  we 
Be  there  in  person  % 

Eno.  \Aside?^  Well,  I  could  reply : — 
If  we  should  serve  with  horse  and  mares  together, 
The  horse  were  merely  lost :  the  mares  would  bear 
A  soldier,  and  his  horse. 

Cleo.  What  is't  you  say? 

Eno.  Your  presence  needs  must  puzzle  Antony ; 
Take  from  his  heart,  take  from  his  brain,  fi'om  's  time, 
What  should  not  then  be  spar'd.     He  is  already 
Traduc'd  for  levity ;  and  'tis  said  in  Rome, 
That  Photinus  a  eunuch,  and  your  maids, 
Manage  this  war. 

Cko.  Sink  Rome ;  and  their  tongues  rot, 

That  speak  against  us !     A  charge  we  bear  i'  the  war, 
And,  as  the  president  of  my  kingdom,  wil^ 
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Appear  there  for  a  man.    Speak  not  against  it ; 
I  will  not  stay  behind. 

Eno,  Nay,  I  have  done. 

Here  comes  the  emperor.     « 

Enter  ANTONY  and  Canidius. 

Ant.  Is  it  not  strange,  Canidius, 

That  from  Tarentum,  and  Brundusium, 
He  could  so  quickly  cut  the  Ionian  sea, 
And  take  in  Torynel — You  have  heard  on't,  sweet  t 

Cleo,  Celerity  is  never  more  admir'd, 
Than  by  the  negligent 

Ant,  A  good  rebuke, 

Which  might  have  well  become  the  best  of  men. 
To  taunt  at  slackness. — Canidius,  we 
Will  fight  with  him  by  sea. 

Cko.  By  sea !    What  elset 

Can.  Why  will  my  lord  do  so  ] 

Ant,  For  that  he  dares  us  to't. 

Eno,  So  hath  my  lord  dar'd  him  to  single  fight 

Can,  Ay,  and  to  wage  this  battle  at  PharsaUa, 
Where  Caesar  fought  witli  Pompey :  but  these  offers, 
Which  serve  not  for  his  vantage,  he  shakes  off; 
And  so  should  you. 

Eno,  Your  ships  are  not  well  mann'd,— 

Your  mariners  are  muleteers,  reapers,  people 
Ingross'd  by  swift  impress ;  in  Caesar's  fleet 
Are  those  that  often  have  *gainst  Pompey  fought : 
Theu:  ships  are  yare ;  yours,  heavy :  no  disgrace 
Shall  fall  you  for  refusing  him  at  sea. 
Being  prepared  for  land. 

Ant,  By  sea,  by  sea. 

Eno,  Most  worthy  Sir,  you  therein  throw  away 
The  absolute  soldiership  you  have  by  land ; 
Distract  ypur  army,  which  doth  most  consist 
Of  war-mark'd  footmen ;  leave  unexecuted 
Your  own  renownfed  knowledge ;  quite  forego 
The  Mray  which  promises  assurance ;  and 
Give  up  yourself  merely  to  chance  and  hazard. 
From  firm  security. 

Ant,  I  '11  fight  at  sea. 

Cleo,  I  have  sixty  sails,  Caesar  none  better. 

Ant,  Our  overplus  of  shipping  will  we  bum ; 
And,  with  the  rest,  full-mann'd,  fi-om  the  head  of  ActittUk 
Beat  th'  approaching  Caesar :  but  if  we  fail. 
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We  then  can  do 't  at  land. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Thy  business  ? 
Mess.  The  news  is  true,  my  lord ;  he  is  descried ; 
Csesar  has  taken  Toryne. 

Ant.  Can  he  be  there  in  person?  'tis  impossible; 
Strange,  that  his  power  should  be. — Canidius, 
Our  nineteen  legions  thou  shalt  hold  by  land. 
And  our  twelve  thousand  horse. — We  '11  to  our  ship : 
Away,  my  Thetis ! — 

Enter  a  Soldier. 
How  now,  worthy  soldier ! 

Sold.  O  noble  emperor,  do  not  fight  by  sea  ; 
Trust  not  to  rotten  planks :  do  you  misdoubt 
This  sword,  and  these  my  wounds  ?    Let  the  Egyptians, 
And  the  Phoenicians,  go  a  ducking :  we 
Have  us'd  to  conquer,  standing  on  the  earth, 
And  fighting  foot  to  foot 

Ant.  Well,  well : — away ! 

[Exeunt  Antony,  Cleopatra,  and  Enobarbus. 

Sold.  By  Hercules,  I  think  I  am  i'  the  right. 

Can.  Soldier,  thou  art ;  but  his  whole  action  grows 
Not  in  the  power  on 't :  so  our  leader 's  led. 
And  we  are  women's  men. 

Sold.  You  keep  by  land 

The  legions  and  the  horse  whole,  do  you  not  ? 

Can.  Marcus  Octavius,  Marcus  Justeius, 
Publicola,  and  Caelius,  are  for  sea : 
But  we  keep  whole  by  land.    This  speed  of  Csesar's 
Carries  beyond  belief 

Sold.  While  he  was  yet  in  Rome, 

His  power  went  out  in  such  distractions,  as 
Beguird  all  spies. 

Can.  Who 's  his  lieutenant,  hear  you  1 

Sold.  They  say,  one  Taurus. 

Can,  Well  I  know  the  man. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 
Mess.  The  emperor  calls  Canidius. 
Can.  With  news  the  time 's  with  labour  -  and  throes  forth, 
Each  minute,  some.  \ Exeunt 
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SCENE  VIIL— -^  I^ain  near  Actium- 

EnUrC/esKVit  Taurus,  Of&cera,  and  others, 

CcRs,  Taurus, — 

Taur.  My  lord  1 

Cas,  Strike  not  by  land ;  keep  whole : 

Provoke  not  battle,  till  we  have  done  at  sea. 
Do  not  exceed  the  prescript  of  this  scroll  : 
Our  fortune  lies  upon  this  jump.  [Exeunt. 

EnUr  Antony  and  Enobarbus. 
Ant.  Set  we  our  squadrons  on  yon  side  o'  the  hill, 
In  eye  of  Caesar's  battle ;  from  which  place 
We  miay  the  number  of  the  ships  behold, 
And  so  proceed  accordingly.  \ExetMt, 

Enter  Canidius,  marching  with  his  land  army  one  way;  and  TAURUS,  the 
LinUenant  o/Cmsml,  with  his  army,  the  other  way.  After  they  artgone^  the 
noise  of  a  sea-fight  is  heard. 

Alarum,     Re-enter  Enobarbus. 

Eno.  Naught,  naught,  all  naught !     I  can  behold  no  longer : 
The  Antoniad,  the  Egyptian  admiral. 
With  all  their  sixty,  fly,  and  turn  the  rudder : 
To  see  %  mine  eyes  are  blasted. 

Enter  Scarus. 

Scar,  Gods,  and  goddesses, 

All  the  whole  synod  of  them ! 

Eno,  What 's  thy  passioii  % 

Scar,  The  greater  cantle  of  the  world  is  lost 
With  very  ignorance ;  we  have  kiss'd  away 
Kingdoms  and  provinces. 

Eno,  How  appears  the  fight  t 

Scar,  On  our  side  like  the  tokened  pestilence, 
Where  death  is  sure.     Yon  ribald-rid  nag  of  Egypt,— 
Whom  leprosy  overtake  ! — i'  the  midst  o'  the  fight, 
When  vantage  like  a  pair  of  twins  appeared. 
Both  as  the  same,  or  rather  ours  the  elder, — 
The  brize  upon  her,  like  a  cow  in  June, — 
Hoists  sails,  and  flies. 

Eno.  That  I  beheld : 

Mine  eyes  did  sicken  at  the  sight,  and  could  not 
Endure  a  farther  view. 

Scar,  She  once  being  loofd. 

The  noble  ruin  of  her  magic,  Antony, 
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Claps  on  his  sea-wing,  and  like  a  doling  mallard* 
Leaving  the  fight  in  height,  flies  after  her : 
I  never  saw  an  action  of  such  shame ; 
Experience,  manhood,  honour,  ne'er  before 
Did  violate  so  itself. 
Enoi  Alack,  alack  I 

Enter  Canidius. 

Can,  Our  fortune  on  the  sea  is  out  of  breathy 
And  sinks  most  lamentably.     Had  our  general 
Been  what  he  knew  himself,  it  had  gone  well : 
O,  he  has  given  example  for  our  flight, 
Most  grossly,  by  his  own ! 

Eno.  Ay,  are  you  thereabouts?    Why,  then,  good  night 
Indeed. 

Can.  Towards  Peloponnesus  are  they  fled. 

Scar,  'Tis  easy  to  *t ;  and  there  I  will  attend 
What  farther  comes. 

Can,  To  Csesar  will  I  render 

My  legions,  and  my  horse :  six  kings  already 
Show  me  the  way  of  yielding. 

Eno.  I  '11  yet  follow 

The  wounded  chance  of  Antony,  though  my  reason 
Sits  in  the  wind  against  me.  [Exeunt 


SCENE  IX. — Alexandria.    A  Room  in  the  Palace, 

Enter  ANTONY  and  Attendants. 

Ant.  Hark  1  the  land  bids  me  tread  no  more  upon  % — 
It  is  asham'd  to  bear  me ! — Friends,  come  hither : 
I  am  so  lated  in  the  world,  that  I 
Have  lost  my  way  for  ever : — I  have  ^  ship 
Laden  with  gold ;  take  that,  divide  it ;  fly. 
And  make  your  peace  with  Caesar. 

Attendants.  Fly !  not  we. 

Ant.  I  have  fled  myself;  and  have  instructed  cowards 
To  run,  and  show  their  shoulders. — Friends,  be  gone ; 
I  have  myself  resolv'd  upon  a  course. 
Which  has  no  need  of  you ;  be  gone : 
My  treasure 's  in  the  harbour,  take  it. — O, 
I  /oUoVd  that  I  blush  to  look  upon : 
My  very  hairs  do  mutiny ;  for  the  white 
Reprove  the  brown  for  rashness,  and  they  them 
For  fear  and  doting. — Friends,  be  gone :  you  f' •H 
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Have  letters  from  me  to  some  friends,  that  will 

Sweep  your  way  for  you.    Pray  you,  look  not  sad, 

Nor  make  replies  of  loathness :  take  the  hint 

Which  my  despair  proclaims ;  let  that  be  left 

Which  leaves  itself:  to  the  sea-side  straightway • 

I  will  possess  you  of  that  ship  and  treasure. 

Leave  me,  I  pray,  a  little :  'pray  you  now  :— 

Nay,  do  so ;  for,  indeed,  I  have  lost  command, 

Therefore  I  pray  you : — I  '11  see  you  by  and  by.        [Sifs  ^mm. 

Enter  Cleopatra,  Udby  Charmian  andlKAS ;  Ekos /oUamif^, 

Eros.  Nay,  gentle  Madam,  to  him, — comfort  him. 

Jras.  Do,  most  dear  queen. 

Char.  Do  I    Why,  what  else  ? 

CUo,  Let  me  sit  down.    O  Juno  1 

Ani.  No,  no,  no,  no,  no. 

Eros,  See  you  here.  Sir? 

Ant  O  fie,  fie,  fie ! 

Char.  Madam, — 

Jras.  Madam,  O  good  empress, — 

Eros.  Sir,  Sir, — 

Ant.  Yes,  my  lord,  yes ; — he,  at  Philippi,  kept 
His  sword  e'en  like  a  dancer ;  while  I  struck 
The  lean  and  wrinkled  Cassius ;  and  'twas  I 
That  the  mad  Brutus  ended  :  he  alone 
Dealt  on  lieutenantry,  and  no  practice  had 
In  the  brave  squares  of  war :  yet  now — No  matter. 

Cleo.  Ah,  stand  by. 

Eros.  The  queen,  my  lord,  the  queen. 

Iras.  Go  to  him,  Madam,  speak  to  him : 
He  is  unqualitied  with  very  shame. 

Cleo.  Well  then, — sustain  me : — O I 

Eros.  Most  noble  Sir,  arise ;  the  queen  approaches: 
Her  head 's  declin'd,  and  death  will  seize  her,  but 
Your  comfort  makes  the  rescue. 

Ant.  I  have  offended  reputation, — 
A  most  unnoble  swerving. 

Eros.  Sir,  the  queen. 

Ant.  O,  whither  hast  thou  led  me,  Egypt  \    See^ 
How  I  convey  my  shame  out  of  thine  eyes, 
By  looking  back  what  I  have  left  behind 
'Stro/d  in  dishonour. 

Cleo.  O  my  lord,  my  lord. 

Forgive  my  fearful  sails !     I  little  thought 
You  would  have  follow'd. 
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Ant  Egyptf  thou  knew'st  too  well, 

My  heart  was  to  thy  rudder  tied  by  the  strings, 
And  thou  shouldst  tow  me  after :  o'er  my  spirit 
Thy  full  supremacy  thou  knew'st,  and  that 
Thy  beck  might  from  the  bidding  of  the  gods 
Command  me. 

Cleo.  O,  my  pardon ! 

Ant,  Now  I  must 

To  the  young  man  send  humble  treaties,  dodge 
And  palter  in  the  shifts  of  lowness ;  who 
With  half  the  bulk  o'  the  world  pla/d  as  I  pleas'd, 
Making  and  marring  fortunes.     You  did  know 
How  much  you  were  my  conqueror ;  and  that 
My  sword,  made  weak  by  my  affection,  would 
Obey  it  on  all  cause. 

Cieo.  Pardon,  pardon ! 

Ant,  Fall  not  a  tear,  I  say ;  one  of  them  rates 
All  that  is  won  and  lost :  give  me  a  kiss ; 
Even  this  repays  me. — We  sent  our  schoolmaster  j 
Is  he  come  back! — Love,  I  am  full  of  lead — 
Some  wine,  within  there,  and  our  viands  ! — Fortune    nows, 
We  scorn  her  most  when  most  she  oflfers  blows.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  X.— Caesar's  Camp  in  Egypt. 

Enter  Cmskbl^  Dolabelia,  Thyreus,  and  others, 
Cos,  Let  him  appear  that 's  come  from  Antony.- 
Know  you  himi 

Dol,  Caesar,  'tis  his  schoolmaster : 

An  argument  that  he  is  pluck'd,  when  hither 
He  sends  so  poor  a  pinion  of  his  wing, 
Which  had  superfluous  kings  for  messengers. 
Not  many  moons  gone  by. 

Enter  EUPHRONIUS. 

Cos,  Approach,  and  speak. 

Euph,  Such  as  I  am,  I  come  from  Antony : 
I  was  of  late  as  petty  to  his  ends. 
As  is  the  mom-dew  on  the  myrtle  leaf 
To  his  grand  sea. 

Qes,  Be  it  so : — declare  thine  office. 

Euph,  Lord  of  his  fortunes  he  salutes  thee,  anv.' 
Requires  to  live  in  Egypt :  which  not  granted, 
He  lessens  his  requests ;  and  to  thee  sues 
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To  let  him  breathe  between  the  heaven  and  earth, 
A  private  man  in  Athens  :  this  for  him. 
Next,  Cleopatra  does  confess  thy  greatness ; 
Submits  her  to  thy  might ;  and  of  thee  craves 
The  circle  of  the  Ptolemies  for  her  heirs, 
Now  hazarded  to  thy  grace. 

C(BS,  For  Antony, 

I  have  no  ears  to  his  request     The  queen 
Of  audience,  nor  desire,  shall  fail ;  so  she 
From  Egypt  drive  her  all-disgracfed  friend, 
Or  take  his  life  there :  this  if  she  perform, 
She  shall  not  sue  unheard.     So  to  them  both. 

Euph,  Fortune  pursue  thee ! 

Cas,  Bring  him  through  the  bands. 

\Exit  EUPHRONIUS* 

\To  Thyr.]  To  try  thy  eloquence,  now  'tis  time ;  despatch : 

From  Antony  win  Cleopatra :  promise. 

And  in  our  name,  what  she  requires ;  add  more, 

From  thine  invention,  offers :  women  are  not 

In  their  best  fortunes  strong ;  but  want  will  perjure 

The  ne'er-touch'd  vestal :  try  thy  cunning,  Thyreus ; 

Make  thine  own  edict  for  thy  pains,  which  we 

Will  answer  as  a  law. 

Thyr.  Caesar,  I  go. 

Cas,  Observe  how  Antony  becomes  his  flaw, 
And  what  thou  think'st  his  very  action  speaks 
In  every  power  that  moves. 

Thyr.  Caesar,  I  shall.  \Exeunt. 


SCENE  XI. — Alexandria.     A  Room  in  the  Palace, 

Enter  CLEOPATRA,  Enobarbus,  Charmian,  and\BJ&, 

CUo.  What  shall  we  do,  Enobarbus  ] 

Eno.  Think,  and  die. 

CUo.  Is  Antony,  or  we,  in  fault  for  this  \ 

Eno.  Antony  only,  that  would  make  his  will 
Lord  of  his  reason.     What  though  you  fled 
From  that  great  face  of  war,  whose  several  ranges 
Frighted  each  other, — why  should  he  follow? 
The  itch  of  his  affection  should  not  then 
Have  nick'd  his  captainship ;  at  such  a  point. 
When  half  to  half  the  world  opposed,  he  being 
The  merbd  question :  'twas  a  shame  no  less 
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Than  was  his  loss,  to  course  your  flying  flags, 
And  leave  his  navy  gazing. 

CUo,  Pr'ythee,  peace. 

Enter  Antony,  with  Euphronius. 

Ant  Is  that  his  answer? 

Euph.  Ay,  my  lord. 

Ant  The  queen  shall,  then,  have  courtesy,  so  she 

ill  yield  us  up ) 

EupfL  He  says  so. 

Ant  Let  her  know  it — 

To  the  boy  Caesar  send  this  grizzled  head, 
And  he  will  fill  thy  wishes  to  the  brim 
With  principalities. 

Cleo,  That  head,  my  lord  1 

Ant,  To  him  again :  tell  him,  he  wears  the  rose 
Of  youth  upon  him ;  from  which  the  world  should  note 
Something  particular :  his  coin,  ships,  legions, 
May  be  a  coward's ;  whose  ministers  would  prevail 
Under  the  service  of  a  child,  as  soon 
As  i'  the  command  of  Caesar :  I  dare  him,  therefore. 
To  lay  his  gay  comparisons  apart. 
And  answer  me  declined  ;  sword  against  sword, 
Ourselves  alone.     I  '11  write  it :  follow  me. 

\Exeunt  Antony  and  Euphronius. 

Eno,  \Aside.'\  Yes,  like  enough,  high-battled  Caesar  will 

Unstate  his  happiness,  and  be  stag'd  to  the  show 

Against  a  sworder !    I  see,  men's  judgments  are 

A  parcel  of  their  fortunes ;  and  things  outward 

Do  draw  the  inward  quality  after  them, 

To  suffer  all  alike.     That  he  should  dream, 

Knowing  all  measures,  the  full  Caesar  will 

Answer  his  emptiness !     Caesar,  thou  hast  subdu'd 

His  judgment  too. 

En'er  an  Attendant 

Att  A  messenger  from  Caesar. 

Cleo,  What,  no  more  ceremony  % — See,  my  women ! 
Against  the  blown  rose  may  they  stop  their  nose. 
That  kneel'd  unto  the  buds. — Admit  him,  Sir.  [Exit  Attendant 

Eno,  [Aside.]  Mine  honesty  and  I  begin  to  square. 
The  loyalty  well  held  to  fools  does  make 
Our  faith  mere  folly :  yet  he,  that  can  endure 
To  follow  with  allegiance  a  fallen  lord. 
Does  conquer  him  that  did  his  master  conquer, 
And  earns  a  place  i'  the  story. 
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Enter  Thyreus. 

Clw.  Caesar's  will  I 

Thyr,  Hear  it  apart. 

Cieo.  None  but  friends :  say  boldly. 

Thyr,  So,  haply,  are  they  friends  to  Antony. 

Eno,  He  needs  as  many,  Sir,  as  Caesar  has ; 
Or  needs  not  us.     If  Caesar  please,  our  master 
Will  leap  to  be  his  friend :  for  us,  you  know, 
Whose  he  is,  we  are,  and  that  is  Caesar's. 

TTiyr.  So.— 

Thus  then,  thou  most  renown'd  :  Caesar  entreats, 
Not  to  consider  in  what  case  thou  stand'st,  . 
Farther  than  he  is  Caesar. 

Cleo,  Go  on :  right  royaL 

TTiyr.  He  knows,  that  you  embrace  not  Antony 
As  you  did  love,  but  as  you  fear'd  him. 

Cleo.  O ! 

TTiyr.  The  scars  upon  your  honour,  therefore,  he 
Dots  pity,  as  constrained  blemishes. 
Not  as  deserved. 

Cieo.  He  is  a  god,  and  knows 

What  is  most  right :  mine  honour  was  not  yielded, 
But  conquered  merely. 

Eno.  [Aside."]  To  be  sure  of  that, 

I  will  ask  Antony. — Sir,  Sir,  thou  'rt  so  leaky. 
That  we  must  leave  thee  to  thy  sinking,  for 
Thy  dearest  quit  thee.  [^Exit. 

Thyr.  Shall  I  say  to  Caesar 

What  you  require  of  himi  for  he  partly  begs 
To  be  desir'd  to  give.     It  much  would  please  himi 
That  of  his  fortunes  you  should  make  a  stafif 
To  lean  upon :  but  it  would  warm  his  spirits, 
To  hear  from  me  you  had  left  Antony, 
And  put  yourself  under  his  shroud. 
The  universal  landlord. 

Cieo.  What 's  your  name  ? 

Thyr.  My  name  is  Thyreus. 

Cieo.  Most  kind  messenger. 

Say  to  great  Caesar  this : — ^in  disputation 

I  kiss  his  conquering  hand :  tell  him,  I  am  prompt 

To  lay  my  crown  at 's  feet,  and  there  to  kneel : 

Tell  him,  from  his  all-obeying  breath  I  hear 

The  doom  of  Egypt 

Thyr.  Tis  your  noblest  course. 
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Wisdom  and  fortune  combating  together, 

If  that  the  former  dare  but  what  it  can, 

No  chance  may  shake  it     Give  me  grace  to  lay 

My  duty  on  your  hand. 

CUo,  Your  Caesar's  father  oft. 

When  he  hath  mus'd  of  taking  kingdoms  in, 
Bestowed  his  lips  on  that  unworthy  place. 
As  it  rain'd  kisses. 

Re-enter  Antony  and  Enobarbus. 

Ant  Favours,  by  Jove  that  thunders ! — 

What  art  thou,  fellow  ? 

Thyr,  One  that  but  performs 

The  bidding  of  the  fullest  man,  and  worthiest 
To  have  command  obeyed. 

Eno.  [AsuU,]  You  will  be  whipp'd. 

Ant,  Approach,  there ! — Ay,  you  kite  I — Now,  gods  and  devils ! 
Authority  melts  from  me :  of  late,  when  I  cried,  "  Ho  1 " 
Like  boys  unto  a  muss,  kings  would  start  forth, 
And  cry,  "  Your  will  ] " — Have  you  no  ears  1    I  am 
Antony  yel. 

£n/er  Attendants. 

Take  hence  this  Jack,  and  whip  him. 

£no.  [Asuie,]  'Tis  better  playing  with  a  lion's  whelp. 
Than  with  an  old  one  dying. 

Ant.  Moon  and  stars ! — 

Whip  him. — ^Were  't  twenty  of  the  greatest  tributaries 
That  do  acknowledge  Caesar,  should  I  find  them 
So  saucy  with  the  hand  of — she  here,  what's  her  name, 
Since  she  was  Cleopatra  1 — Whip  him,  fellows, 
Till,  like  a  boy,  you  see  him  cringe  his  face. 
And  whine  aloud  for  mercy :  take  him  hence. 

T/iyr.  Mark  Antony, — 

Ant.  Tug  him  away :  being  whipp'd, 

Bring  him  again : — this  Jack  of  Caesar*s  shall 
Bear  us  an  errand  to  him. — 

[Exeunt  Attendants  witA  Thyreus. 
You  were  half  blasted  ere  I  knew  you : — ha  1 
Have  I  my  pillow  left  unpress'd  in  Rome, 
Forborne  the  getting  of  a  lawful  race. 
And  by  a  gem  of  women,  to  be  abus'd 
By  one  that  looks  on  feeders  1 

CUo,  Good  my  lord, — 

Ant.  You  have  been  a  boggier  ever : — 
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But  when  we  in  our  viciousness  grow  hard, 

(O  misery  on 't !)  the  wise  gods  seel  our  eyes ; 

In  our  own  filth  drop  our  clear  judgments ;  make  us 

Adore  our  errors ;  laugh  at  us,  while  we  strut 

To  our  confusion. 

C/a7.  O,  is  it  come  to  this? 

Ant.  I  found  you  as  a  morsel,  cold  upon 
Dead  Caesar's  trencher ;  nay,  you  were  a  fragment 
Of  Cneius  Pompe/s ;  besides  what  hotter  hours. 
Unregistered  in  vulgar  fame,  you  have 
Luxuriously  pick*d  out :  for,  I  am  sure, 
Though  you  can  guess  what  temperance  should  be, 
You  know  not  what  it  is. 

CUo.  Wherefore  is  this? 

j4nf.  To  let  a  fellow  that  will  take  rewards, 
And  say,  "  God  quit  you  1 "  be  familiar  with 
My  playfellow,  your  hand ;  this  kingly  seal, 
And  plighter  of  high  hearts  I — O,  that  I  were 
Upon  the  hill  of.Basan,  to  outroar 
The  homfed  herd  !  for  I  have  savage  cause ; 
And  to  proclaim  it  civilly,  were  like 
A  haltei^d  neck,  which  does  the  hangman  thank 
For  being  yare  about  him. — 

Re-enter  Attendants,  with  Thyreus. 

Is  he  whipped  ? 

I  Att,  Soundly,  my  lord. 

Ant,  Cried  he?  and  begg'd  he  pardon? 

I  Att,  He  did  ask  favour. 

Ant,  If  that  thy  father  live,  let  him  repent 
Thou  wast  not  made  his  daughter ;  and  be  thou  sorry 
To  follow  Caesar  in  his  triumph,  since 
Thou  hast  been  whipp'd  for  following  him :  hencefortli. 
The  white  hand  of  a  lady  fever  thee ; 
Shake  thou  to  look  on 't — Get  thee  back  to  Caesar, 
Tell  him  thy  entertainment :  look,  thou  say. 
He  makes  me  angry  with  him ;  for  he  seems 
Proud  and  disdainful,  harping  on  what  I  am. 
Not  what  he  knew  I  was :  he  makes  me  angiy ; 
And  at  this  time  most  easy  'tis  to  do 't. 
When  my  good  stars,  that  were  my  former  guides. 
Have  empty  left  their  orbs,  and  shot  their  fires 
Into  the  abysm  of  hell.     If  he  mislike 
My  speech,  and  what  is  done,  tell  him,  he  has 
Hipparchus,  my  enfranchised  bondman,  whom 


SCENE  XI.  J  ANTONY  AND  CLEOPATRA.  391 

He  may  at  pleasure  whip,  or  hang,  or  torture. 

As  he  shall  like,  to  quit  me :  urge  it  thou : 

Hence  with  thy  stripes,  begone !  [£xit  Thyreus, 

CUa,  Have  you  done  yetl 

Ant.  Alack,  our  terrene  moon 

Is  now  eclipsed ;  and  it  portends  alone 
The  fall  of  Antony ! 

CUo.  I  must  stay  his  time. 

Ant,  To  flatter  Caesar,  would  you  mingle  eyes 
With  one  that  ties  his  points  ? 

C/ea.  Not  know  me  yet  1 

Ant.  Cold-hearted  toward  me  1 

Cko,  Ah,  dear,  if  I  be  so, 

From  my  cold  heart  let  heaven  engender  hail. 
And  poison  it  in  the  source ;  and  the  first  stone 
Drop  in  my  neck :  as  it  determines,  so 
Dissolve  my  life !     The  next  Caesarion  smite ! 
Till,  by  degrees,  the  memory  of  my  womb, 
Together  with  my  brave  Egyptians  all, 
By  the  discandying  of  this  pelleted  storm, 
Lie  graveless, — till  the  flies  and  gnats  of  Nile 
Have  buried  them  for  prey ! 

Ant,  I  am  satisfied. 

Caesar  sits  down  in  Alexandria ;  where 
I  will  oppose  his  fate.     Our  force  by  land 
Hath  nobly  held  ;  our  severed  navy,  too, 
Have  knit  again,  and  fleet,  threatening  most  sea-like. 
Where  hast  thou  been,  my  heart  ? — Dost  thou  hear,  lady  I 
If  from  the  field  I  shall  return  once  more 
To  kiss  these  lips,  I  will  appear  in  blood ; 
I  and  my  sword  will  earn  our  chronicle  : 
There 's  hope  in 't  yet 

Cleo,  That 's  my  brave  lord  ! 

Ant,  I  will  be  treble-sinewed,  hearted,  breath'd, 
And  fight  maliciously :  for  when  mine  hours 
Were  nice  and  lucky,  men  did  ransom  lives 
Of  me  for  jest ;  but  now  I  '11  set  my  teeth. 
And  send  to  darkness  all  that  stop  me : — come, 
Let's  have  one  other  gaudy  night :  call  to  me 
All  my  sad  captains ;  fill  our  bowls ;  once  more 
Let 's  mock  tlie  midnight  bell. 

Cko.  It  is  my  birthday : 

I  had  thought  to  have  held  it  poor ;  but,  since  my  lord 
Is  Antony  again,  I  will  be  Cleopatra. 
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Ani,  We  will  yet  do  well 

Cico,  Call  all  his  noble  captains  to  my  lord. 

Ant.  Do  so,  we  '11  speak  to  them ;  and  to-night  I  '11  force 
The  wine  peep  through  their  scars. — Come  on,  my  queen ; 
There 's  sap  in 't  yet     The  next  time  I  do  fight, 
I  '11  make  death  love  me ;  for  I  will  contend 
Even  with  his  pestilent  scythe.      [Exeunt  all  except  Enobarbus. 

Eno.  Now  he  '11  outstare  the  lightning.     To  be  furious, 
Is  to  be  frighted  out  of  fear ;  and  in  that  mood. 
The  dove  will  peck  the  estridge ;  and  I  see  still, 
A  diminution  in  our  captain's  brain 
Restores  his  heart :  when  valour  preys  on  reason, 
It  eats  the  sword  it  fights  with.     I  will  seek 
Some  way  to  leave  him.  [Exit. 


4fSi¥ 


ACT  IV. 

SCENE  I. — CiESAR's  Camp  at  Alexandria. 

Enter  C/ESKKt  reading  a  Idler ;  Agrippa,  Mec^CNAS,  and  others. 

Cces,  He  calls  me  boy ;  and  chides,  as  he  had  power 
To  beat  me  out  of  Egypt ;  my  messenger 
He  hath  whipp'd  with  rods  ;  dares  me  to  personal  combat, 
Caesar  to  Antony : — ^let  the  old  ruflftan  know, 
I  have  many  other  ways  to  die ;  meantime. 
Laugh  at  his  challenge. 

Mec.  Caesar  must  think. 

When  one  so  great  begins  to  rage,  he 's  hunted 
Even  to  falling.     Give  him  no  breath,  but  now 
Make  boot  of  his  distraction : — never  anger 
Made  good  guard  for  itself. 

CcBs,  Let  our  best  heads 

Know,  that  to-morrow  the  last  of  many  battles 
We  mean  to  fight : — ^within  our  files  there  are, 
Of  those  that  serv'd  Mark  Antony  but  late, 
Enough  to  fetch  him  in.     See  it  done : 
And  feast  the  army ;  we  have  store  to  do  \ 
And  they  have  eam'd  the  waste. — Poor  Antony !  [Exeunt 
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SCENE  I L— Alexandria.     A  Room  in  the  Palace, 

Enter  Antony,  Cleopatra,  Enobarbus,  Charmian,  Iras,  Alsxas, 

and  others. 

Ant  He  will  not  fight  with  me,  Domitius. 

Eno,  No. 

Ant.  Why  should  he  not  1 

Eno.  He  thinks,  being  twenty  times  of  better  fortune, 
He  is  twenty  men  to  one. 

Ant.  To-morrow,  soldier, 

By  sea  and  land  I  '11  fight :  or  I  will  live, 
Or  bathe  my  dying  honour  in  the  blood 
Shall  make  it  live  again.     Woo 't  thou  fight  well  1 

Eno.  I  '11  strike,  and  cry,  "  Take  alL" 

Ant.  Well  said ;  come  on. — 

Call  forth  my  household  servants :  let  *s  to-night 
Be  bounteous  at  our  meaL — 

Enter  Servants. 

Give  me  thy  hand. 

Thou  hast  been  rightly  honest ; — so  hast  thou ; — 

Thou, — and  thou, — and  thou : — ^you  have  serv'd  me  well, 

And  kings  have  been  your  fellows. 

Cleo.  [Aside  to  End.]  What  means  this? 

Eno.  [Aside  to  Cleo.]  'Tis  one  of  those  odd  tricks,  which 
sorrow  shoots 

Out  of  the  mind. 
Ant.  And  thou  art  honest  too. 

I  wish  I  could  be  made  so  many  men. 

And  all  of  you  clapp'd  up  together  in 

An  Antony,  that  I  might  do  you  service. 

So  good  as  you  have  done. 

Servants.  The  gods  forbid  * 

Ant.  Well,  my  good  fellows,  wait  on  me  to-night : 

Scant  not  my  cups ;  and  make  as  much  of  me. 

As  when  mine  empire  was  your  fellow  too, 

And  suffered  my  command 

CUo.  [Aside  to  End.]  What  does  he  meani 

Eno.  [Aside  to  Cleo.]  To  make  liis  followers  weepv 
Ant.  Tend  me  to-night ; 

May  be,  it  is  the  period  of  your  duty : 

Haply,  you  shall  not  see  me  more ;  or  if, 

A  mangled  shadow :  perchance,  to-morrow 

You  '11  serve  another  master.     I  look  on  you. 
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As  one  that  takes  his  leave.     Mine  honest  friends, 
I  turn  you  not  away ;  but,  like  a  master 
Married  to  your  good  service,  stay  till  death : 
Tend  me  to-night  two  hours,  I  ask  no  more, 
And  the  gods  yield  you  for  *t ! 

Eno.  What  mean  you,  Sir, 

To  give  them  this  discomfort  1    Look,  they  weep ; 
And  I,  an  ass,  am  onion-e/d :  for  shame, 
Transform  us  not  to  women. 

Ant.  Ho,  ho,  ho ! 

Now,  the  witch  take  me,  if  I  meant  it  thus ! 
Grace  grow  where  those  drops  fall !     My  hearty  friends, 
You  take  me  in  too  dolorous  a  sense  ; 
For  I  spake  to  you  for  your  comfort, — did  desire  you 
To  bum  this  night  with  torches :  know,  my  hearts, 
I  hope  well  of  to-morrow  \  and  will  lead  you, 
Where  rather  I  '11  expect  victorious  life. 
Than  death  and  honour.     Let 's  to  supper,  come. 
And  drown  consideration.  \Exeunt. 

SCENE  IIL — Alexandria*    Before  the  Palace, 

Enter  two  Soldiers,  to  their  guard, 

1  Sold.  Brother,  good  night :  to-morrow  is  the  day. 

2  Sold.  It  will  determine  one  way :  fare  you  welL 
Heard  you  of  nothing  strange  about  the  streets  % 

1  Sold.  Nothing.     What  news? 

2  Sold.  Belike,  'tis  but  a  rumour.     Good  night  to  you. 

1  Sold.  Well,  Sir,  good  night 

Enter  two  other  Soldiers. 

2  Sold.  Soldiers,  have  careful  watch. 

3  Sold.  And  you.     Good  night,  good  night 

[The  first  and  second  place  themselves  at  their  posts. 

4  Sold.  Here  we :  [The  third  and  fourth  take  their  posts. 

and  if  to-morrow 
Our  navy  thrive,  I  have  an  absolute  hope 
Our  landmen  will  stand  up. 

3  Sold.  'Tis  a  brave  army. 

And  full  of  purpose.  [Music  as  of  hautboys  underground. 

4  Sold.  Peace  1  what  noise  1 

1  Sold.  List !  list ! 

2  Sold.  Hark  i 

I  Sold.  Music  i'  the  air. 

3  Sold.  Under  the  earth. 
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4  Sold,  It  signs  well,  does  it  not  1 
3  Sold,  No. 

1  Sold,  Peace,  I  say !    What  should  this  mean  ? 

2  Sold.  'Tis  the  god  Hercules,  whom  Antony  lov'd, 
Now  leaves  him. 

1  Sold  Walk ;  let  *s  see  if  other  watchmen 

Do  hear  what  we  do.  [^>ky  advance  to  another  post, 

2  Sold,  How  now,  masters ! 

Soldiers,  [Speaking  together."]  How  now  1 
How  now  I  do  you  hear  this  1 

I  Sold,  Ay;  is't  not  strange! 

3  Sold,  Do  you  hear,  masters  1  do  you  hear  1 

I  Sold,  Follow  the  noise  so  far  as  we  have  quarter ; 
Let's  see  how  it  will  give  off. 

Soldiers.  [Speaking  together,]  Content.    'Tis  strange. 

[Exeunt 


SCENE  IV. — Alexandria.    A  Room  in  the  Palace, 

Enter  Antony  and  Cleopatra  ;  Charmian,  and  others  attending. 

Ant,  Eros !  mine  armour,  Eros ! 

Cleo,  Sleep  a  little. 

Ant.  No,  my  chuck. — Eros,  come  j  mine  armour,  Eros  I 

Enter  Eros,  with  armour. 
Come,  good  fellow,  put  mine  iron  on : — 
If  fortune  be  not  ours  to-day,  it  is 
Because  we  brave  her ; — come. 

Cleo.  Nay,  I  '11  help  too. 

What's  this  for? 

Ant,  Ah,  let  be,  let  be  1  thou  art 

The  armourer  of  my  heart : — false,  false ;  this,  this. 

Cleo.  Sooth,  la,  I  '11  help :  thus  it  must  be. 

Ant.  Well,  well  ; 

We  shall  thrive  now. — Seest  thou,  my  good  fellow] 
Go,  put  on  thy  defences. 

Eros.  Briefly,  Sir. 

Cleo.  Is  not  this  buckled  well] 

Ant.  Rarely,  rarely: 

He  that  unbuckles  this,  till  we  do  please 
To  doff 't  for  our  repose,  shall  hear  a  storm. — 
Thou  fumblest,  Eros ;  and  my  queen 's  a  squire 
More  tight  at  this,  than  thou :  despatch. — O  love, 
That  thou  couldst  see  my  wars  to-day,  and  knew'st 
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The  royal  occupation !  thou  shouldst  see 
A  workman  in 't — 

Enter  an  Officer,  armed. 

Good  morrow  to  thee ;  welcome  • 
Thou  look'st  like  him  that  knows  a  warlike  charge  : 
To  business  that  we  love,  we  rise  betime, 
And  go  to 't  with  delight 

Off.  A  thousand.  Sir, 

Early  though 't  be,  have  on  their  riveted  trim. 
And  at  the  port  expect  you. 

[Shout.    Flourish  of  trumpets  heard. 

Enter  Captains  and  Soldiers. 

Capt.  The  mom  is  fair. — Good  morrow,  general 

AH.  Good  morrow,  general 

Ant.  'Tis  well  blown,  lads : 

This  morning,  like  the  spirit  of  a  youth 
That  means  to  be  of  note,  begins  betimes. — 
So,  so ;  come,  give  me  that :  this  way ;  well  said. 
Fare  thee  well,  dame,  whatever  becomes  of  me : 
This  is  a  soldiers  kiss  : — [Kisses  her,]  rebukable. 
And  worthy  shameful  check  it  were,  to  stand 
On  more  mechanic  compliment ;  I  '11  leave  thee 
Now,  like  a  man  of  steel — ^You  that  will  fight. 
Follow  me  close ;  I  'U  bring  you  to 't — ^Adieu. 

[Exeunt  Antony,  Eros,  Officers,  and  Soldiers. 

Char.  Please  you,  retire  to  your  chamber. 

C/eo.  Lead  me. 

He  goes  forth  gallantly.     That  he  and  Caesar  might 
Determine  this  great  war  in  single  fight ! 
Then,  Antony, — but  now, — well,  on. 

SCENE  V. — Antony's  Camp  near  Alexandria. 

Trumpets  sound.     Enter  Antony  and  Eros  ;  a  Soldier  meeting  them. 

Sold.  The  gods  make  this  a  happy  day  to  Antony  I 

Ant.  Would  thou,  and  those  thy  scars,  had  once  prevail'd 

To  make  me  fight  at  land ! 

Sold.  Hadst  thou  done  so, 

The  kings  that  have  revolted,  and  the  soldier 

That  has  this  morning  left  thee,  would  have  still 

Followed  thy  heels. 
Ant.  Who's  gone  this  morning]  , 

Sold.  Who! 
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One  ever  near  thee :  call  for  Enobarbus, 

He  shall  not  hear  thee ;  or  from  Caesar's  camp 

Say,  "  I  am  none  of  thine." 

Ant,  What  sa/st  thou  % 

Sold.  Sir, 

He  is  with  Csesar. 

Eros,  Sir,  his  chests  and  treasure 

He  has  not  with  him. 

Ant.  Is  he  gone  ? 

Sold.  Most  certain. 

Ant.  Go,  Eros,  send  his  treasure  after ;  do  it ; 
Detain  no  jot,  I  charge  thee :  write  to  him 
(I  will  subscribe)  gentle  adieus,  and  greetings ; 
Say,  that  I  wish  he  never  find  more  cause 
To  change  a  master. — O,  my  fortunes  have 
Corrupted  honest  men ! — Despatch. — Enobarbus !        [Exeunt 


SCENE  VI. — Caesar's  Camp  before  Alexandria. 

Flourish.    Enter  CiGSAR,  with  Agrippa,  Enobarbus,  and  others. 

Cos.  Go  forth,  Agrippa,  and  begin  the  fight : 
Our  will  is,  Antony  be  took  alive ; 
Make  it  so  known. 

Agr.  Caesar,  I  shall  [Exit 

Cos.  The  time  of  universal  peace  is  near : 
Prove  this  a  prosperous  day,  the  three-nook'd  world 
Shall  bear  the  olive  fi-eely. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess.  Antony 

Is  come  into  the  field. 

Cas.  Go,  charge  Agrippa 

Plant  those  that  have  revolted  in  the  van ; 
That  Antony  may  seem  to  spend  his  fury 
Upon  himself.  \Exeunt  all  except  Enobarbus. 

Eno.  Alexas  did  revolt ;  and  went  to  Jewry  on 
Affairs  of  Antony ;  there  did  persuade 
Great  Herod  to  incline  himself  to  Caesar, 
And  leave  his  master  Antony :  for  this  pains, 
Caesar  hath  hang'd  him.     Canidius,  and  the  rest 
That  fell  away,  have  entertainment,  but 
No  honourable  trust     I  have  done  ill ; 
Of  which  I  do  accuse  myself  so  sorely, 
That  I  will  joy  no  more. 
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Enter  a  Soldier  ^CiBSAR's. 

Sold,  Enobarbus,  Antony 

Hath  afler  thee  sent  all  thy  treasure,  with 
His  bounty  overplus :  the  messenger 
Came  on  my  guard ;  and  at  thy  tent  is  now 
Unloading  of  his  mules. 

Eno,  I  give  it  you. 

Sold,  Mock  not,  Enobarbus. 
I  tell  you  true :  best  you  safd  the  bringer 
Out  of  the  host ;  I  must  attend  mine  office, 
Or  would  have  done 't  myselfl     Your  emperor 
Continues  still  a  Jove.  [Exit 

Eno,  I  am  alone  the  villain  of  the  earth. 
And  feel  I  am  so  most     O  Antony, 
Thou  mine  of  bounty,  how  wouldst  thou  have  paid 
My  better  service,  when  my  turpitude 
Thou  dost  so  crown  with  gold !    This  blows  my  heart ; 
If  swift  thought  break  it  not,  a  swifter  mean 
Shall  outstrike  thought :  but  thought  will  do 't,  I  feel 
I  fight  against  thee ! — No :  I  will  go  seek 
Some  ditch,  wherein  to  die ;  the  fouFst  best  fits 
My  latter  part  of  life.  [Exit. 


SCENE  Wll,— Field  of  Battle  between  the  Camps, 
Alarum,    Drums  and  trumpets.     Enter  Agrippa  and  others. 

Agr,  Retire,  we  have  engaged  ourselves  too  far : 
Caesar  himself  has  work,  and  our  oppression 
Exceeds  what  we  expected.  {ExeunL 

Alarum,     Enter  ANTONY  and  SCARUS,  wounded. 

Scar,  O  my  brave  emperor,  this  is  fought  indeed  ! 
Had  we  done  so  at  first,  we  had  driven  them  home 
With  clouts  about  their  heads. 

Ant,  Thou  bleed'st  apace. 

Scar,  I  had  a  wound  here  that  was  like  a  T, 
But  now  'tis  made  an  H. 

Ant,  They  do  retire. 

Scar,  We  '11  beat  'em  into  bench-holes :  I  have  yet 
Room  for  six  scotches  more. 

Enter  Eros. 
Eros,  They  are  beaten.  Sir ;  and  our  advantage  serves 
For  a  fair  victory. 
Scar.  Let  us  score  their  backs. 
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And  snatch  'em  dp,  as  we  take  hares,  behind : 
'Tis  sport  to  maul  a  runner. 

Ant  I  will  reward  thee 

Once  for  thy  sprightly  comfort,  and  tenfold 
For  thy  good  valour.     Come  thee  on. 

Scan  I  'U  halt  after. 

\^Exeunt. 

SCENE  Will,— Under  the  Wa//s  0/ Alexandra. 

Alarum,     Enter  ANTONY,  ntarching;  SCARUS,  and  forces. 

Ant,  We  have  beat  him  to  his  camp : — run  one  before, 
And  let  the  queen  know  of  our  gests. — ^To-morrow, 
Before  the  sun  shall  see  us,  we  'II  spill  the  blood 
That  has  to-day  escap'd.     I  thank  you  all ; 
For  doughty-handed  are  you,  and  have  fought 
Not  as  you  serv'd  the  cause,  but  as 't  had  been 
Each  man's  like  mine ;  you  have  shown  all  Hectors. 
Enter  the  city,  clip  your  wives,  your  friends, 
Tell  them  your  feats ;  whilst  they  with  joyful  tears 
Wash  the  congealment  from  your  wounds,  and  kiss 
The  honour'd  gashes  whole.— [71?  Scarus.]  Give  me  thy  hand  \ 

Enter  Cleopatra,  atteitded. 
To  this  great  fairy  I  'II  commend  thy  acts. 
Make  her  thanks  bless  thee. — O  thou  day  o'  the  world ! 
Chain  mine  arm'd  neck ;  leap  thou,  attire  and  all, 
Through  proof  of  harness  to  my  heart,  and  there 
Ride  on  the  pants  triumphing. 

Cleo.  Lord  of  lords ! 

O  infinite  virtue  !  com'st  thou  smiling  from 
The  world's  great  snare  uncaught  1 

Ant.  My  nightingale. 

We  have  beat  them  to  their  beds.    What,  girl !  though  gray 
Do  something  mingle  with  our  younger  brown ;  yet  have  we 
A  brain  that  nourishes  our  nerves,  and  can 
Get  goal  for  goal  of  youtli.     Behold  this  man ; 
Commend  unto  his  lips  thy  favouring  hand : — 
Kiss  it,  my  warrior : — he  hath  fought  to-day. 
As  if  a  god,  in  hate  of  mankind,  had 
Destroy'd  in  such  a  shape. 

CUo,  I  'U  give  thee,  friend, 

An  armour  all  of  gold ;  it  was  a  king's. 

Ant.  He  has  deserv'd  it,  were  it  carbuncled 
like  holy  Phoebus'  car. — Give  me  thy  hand : 
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Through  Alexandria  make  a  jolly  march ; 

Bear  our  hack'd  targets  like  the  men  that  owe  them : 

Had  our  great  palace  the  capacity 

To  camp  this  host,  we  all  would  sup  together, 

And  drink  carouses  to  the  next  day's  fate, 

Which  promises  royal  peril. — ^Trumpeters, 

With  brazen  din  blast  you  the  citjr's  ear ; 

Make  mingle  with  our  rattling  tabourines ; 

That  heaven  and  earth  may  strike  their  sounds  together. 

Applauding  our  approach.  [Exsunt, 


SCENE  IX.— CiESAR's  Camp. 

Sentinels  ch  their  post. 

1  Sold.  If  we  be  not  relieved  within  this  hour. 
We  must  return  to  the  court  of  guard :  the  night 
Is  sliiny ;  and,  they  say,  we  shall  embattle 

By  the  second  hour  i'  the  mom. 

2  Sold.  This  last  day  was 
A  shrewd  one  to  us. 

Enter  Enobarbus. 

Eno.  O,  bear  me  witness,  night, — 

3  Sold.  What  man  is  this? 

2  Sold.  Stand  close,  and  list  him. 
Eno.  Be  witness  to  me,  O  thou  blessed  moon ! 

When  men  revolted  shall  upon  record 
Bear  hateful  memory,  poor  Enobarbus  did 
Before  thy  face  repent — 

I  Sold.  Enobarbus! 

3  Sold.  Peace ! 
Haric  farther. 

Eno.  O  sovereign  mistress  of  true  melancholy ! 
The  poisonous  damp  of  night  dispunge  upon  me, 
That  Hfe,  a  very  rebel  to  my  will, 
May  hang  no  longer  on  me :  throw  my  heart 
Against  the  flint  and  hardness  of  my  fault ; 
Which,  being  dried  with  grief,  will  break  to  powder, 
And  finish  all  foul  thoughts.     O  Antony ! 
Nobler  than  my  revolt  is  infamous. 
Forgive  me  in  thine  own  particular ; 
But  let  the  world  rank  me  in  register 
A  master-leaver,  and  a  fugitive. 
O  Antony !    O  Antony !  \Dia. 
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2  Sold,  Let 's  speak  to  him. 

I  Sold,  Let 's  hear  him ;  for  the  things  he  speaks 
May  concern  Ca&sar. 

3  Sold.  Let's  do  so.     But  he  sleepsL 

1  Sold,*  Swoons  rather;  for  so  bad  a  prayer  as  his 
Was  never  yet  for  sleep. 

2  Sold,  Go  we  to  him. 

3  Sold.  Awake,  Sir,  awake ;  speak  to  us. 

2  Sold,  Hear  you.  Sir? 
I  Sold.  The  hand  of  death  hath  raught  him. 

[Drunis  afar  off. 
Hark !  the  drums 
Demurely  wake  the  sleepers.     Let  us  bear  him 
To  the  court  of  guard ;  he  is  of  note :  our  hour 
Is  fully  out 

3  Sold,        Come  on,  then ; 

He  may  recover  yet.  \Exeunt  with  the  body. 


\Exeuntn 


SCENE  X. — Ground  between  the  tivo  Camps. 

Enter  ANTONY  and  ScARUS,  with  fir ces  marchings 

Ant,  Their  preparation  is  to-day  by  sea ; 
We  please  them  not  by  land. 

Scar,  For  both,  my  lord. 

Ant,  I  would  they  'd  fight  i'  the  fire,  or  i*  the  air ; 
We  'd  fight  there  too.     But  this  it  is ;  our  foot 
Upon  the  hills  adjoining  to  the  city 
Shall  stay  with  us :  order  for  sea  is  given  ; 
They  have  put  forth  the  haven :  farther  on. 
Where  their  appointment  we  may  best  discover. 
And  look  on  their  endeavour. 

Enter  CiGSAR,  and  hisfirceSf  marching, 

Cccs,  But  being  charg'd,  we  will  be  still  by  land, 
Which,  as  I  take't,  we  shall ;  for  his  best  force 
Is  forth  to  man  his  galleys.     To  the  vales, 
And  hold  our  best  advantage !  [Exeunt, 

Re-enter  ANTONY  and  SCARUS. 

Ant,  Yet  they  are  not  joined.    Where  yond'  pine  does  stand, 
I  shall  discover  all :  I  '11  bring  thee  word 
Straight,  how  'tis  like  to  go.  \Exit, 

Sear,  Swallows  have  built 

In  Cleopatra's  sails  their  nests :  the  augurers 

Say,  they  know  not, — they  cannot  tell ; — look  grimly, 
vou  IV.  2  c 
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And  dare  not  speak  their  knowledge.    Antony 
Is  valiant,  and  dejected ;  and,  by  starts 
His  fretted  fortunes  give  him  hope,  and  fear, 
Of  what  he  has,  and  has  not 

[A/arum  afar  off,  as  at  a  sea-fight. 

Re-€fiUr  Antony. 
Ant.  All  is  lost ! 

This  foul  Egyptian  hath  betra/d  me : 
My  fleet  hath  yielded  to  the  foe ;  and  yonder 
They  cast  their  caps  up,  and  carouse  together 
Like  friends  long  lost. — Triple-tum'd  whore !  *tis  thou 
Hast  sold  me  to  this  noVice ;  and  my  heart 
Makes  only  wars  on  thee. — Bid  them  all  fly ; 
For  when  I  am  revenged  upon  my  charm, 
I  have  done  all : — bid  them  all  fly ;  be  gone.         \Exit  Scarus. 
O  sun !  thy  uprise  shall  I  see  no  more : 
Fortune  and  Antony  part  here ;  even  here 
Do  we  shake  hands. — All  come  to  this  % — The  hearts 
That  spanierd  me  at  heels,  to  whom  I  gave 
Their  wishes,  do  discandy,  melt  their  sweets 
On  blossoming  Csesar ;  and  this  pine  is  barked, 
That  overtopp'd  them  alL     Betray'd  I  am : 
O  this  false  soul  of  Egypt !  this  grave  charm, — 
Whose  eye  beck'd  forth  my  wars,  and  call'd  them  home ; 
AVhose  bosom  was  my  crownet,  my  chief  end ; — 
Like  a  right  gipsy,  hath,  at  fast  and  loose, 
Beguiled  me  to  the  very  heart  of  loss. — 
What,  Eros !  Eros ! 

Enter  Cleopatra. 
Ah,  thou  spell !    Avaunt ! 
Cleo.  Why  is  my  lord  enrag'd  against  his  love  % 
Ant.  Vanish,  or  I  shall  give  thee  thy  deserving. 

And  blemish  Caesar's  triumph.     Let  him  take  thee, 

And  hoist  thee  up  to  the  shouting  plebeians : 

Follow  his  chariot,  like  the  greatest  spot 

Of  all  thy  sex  \  most  monster-like,  be  shown 

For  poorest  diminutives,  for  doits ;  and  let 

Patient  Octavia  plough  thy  visage  up 

With  her  prepared  nails.  \Exit  Cleg. 

Tis  well  thou  'rt  gone, 

If  it  be  well  to  live :  but  better  'twere 

Thou  fell'st  into  my  fury ;  for  one  death 

Might  have  prevented  many. — Eros,  ho ! — 
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The  shirt  of  Nessus  is  upon  me : — ^teach  me, 

Alcides,  thou  mine  ancestor,  thy  rage : 

Let  me  lodge  Lichas  on  the  horns  o'  the  moon ; 

And  with  those  hands,  that  grasp'd  the  heaviest  club, 

Subdue  my  worthiest  sel£     The  witch  shall  die : 

To  the  young  Roman  boy  she  hath  sold  me,  and  I  fall 

Under  this  plot ;  she  dies  for 't — Eros,  ho !  [JExit 


SCENE  XL — ^Alexandria.    A  Room  in  the  Palace, 

Enter  Cleopatra,  Charmian,  Iras,  and  Mardian. 

Cleo,  Help  me,  my  women !  O,  he  is  more  mad 
Than  Telamon  for  his  shield ;  the  boar  of  Thessaly 
Was  never  so  embossed. 

Char,  To  the  monument ! 

There  lock  yourself,  and  send  him  word  you  are  dead. 
The  soul  and  body  rive  not  more  in  parting. 
Than  greatness  going  o£ 

Cleo,  To  the  monument  !— 

Mardian,  go  tell  him  I  have  slain  myself; 
Say,  that  the  last  I  spoke  was,  "  Antony,** 
And  word  it,  pr*ythee,  piteously :  hence, 
Mardian,  and  bring  me  how  he  takes  my  death. — 
To  the  monument  1  \Exmnt. 

SCENE  XIL—  Another  Room  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  Antony  and  Eros. 

Ant,  Eros,  thou  yet  behold'st  me  ? 

Eros,  Ay,  noble  lord. 

Ant,  Sometime  we  see  a  cloud  that's  dragonish  j 
A  vapour  sometime  like  a  bear  or  lion, 
A  tower*d  citadel,  a  pendent  rock, 
A  forked  mountain,  or  blue  promontory 
With  trees  upon 't,  that  nod  unto  the  world. 
And  mock  our  eyes  with  air :  thou  hast  seen  these  signs  j 
They  are  black  vesper's  pageants. 

Eros,  Ay,  my  lord. 

Ant,  That  which  is  now  a  horse,  even  with  a  thought 
The  rack  dislimns,  and  makes  it  indistinct, 
As  water  is  in  water. 

Eros,  It  does,  my  lord. 

Ant,  My  good  knave,  Eros,  now  thy  captain  is 
Even  such  a  body :  here  I  am  Antony, 
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Yet  cannot  hold  this  visible  shape,  my  knave. 
I  made  these  wars  for  Egypt ;  and  the  queen,— 
Whose  heart  I  thought  I  had,  for  she  had  mine ; 
AVhich,  whilst  it  was  mine,  had  annexed  unto 't 
A  million  more,  now  lost, — she,  Eros,  has 
Pack'd  cards  with  Caesar,  and  false  pla/d  my  glory 
Unto  an  enemy's  triumph. — 
Nay,  weep  not,  gentle  Eros ;  there  is  left  us 
Ourselves  to  end  ourselves. — 

EnUr  Mardian. 

O,  thy  vile  lady  I 
She  has  robb'd  me  of  my  sword. 

Mar,  No,  Antony; 

My  mistress  lov'd  thee,  and  her  fortunes  mingled 
With  thine  entirely. 

Ant  Hence,  saucy  eunuch ;  peace  f 

She  hath  betra/d  me,  and  shall  die  the  death. 

Mar.  Death  of  one  person  can  be  paid  but  once. 
And  that  she  has  discharged :  what  thou  wouldst  do, 
Is  done  unto  thy  hand :  the  last  she  spake 
Was,  "  Antony !  most  noble  Antony  ! " 
Then,  in  the  midst,  a  tearing  groan  did  break 
The  name  of  Antony ;  it  was  divided 
Between  her  heart  and  lips :  she  rendered  life. 
Thy  name  so  buried  in  her. 

Ant  Dead,  theni 

Mar,  Dead. 

Ant,  Unarm,  Eros ;  the  long  day's  task  is  done, 
And  we  must  sleep. — That  thou  depart'st  hence  safe. 
Does  pay  thy  labour  richly ;  go. —  \Exit  Mardian. 

Off,  pluck  off:— 
The  seven-fold  shield  of  Ajax  cannot  keep 
The  battery  from  my  heart.     O,  cleave,  my  sides ! 
Heart,  once  be  stronger  than  thy  continent. 
Crack  thy  frail  case  I — ^Apace,  Eros,  apace. — 
No  more  a  soldier : — ^bruisM  pieces,  go ; 
You  have  been  nobly  borne. — From  me  a  while. — 

\ExU  Eros, 
I  will  overtake  thee,  Cleopatra,  and 
Weep  for  my  pardon.     So  it  must  be,  for  now 
All  length  is  torture : — since  the  torch  is  out. 
Lie  down,  and  stray  no  farther :  now  all  labour 
Mars  what  it  does ;  yea,  very  force  entangle* 
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Itself  with  strength  :  seal  then,  and  all  is  done. — 
Eros ! — I  come,  my  queen. — Eros ! — Stay  for  me  : 
Where  souls  do  couch  on  flowers,  we  '11  hand  in  hand, 
And  with  our  sprightly  port  make  the  ghosts  gaze : 
Dido  and  her  -^neas  shall  want  troops. 
And  all  the  haunt  be  ours. — Come,  Eros !  Eros  ! 

Re-enter  Eros. 
Eros,  What  would  my  lord  1 
Ant  Since  Cleopatra  died, 

I  have  liv'd  in  such  dishonour,  that  the  gods 
Detest  my  baseness.     I,  that  with  my  sword 
Quartered  the  world,  and  o'er  green  Neptune's  back 
With  ships  made  cities,  condemn  myself  to  lack 
The  courage  of  a  woman  ;  less  noble  mind 
Than  she,  which  by  her  death  our  Caesar  tells, 
"  I  am  conqueror  of  myself."     Thou  art  sworn,  Eros, 
That,  when  the  exigent  should  come,  (which  now 
Is  come  indeed,)  when  I  should  see  behind  me 
The  inevitable  prosecution  of 
Disgrace  and  horror,  that,  on  my  command. 
Thou  then  wouldst  kill  me  :  do 't ;  the  time  is  come  : 
Thou  strik'st  not  me,  'tis  Caesar  thou  defeatist. 
Put  colour  in  thy  cheek, 

Eros,  The  gods  withhold  me  ! 

Shall  I  do  that,  which  all  the  Parthian  darts, 
Though  enemy,  lost  aim,  and  could  not  ] 

Ant  Eros, 

Wouldst  thou  be  window'd  in  great  Rome,  and  see 
Thy  master  thus  with  pleach'd  aims,  bending  down 
His  corrigible  neck,  his  face  subdu*d 
To  penetrative  shame,  whilst  the  wheel'd  seat 
Of  fortunate  Caesar,  drawn  before  him,  branded 
His  baseness  that  ensu'd  ? 
Eros,  I  would  not  see 't 

Ant  Come,  then ;  for  with  a  wound  I  must  be  cur'd. 
Draw  that  thy  honest  sword,  which  thou  hast  worn 
Most  useful  for  thy  country. 
Eros,  O,  Sir !  pardon  me. 

Ant  When  I  did  make  thee  free,  swor'st  thou  not  then 
To  do  this  when  I  bade  thee  %    Do  it  at  once ; 
Or  thy  precedent  services  are  all 
But  accidents  unpurposed.     Draw,  and  come. 

Eros.  Turn  from  me,  then,  that  noble  countenance, 
WTierein  the  worship  of  the  whole  world  lies. 
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Ani.  Lotheel  \Tuming from  him, 

Eros,  My  sword  is  drawn. 

Ant,  Then  let  it  do  at  once 

The  thing  why  thou  hast  drawn  it 

Eros,  My  dear  master, 

My  captain,  and  my  emperor,  let  me  say, 
Before  I  strike  this  bloody  stroke,  farewell. 

Ant,  'Tis  said,  man ; — and  farewell 

Eros,  Farewell,  great  chief.    Shall  I  strike  now  1 

Ant,  Now,  Eros. 

Eros,  Why,  there  then  : —  \Falls  on  his  sword, 

thus  do  I  escape  the  sorrow 
Of  Antony's  death.  \pies. 

Ant,  Thrice  nobler  than  myself! 

Thou  teachest  me,  O  valiant  Eros,  what 
I  should,  and  thou  couldst  not     My  queen  and  Eros 
Have,  by  their  brave  instruction,  got  upon  me 
A  nobleness  in  record :  but  I  will  be 
A  bridegroom  in  my  death,  and  run  into 't 
As  to  a  lovefs  bed.    Come,  then ;  and,  Eros, 
Thy  master  dies  thy  scholar :  to  do  thus 

\Falhng  on  his  sword, 
I  leam'd  of  thee. — How !  not  dead  1  not  dead? — 
The  guard, — ^ho ! — O,  despatch  me ! 

Enter  Dercetas  and  Guard. 

1  Guard.  What 's  the  noise  ? 
Ant,  I  have  done  my  work  ill,  friends :  O,  make  an  end 

Of  what  I  have  begun. 

2  Guard,  The  star  is  fallen. 
I  Guard,  And  time  is  at  his  period. 

AIL  Alas,  and  woe ! 

Ant,  Let  him  that  loves  me,  strike  me  dead. 

1  Guard,  Not  I. 

2  Guard,  Nor  I. 

3  Guard,  Nor  any  one.  \Exeunt  Guard. 
Der,  Thy  death  and  fortunes  bid  thy  followers  fly. 

This  sword  but  shown  to  Csesar,  with  this  tidings, 
Shall  enter  me  with  him. 

Enter  DioiCEDls. 
Dio.  Where's  Antony? 
Der.  There,  Diomed,  there. 
Dio.  Lives  he  ? 
Wilt  thou  not  answer,  mani  \Exit  Dehcetas. 
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Ant.  Art  thou  there,  Diomed  ]    Draw  thy  sword,  and  g  ive  me 
Sufficing  strokes  for  death. 

Dio.  Most  absolute  lord, 

My  mistress,  Cleopatra,  sent  me  to  thee. 

Ant  When  did  she  send  thee  % 

Dio.  Now,  my  lord. 

Ant,  Where  is  she  \ 

Dio,  Lock'd  in  her  monument    She  had  a  prophesying  fear 
Of  what  hath  come  to  pass :  for  when  she  saw 
(Which  never  shall  be  found)  you  did  suspect 
She  had  disposed  with  Caesar,  and  that  your  rage 
Would  not  be  purg'd,  she  sent  you  word  she  was  dead ; 
But,  fearing  since  how  it  might  work,  hath  sent 
Me  to  proclaim  the  truth ;  and  I  am  come, 
I  dread,  too  late. 

Ant  Too  late,  good  Diomed : — call  my  guard,  I  pr'ythee. 

Dio.  What,  ho,  the  emperof  s  guard !     The  guard,  what,  ho ! 
Come,  your  lord  calls  ! 

Enter  some  of  the  Guard. 

Ant  Bear  me,  good  friends,  where  Cleopatra  bides ; 
'Tis  the  last  service  that  I  shall  command  you. 

I  Guard,  Woe,  woe  are  we,  Sir,  you  may  not  live  to  wear 
All  your  true  followers  out 

All.  Most  heavy  day ! 

Ant  Nay,  good  my  fellows,  do  not  please  sharp  fate 
To  grace  it  with  your  sorrows :  bid  that  welcome 
Which  comes  to  punish  us,  and  we  punish  it 
Seeming  to  bear  it  lightly.     Take  me  up : 
I  have  led  you  oft :  carry  me  now,  good  friends. 
And  have  my  thanks  for  alL 

\Exeunty  hearing  Antony. 

SCENE  XIII. — Alexandria.    A  Monument. 

Enter^  above,  Cleopatra,  Charm lw,  and  Iras. 

Cleo.  O  Charmian,  I  will  never  go  from  hence. 

Char.  Be  comforted,  dear  Madanu 

Cleo.  No,  I  will  not : 

All  strange  and  terrible  events  are  welcome, 
But  comforts  we  despise :  our  size  of  sorrow, 
Proportion'd  to  our  cause,  must  be  as  great 
As  that  which  makes  it — 

Enter,  below,  DiOlCEDES. 

How  now !  is  he  dead! 
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Dio.  His  death 's  upon  him,  but  not  dead. 
Look  out  o'  the  other  side  your  monument ; 
His  guard  have  brought  him  thither. 

Enter ^  below,  Antony,  borne  by  the  Guard. 

Cieo,  O  sun, 

Bum  the  great  sphere  thou  mov'st  in ! — darkling  stand 
The  varying  shore  o'  the  world. — O  Antony, 
Antony,  Antony  ! — Help,  Charmian,  help,  Iras,  help ; — 
Help,  friends  below ; — ^let  's  draw  him  hither. 

Ant,  Peace  I 

Not  Caesar's  valour  hath  o'erthrown  Antony, 
But  Antony's  hath  triumphed  on  itself. 

Cieo,  So  it  should  be,  that  none  but  Antony 
Should  conquer  Antony  j  but  woe  'tis  so  ! 

Ant  I  am  dying,  Egypt,  dying ;  only 
I  here  importune  death  a  while,  until 
Of  many  thousand  kisses  the  poor  last 
I  lay  upon  thy  lips. 

Cleo,  I  dare  not,  dear, — 

Dear  my  lord,  pardon, — I  dare  not. 
Lest  I  be  taken  :  not  the  imperious  show 
Of  the  full-fortun'd  Caesar  ever  shall 
Be  brooch'd  with  me ;  if  knife,  drugs,  serpents,  have 
Edge,  sting,  or  operation,  I  am  safe : 
Your  wife  Octavia,  with  her  modest  eyes. 
And  still  conclusion,  shall  acquire  no  honour 
Demuring  upon  me. — But  come,  come,  Antony, — 
Help  me,  my  women, — ^we  must  draw  thee  up  ;— 
Assist,  good  friends. 

Ant.  O,  quick,  or  I  am  gone. 

Cieo,  Here 's  sport  indeed ! — How  heavy  weighs  my  lord ! 
Our  strength  is  all  gone  into  heaviness. 
That  makes  the  weight :  had  I  great  Juno's  power, 
The  strong-wing'd  Mercury  should  fetch  thee  up. 
And  set  thee  by  Jove's  side.     Yet  come  a  little, — 
Wishers  were  ever  fools. — O,  come,  come,  come ; 

[They  draw  Antony  up. 
And  welcome,  welcome !  die  where  thou  hast  liv'd : 
Quicken  with  kissing:  had  my  lips  that  power. 
Thus  would  I  wear  them  out 

AiL  A  heavy  sight ! 

Ant.  I  am  dying,  Egypt,  dying ! 
Give  me  some  wine,  and  let  me  speak  a  little. 
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CUo,  No,  let  me  speak ;  and  let  me  rail  so  high. 
That  the  false  housewife  Fortune  break  her  wheel, 
Provok'd  by  my  offence. 

Ant  One  word,  sweet  queen : 

Of  Caesar  seek  your  honour,  with  your  safety. — O ! 

CUo,  They  do  not  go  together. 

Ant  Gentle,  hear  me : 

None  about  Caesar  trust,  but  Proculeius. 

Cko,  My  resolution  and  my  hands  I  '11  trust ; 
None  about  Caesar. 

Ant  The  miserable  change  now  at  my  end 
Lament  nor  sorrow  at ;  but  please  your  thoughts, 
In  feeding  them  with  those  my  former  fortunes 
Wherein  I  liv'd,  the  greatest  prince  o'  the  world, 
The  noblest ;  and  do  now  not  basely  die, 
Not  cowardly  put  off  my  helmet  to 
My  countryman, — a  Roman  by  a  Roman 
Valiantly  vanquished.     Now  my  spirit  is  going ; 
I  can  no  more. 

CUo,  Noblest  of  men,  woo  *t  die  1 

Hast  thou  no  care  of  me  1  shall  I  abide 
In  this  dull  world,  which  in  thy  absence  is 
No  better  than  a  sty  % — O,  see,  my  women,  [Antony  dUs, 

The  crown  o'  the  earth  doth  melt : — my  lord ! — 
O,  withered  is  the  garland  of  the  war, 
The  soldier's  pole  is  fallen :  young  boys  and  girls 
Are  level  now  with  men ;  the  odds  is  gone. 
And  there  is  nothing  left  remarkable 
Beneath  the  visiting  moon.  \Faints, 

Char.  O,  Quietness,  lady ! 

Jras,  She  is  dead  too,  our  sovereign. 

Char,  Lady ! — 

Iras,  Madam !— ^ 

Char,  O  Madam,  Madam,  Madam ! — 

Iras,  Royal  Egypt ! 

Empress ! — 

Char,  Peace,  peace,  Iras ! 

Cleo.  No  more,  but  e'en  a  woman ;  and  commanded 
By  such  poor  passion  as  the  maid  that  milks, 
And  does  the  meanest  chares. — It  were  for  me 
To  throw  my  sceptre  at  the  injurious  gods ; 
To  tell  tliem  that  this  world  did  equal  theirs. 
Till  they  had  stolen  our  jewel     All's  but  naught ; 
Patience  is  sottish,  and  impatience  does 
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Become  a  dog  that's  mad :  then,  is  it  sin 

To  rush  into  the  secret  hous^  of  death. 

Ere  death  dare  come  to  us  1— How  do  you,  women 

What,  what  1  good  cheer  I    Why,  how  now,  Charmian  1 

My  noble  girls ! — ^Ah,  women,  women !  look, 

Our  lamp  is  spent,  it's  out  I — Good  sirs,  take  heart : — 

We *11  bury  him ;  and  then,  what's  brave,  what's  noble, 

Let's  do  it  after  the  high  Roman  fashion, 

And  make  death  proud  to  take  us.    Come,  away : — 

This  case  of  that  huge  spirit  now  is  cold : 

Ah,  women,  women  1  come ;  we  have  no  friend 

But  resolution,  and  the  briefest  end. 

[Ex€unt;  those  above  bearing  ^Antony's  body. 
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ACT  V. 

SCENE  I. — CiESAR's  Camp  brfore  Alexandria, 

Emier  CiESAR,  Agrippa,  Dolabella,  MECiCNAS,  Gallus,  Proculeius, 

and  others, 

Cos,  Go  to  him,  Dolabella,  bid  him  yield ; 
Being  so  frustrate,  tell  him,  he  mocks  us  by 
The  pauses  that  he  makes. 

DoL  Cxsar,  I  shall.  \ExiL 

EtiUr  Dercetas,  with  the  sword  of  Antony. 

Coes,  Wherefore  b  that?  and  what  art  thou,  that  dar'st 
Appear  thus  to  usf 

Der.  I  am  call'd  Dercetas ; 

Mark  Antony  I  serv'd,  who  best  was  worthy 
Best  to  be  serv'd :  whilst  he  stood  up  and  spoke, 
He  was  my  master ;  and  I  wore  my  life 
To  spend  upon  his  haters.     If  thou  please 
To  take  me  to  thee,  as  I  was  to  him 
I  'U  be  to  Csesar ;  if  thou  pleasest  not, 
I  yield  thee  up  my  life. 

Goes.  What  is 't  thou  sa/st  % 

Der,  I  say,  O  Caesar,  Antony  is  dead. 

Cos,  The  breaking  of  so  great  a  thing  should  make 
A  greater  crack :  the  round  world 
Should  have  shook  lions  into  civil  streets. 
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And  citizens  to  their  dens : — the  death  of  Antony 
Is  not  a  single  doom  ;  in  the  name  lay 
A  moiety  of  the  world. 

Der.  He  is  dead,  Caesar ; 

Not  by  a  public  minister  of  justice, 
Nor  by  a  hir^d  knife ;  but  that  self  hand. 
Which  writ  his  honour  in  the  acts  it  did, 
Hath,  with  the  courage  which  the  heart  did  lend  it, 
Splitted  the  heart     This  is  his  sword ; 
I  robb'd  his  wound  of  it ;  behold  it  stain'd 
With  his  most  noble  blood. 

Cos,  Look  you  sad,  friends  1 

The  gods  rebuke  me,  but  it  is  tidings  ** 

To  wash  the  eyes  of  kings. 

Agr.  And  strange  it  is, 

That  nature  must  compel  us  to  lament  ^ 

Our  most  persisted  deeds. 

M^c.  His  taints  and  honours 

Wag'd  equal  with  him. 

Agr,  A  rarer  spirit  never 

Did  steer  humanity :  but  you,  gods,  will  give  us 
Some  faults  to  make  us  men.     Caesar  is  touched. 

Afec,  When  such  a  spacious  mirror 's  set  before  him, 
He  needs  must  see  himself. 

Cces,  O  Antony ! 

I  have  followed  thee  to  this ; — ^but  we  do  lance 
Diseases  in  our  bodies :  I  must  perforce 
Have  shown  to  thee  such  a  declining  day. 
Or  look  on  thine  ;  we  could  not  stall  together 
In  the  whole  world :  but  yet  let  me  lament. 
With  tears  as  sovereign  as  the  blood  of  hearts, 
That  thou,  my  brother,  my  competitor 
In  top  of  all  design,  my  mate  in  empire. 
Friend  and  companion  in  the  front  of  war, 
The  arm  of  mine  own  body,  and  the  heart 
Where  mine  his  thoughts  did  kindle, — that  our  stars, 
Unreconcileable,  should  divide 
Our  equalness  to  this. — Hear  me,  good  friends,— 
But  I  will  tell  you  at  some  meeter  season : 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

The  business  of  this  man  looks  out  of  him ; 
We'll  hear  him  what  he  says. — ^Whence  are  youl 
Mess.  A  poor  Egyptian  yet.    The  queen  my  mistress^ 
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Confined  in  all  she  has,  her  monument. 
Of  thy  intents  desires  instruction, 
That  she  preparedly  may  frame  herself 
To  the  way  she 's  forced  to. 

C(Bs,  Bid  her  have  good  heart : 

She  soon  shall  know  of  us,  by  some  of  ours, 
How  honourable  and  how  kindly  we 
Determine  for  her ;  for  Caesar  cannot  live 
To  be  ungentle. 

Mess,  So  the  gods  preserve  thee !  \ExiL 

C(Bs,  Come  hither,  Proculeius.     Go  and  say, 
We  purpose  her  no  shame :  give  her  what  comforts 
The  quality  of  her  passion  shall  require ; 
Lest,  in  her  greatness,  by  some  mortal  stroke 
She  do  defeat  us ;  for  her  life  in  Rome 
Would  be  eternal  in  our  triumph.     Go, 
And,  with  your  speediest,  bring  us  what  she  says, 
And  how  you  find  of  her* 

Pro,  Csesar,  I  shall  [Exit 

CcBs.  Gallus,  go  you  along. —  [Exit  Gallus^ 

Where 's  Dolabella, 
To  second  Proculeius  1 

Agr.  Mec.  Dolabella ! 

Cos,  Let  him  alone,  for  I  remember  now 
How  he  *s  emplo/d :  he  shall  in  time  be  ready. 
Go  with  me  to  my  tent,  where  you  shall  see 
How  hardly  I  was  drawn  into  this  war ; 
How  calm  and  gentle  I  proceeded  still 
In  all  my  writings :  go  with  me,  and  see 
What  I  can  show  in  this.  [Exeunt 

SCENE  II. — Alexandria,     The  Monument. 

Enter,  above,  Cleopatra,  Charmian,  and  Iras. 
CUo,  My  desolation  does  begin  to  make 
A  better  life.    'Tis  paltry  to  be  Caesar ; 
Not  being  Fortune,  he 's  but  Fortune's  knave, 
A  minister  of  her  will :  and  it  is  great 
To  do  that  thing  that  ends  all  other  deeds  j 
Which  shackles  accidents,  and  bolts  up  change ; 
Which  sleeps,  and  never  palates  more  the  dung, 
The  beggar's  nurse  and  Caesar's. 

Enter,  below,  to  the  gates  of  the  monument,  Proculkius,  Gallus,  and  Soldien. 

Fro.  Caesar  sends  greeting  to  the  queen  of  Egypt ; 
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And  bids  thee  study  on  what  fair  demands 
Thou  mean'st  to  have  him  grant  thee. 

Cleo,  What 's  thy  name  ] 

Fro,  My  name  is  Proculeius. 

Cko,  Antony 

Did  tell  me  of  you,  bade  me  trust  you ;  but 
I  do  not  greatly  care  to  be  deceived, 
That  have  no  use  for  trusting.     If  your  master 
Would  have  a  queen  his  beggar,  you  must  tell  him, 
That  majesty,  to  keep  decorum,  must 
No  less  beg  than  a  kingdom  :  if  he  please 
To  give  me  conquered  Egypt  for  my  son, 
He  gives  me  so  much  of  mine  own,  as  I 
Will  kneel  to  him  with  thanks. 

Pro,  Be  of  good  cheer ; 

You  are  fallen  into  a  princely  hand,  fear  nothing  : 
Make  your  full  reference  freely  to  my  lord, 
Who  is  so  full  of  grace,  that  it  flows  over 
On  all  that  need  :  let  me  report  to  him 
Your  sweet  dependancy ;  and  you  shall  find 
A  conqueror  that  will  pray  in  aid  for  kindness. 
Where  he  for  grace  is  kneel'd  to. 

Cleo.  Pray  you,  tell  him 

I  am  his  fortune's  vassal,  and  I  send  him 
The  greatness  he  has  got.     I  hourly  learn 
A  doctrine  of  obedience ;  and  would  gladly 
Look  him  i'  the  face. 

Pro,  This  I  '11  report,  dear  lady. 

Have  comfort,  for  I  know  your  plight  is  pitied 
Of  him  that  caus'd  it 

Gal,  \Aside  to  Pro.]  You  see  how  easily  she  may  be  surprised. 
[Proculeius,  and  two  of  tfu  Guard,  ascend  the 
monument  by  a  ladder,  and  come  behind 
Cleopatra.  Some  of  the  Guard  unbar 
and  open  the  gates,  discovering  the  lower 
room  of  the  monument, 
[Aloud  to  Pro.]  Guard  her  till  Ca^ar  come.  [£xit, 

Iras,  Royal  queen ! 

Char,  O  Cleopatra  1  thou  art  taken,  queen ! 

Cleo.  Quick,  quick,  good  hands.  [Drawing  a  dagger. 

Pro,  Hold,  worthy  lady,  hold ! 

[Seizes  and  disarms  her. 
Do  not  yourself  such  wrong,  who  are  in  this 
Relieved,  but  not  betray'd. 
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Cleo,  "What,  of  death  too. 

That  rids  our  dogs  of  languish  1 

Pro.  Cleopatra, 

Do  not  abuse  my  master's  bounty,  by 
Th'  undoing  of  yourself:  let  the  world  see 
His  nobleness  well  acted,  which  your  death 
Will  never  let  come  forth. 

Cleo,  Where  art  thou,  death  1 

Come  hither,  come !  come,  come,  and  take  a  queen 
Worth  many  babes  and  beggars  I 

Fro,  O,  temperance,  lady  ! 

Cleo,  Sir,  I  will  eat  no  meat,  I  '11  not  drink.  Sir  \ 
(If  idle  talk  will  once  be  necessary,) 
I  '11  not  sleep  neither :  this  mortal  house  I  '11  ruin. 
Do  Caesar  what  he  can.     Know,  Sir,  that  I 
Will  not  wait  pinion'd  at  your  master's  court ; 
Nor  once  be  chastis'd  with  the  sober  eye 
Of  dull  Octavia.     Shall  they  hoist  me  up. 
And  show  me  to  the  shouting  varletry 
Of  censuring  Rome?    Rather  a  ditch  in  Egypt 
Be  gentle  grave  to  me  !  rather  on  Nilus'  mud 
Lay  me  stark  nak'd,  and  let  the  water-flies 
Blow  me  into  abhorring  I  rather  make 
My  country's  high  pyramides  my  gibbet, 
And  hang  me  up  in  chains  I 

Pro,  You  do  extend 

These  thoughts  of  horror  farther,  than  you  shall 
Find  cause  in  Caesar. 

Enter  Dolabella,  belcw, 

DoL  Proculeius, 

What  thou  hast  done  thy  master  Caesar  knows, 
And  he  hath  sent  for  thee :  as  for  the  queen, 
I  '11  take  her  to  my  guard. 

Pro,  So,  Dolabella, 

It  shall  content  me  best : — 

\Brings  Cleopatra  down  into  the  lower  room  of  the 
monument^  and  delivers  her  to  Dolabella. 
be  gentle  to  her. — 
[71?  Cleo.]  To  Caesar  I  will  speak  what  you  shall  please. 
If  you'U  employ  me  to  him. 

Cleo,  Say,  I  would  die. 

[Exeunt  Proculeius  and  Soldiers. 
Dol,  Most  noble  empress,  you  have  heard  of  me  % 
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Cleo.  I  cannot  tell. 

I^ot,  Assuredly,  you  know  me. 

CUo.  No  matter,  Sir,  what  I  have  heard,  or  known. 
You  laugh  when  boys  or  women  tell  their  dreams  ; 
Is 't  not  your  trick  ] 

Dol  I  understand  not,  Madam. 

Cleo.  I  dreamed  there  was  an  emperor  Antony : — 
O,  such  another  sleep,  that  I  might  see 
But  such  another  man ! 

DoL  If  it  might  please  you, — 

Cleo,  His  face  was  as  the  heavens ;  and  therein  stuck 
A  sun  and  moon,  which  kept  their  course,  and  lighted 
The  little  O,  the  earth. 

DoL  Most  sovereign  creature, — 

CUo.  His  legs  bestrid  the  ocean :  his  reared  arm 
Crested  the  world :  his  voice  was  propertied 
As  all  the  tun^d  spheres,  and  that  to  friends ; 
But  when  he  meant  to  quail  and  shake  the  orb. 
He  was  as  rattling  thunder.     For  his  bounty. 
There  was  no  winter  in 't ;  an  autumn  'twas. 
That  grew  the  more  by  reaping :  his  delights 
Were  dolphin-like ;  they  show'd  his  back  above 
The  element  they  liv'd  in :  in  his  livery 
Walked  crowns,  and  crownets ;  realms  and  islands  were 
As  plates  dropp'd  from  his  pocket 

DoL  Cleopatra, — 

CUo,  Think  you  there  was,  or  might  be,  such  a  man 
As  this  I  dreamed  of] 

DoL  Gentle  madam,  no. 

Cleo,  You  lie,  up  to  the  hearing  of  the  gods. 
But,  if  there  be,  or  ever  were,  one  such, 
It's  past  the  size  of  dreaming :  nature  wants  stuff 
To  vie  strange  forms  with  fancy ;  yet,  to  imagine 
An  Antony,  were  nature's  piece  'gainst  fancy. 
Condemning  shadows  quite. 

DoL  Hear  me,  good  Madam 

Your  loss  is  as  yourself,  great ;  and  you  bear  it 
As  answering  to  the  weight :  would  I  might  never 
O'ertake  pursu'd  success,  but  I  do  feel. 
By  the  rebound  of  yours,  a  grief  that  smites 
My  very  heart  at  root. 

Cleo,  I  thank  you,  Sir. 

Know  you  what  Caesar  means  to  do  with  me  f 

Dol,  I  am  loath  to  tell  you  what  I  would  you  knew 
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CUo,  Nay,  pray  you,  Sir, — 

DoL  Though  he  be  honourable, — 

Cleo,  He  '11  lead  me,  then,  in  triumph  1 

DoL  Madam,  he  will ;  I  know  it 

Within,  Make  way  there ! — Caesar ! 

Enter  Zx&h^  Callus,  Proculeius,  MECiBNAS,  Seleucus,  and 

Attendants. 

CcRS,  Which  is  the  queen  of  Egypt  1 

DoL  It  ife  the  emperor.  Madam,  [Cleopatra  kneds, 

Cos.  Arise,  you  shall  not  kneel 
I  pray  you,  rise ;  rise,  Egypt 

Cleo.  Sir,  the  gods 

Will  have  it  thus ;  my  master  and  my  lord 
I  must  obey. 

C(es,  Take  to  you  no  hard  thoughts  : 

The  record  of  what  injuries  you  did  us, 
Though  written  in  our  flesh,  we  shall  remember 
As  things  but  done  by  chance. 

Cieo,  Sole  Sir  o'  the  world, 

I  cannot  project  mine  own  cause  so  well 
To  make  it  clear ;  but  do  confess  I  have 
Been  laden  with  like  frailties,  which  before 
Have  often  shamed  our  sex. 

C(ss,  Cleopatra,  know. 

We  will  extenuate  rather  than  enforce : 
If  you  apply  yourself  to  our  intents, 
(Which  towards  you  are  most  gentle,)  you  shall  find 
A  benefit  in  this  change ;  but  if  you  seek 
To  lay  on  me  a  cruelty,  by  taking 
Antony's  course,  you  shall  bereave  yourself 
Of  my  good  purposes,  and  put  your  children 
To  that  destruction  which  I  '11  guard  them  from. 
If  thereon  you  rely.     1 11  take  my  leave. 

CUo,  And  may,  through  all  the  world  :  'tis  yours ;  and  we, 
Your  scutcheons,  and  your  signs  of  conquest,  shall 
Hang  in  what  place  you  please.     Here,  my  good  lord. 

Cess,  You  shall  advise  me  in  all  for  Cleopatra. 

Clco,  [^Giving  a  scroll,'\  This  is  the  brief  of  money,  plate,  and 
jewels, 
I  am  possess'd  of:  'tis  exactly  valu'd ; 
Not  petty  things  admitted. — Where 's  Seleucus  % 

Sd,  Here,  Madam. 

Cleo.  This  is  my  treasurer :  let  him  speak,  my  lord, 
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Upon  his  peril,  that  I  have  reseiVd 

To  myself  nothing. — Speak  the  truth,  Seleucus. 

Sei,  Madam, 
I  had  rather  seal  my  lips,  than,  to  my  peril, 
Speak  that  which  is  not 

Cleo.  ^Vhat  have  I  kept  back  I 

Sei.  Enough  to  purchase  what  you  have  made  known. 

CcEs,  Nay,  blush  not,  Cleopatra ;  I  approve 
Your  wisdom  in  the  deed. 

Cleo.  See,  Caesar !     O,  behold, 

How  pomp  is  followed !  mine  will  now  be  yours ; 
And,  should  we  shift  estates,  yours  would  be  mine. 
The  ingratitude  of  this  Seleucus  does 
Even  make  me  wild : — O  slave,  of  no  more  trust 
Than  love  that 's  hir'd ! — ^What,  goest  thou  back  1  thou  shalt 
Go  back,  I  warrant  thee ;  but  I  '11  catch  thine  eyes. 
Though  they  had  wings :  slave,  soul-less  villain,  dog ! 
O  rarely  base ! 

Cos,  Good  queen,  let  us  entreat  you. 

Cieo.  O  Caesar,  what  a  wounding  shame  is  this,— 
That  thou,  vouchsafing  here  to  visit  me. 
Doing  the  honour  of  thy  lordliness 
To  one  so  meek,  that  mine  own  servant  should 
Parcel  the  sum  of  my  disgraces  by 
Addition  of  his  envy !     Say,  good  Caesar, 
That  I  some  lady  trifles  have  reserv'd, 
Immoment  toys,  things  of  such  dignity 
As  we  greet  modem  friends  withal ;  and  say, 
Some  nobler  token  I  have  kept  apart 
For  Livia,  and  Octavia,  to  induce 
Their  mediation ;  must  I  be  unfolded 
With  one  that  I  have  bred  1    The  gods !  it  smites  me 
Beneath  the  fall  I  have. — [7^  Sel.]  Pr'ythee,  go  hence ; 
Or  I  shall  show  the  cinders  of  my  spirits 
Through  th*  ashes  of  my  chance  : — wert  thou  a  man. 
Thou  wouldst  have  mercy  on  me. 

Cies.  Forbear,  Seleucus. 

\fixit  SELEUCUi 

Cieo.  Be  it  known,  that  we,  the  greatest,  are  misthought 
For  things  that  others  do ;  and,  when  we  fall, 
We  answer  others'  merits  in  our  name, — 
Are  therefore  10  be  pitied. 

C(Bs.  Cleopatra, 

Not  what  you  have  reserv'd,  nor  what  acknowledg'd, 
vou  IV.  2  D 
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Put  we  i'  the  roll  of  conquest :  still  be  it  yours, 

Bestow  it  at  your  pleasure ;  and  believe, 

Caesar 's  no  merchant,  to  make  prize  with  you 

Of  things  that  merchants  sold.     Therefore  be  cheer'd ; 

Make  not  your  thoughts  your  prisons :  no,  dear  queen ; 

For  we  intend  so  to  dispose  you,  as 

Yourself  shall  give  us  counsel     Feed,  and  sleep  : 

Our  care  and  pity  is  so  much  upon  you, 

That  we  remain  your  friend ;  and  so,  adieu. 

C/eo,  My  master,  and  my  lord ! 

Cos.  Not  so.    Adieu. 

[JFlourisA.     Exeufit  CvESAr  and  his  trairu 

Cieo,  He  words  me,  girls,  he  words  me,  that  I  should  not    • 
Be  noble  to  myself:  but,  hark  thee,  Charmian. 

[  Whispers  Charmian. 

Iras,  Finish,  good  lady ;  the  bright  day  is  done, 
And  we  are  for  the  dark. 

CUo,  Hie  thee  again  : 

I  have  spoke  already,  and  it  is  provided ; 
Go,  put  it  to  the  haste. 

Char,  Madam,  I  ydUL 

Re-enter  DoLABELLA. 

DoL  Where  is  the  queen  % 

Char,  Behold,  Sir.  {Exit 

Cleo,  Dolabella ! 

Dol,  Madam,  as  thereto  sworn  by  your  command, 
Which  my  love  makes  religion  to  obey, 
I  tell  you  this :  Caesar  through  Syria 
Intends  his  journey ;  and,  within  three  days, 
You  with  your  children  will  he  send  before : 
Make  your  best  use  of  this :  I  have  perform'd 
Your  pleasure,  and  my  promise. 

CUo,  Dolabella, 

I  shall  remain  your  debtor. 

Dol,  I  your  servant 

Adieu,  good  queen    I  must  attend  on  Caesar. 

Clio,  Farewell,  and  thanks. — \Exit  Dol.]    Now,  Iras,  what 
think'st  thou  1 
Thou,  an  £)gyptian  puppet,  shalt  be  shown 
In  Rome,  as  well  as  I :  mechanic  slaves 
With  greasy  aprons,  rules,  and  hammers,  shall 
Uplift  us  to  the  view ;  in  their  thick  breaths. 
Rank  of  gross  diet,  shall  we  be  enclouded, 
And  forced  to  drink  their  vapour. 
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Iras.  The  gods  forbid  I 

Cleo,  Nay,  'tis  most  certain,  Iras : — saucy  lictors 

Will  catch  at  us,  like  strumpets ;  and  scald  rhymers 

Ballad  us  out  o'  tune :  the  quick  comedians 

Extemporally  will  stage  us,  and  present 

Our  Alexandrian  revels ;  Antony 

Shall  be  brought  drunken  forth,  and  I  shall  see 

Some  squeaking  Cleopatra  boy  my  greatness 

I*  the  posture  of  a  whore. 
Iras.  O,  the  good  gods  I 

Cleo,  Nay,  that  is  certain. 
Iras,  I  '11  never  see  it ;  for,  I  am  sure,  my  nails 

Are  stronger  than  mine  eyes. 
Cleo,  Why,  that 's  the  way 

To  fool  their  preparation,  and  to  conquer 

Their  most  absurd  intents. — 

Re-enter  C  HARM  IAN.  - 

Now,  Charmiani — 

Show  me,  my  women,  like  a  queen : — go  fetch 

My  best  attires; — I  am  again  for  Cydnus, 

To  meet  Mark  Antony : — sirrah  Iras,  go. — 

Now,  noble  Charmian,  we  '11  despatch  indeed  \ 

And,  when  thou  hast  done  this  chare,  I  '11  give  thee  leaye 

To  play  till  dooms-day. — Bring  our  crown  and  all. 

\Exit  Iras.     A  noise  heard. 
Wherefore  *s  this  noise  1 

EnUr  ont  of  the  Guard. 
Guard,  Here  is  a  rural  fellow. 

That  will  not  be  denied  your  highness'  presence : 

He  brings  you  figs. 
Cleo,  Let  him  come  in. — \Exit  Guard.]  \Vhat  poor  an  instrument 

May  do  a  noble  deed !  he  brings  me  liberty. 

My  resolution 's  plac'd,  and  I  have  nothing 

Of  woman  in  me :  now  from  head  to  foot 

I  am  marble-constant ;  now  the  fleeting  moon 

No  planet  is  of  mine. 

Re-enter  Gxiard,  with  a  Clown  bringing  in  a  basket. 

Guard,  This  is  the  maa 

Cleo,  Avoid,  and  leave  him, —  [Exit  Guard 

Hast  thou  the  pretty  worm  of  Nilus  there. 
That  kills  and  pains  not? 
Clown,  Truly,  I  have  him :  but  I  would  not  be  the  party  that 
should  desire  you  to  touch  him,  for  his  biting  is  immortal ;  those 
that  do  die  of  it,  do  seldom  or  never  recover. 
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Cleo\  Remember'st  thou  any  that  have  died  on 't  ? 

Clown,  Very  many,  men  and  women  too.  I  heard  of  one  of 
them  no  longer  than  yesterday :  a  very  honest  woman,  but  some- 
thing given  to  lie ;  as  a  woman  should  not  do,  but  in  the  way  of 
honesty:  how  she  died  of  the  biting  of  it,  what  pain  she  felt, — truly, 
she  makes  a  very  good  report  o'  the  wonn ;  but  he  that  will  believe 
all  that  they  say,  shall  never  be  saved  by  half  that  they  do :  but  this 
is  most  fallible,  the  worm  *s  an  odd  worm. 

Cleo,  Get  thee  hence ;  farewell 

Clown.  I  wish  you  all  joy  of  the  wonn.  \Sets  down  the  basket 

Clco.  Farewell 

Clown,  You  must  think  this,  look  you,  that  the  worm  will  do  his 
kind. 

Cleo,  Ay,  ay ;  farewell 

Clown,  Look  you,  the  worm  is  not  to  be  trusted  but  in  the  keep- 
ing of  wise  people ;  for,  indeed,  there  is  no  goodness  in  the  worm. 

Cleo,  Take  thou  no  care ;  it  shall  be  heeded. 

Clown.  Very  good.  Give  it  nothing,  I  pray  you,  for  it  is  not 
worth  the  feeding. 

Cleo,  Will  it  eat  me  1 

Clown.  You  must  not  think  I  am  so  simple,  but  I  know  the  devil 
himself  will  not  eat  a  woman :  I  know  that  a  woman  is  a  dish  for 
the  gods,  if  the  devil  dress  her  not ;  but,  truly,  these  same  whoreson 
devils  do  the  gods  great  harm  in  their  women ;  for  in  every  ten  that 
they  make,  the  devils  mar  five. 

Cleo.  Well,  get  thee  gone ;  farewell 

Clown.  Yes,  forsooth  :  I  wish  you  joy  of  the  worm.  [Exit, 

Re-enter  Iras,  xviih  a  robe,  crown,  <5r*r. 

Cleo.  Give  me  my  robe,  put  on  my  crown ;  I  have 
Immortal  longings  in  me :  now  no  more 
The  juice  of  Egypt's  grape  shall  moist  this  lip : — 
Yare,  yare,  good  Iras ;  quick. — Methinks  I  hear 
Antony  call ;  I  see  him  rouse  himself 
To  praise  my  noble  act ;  I  hear  him  mock 
The  luck  of  Caesar,  which  the  gods  give  men 
To  excuse  their  after  wrath  : — husband,  I  come : 
Now  to  that  name  my  courage  prove  my  title ! 
I  am  fire,  and  air ;  my  other  elements 
I  give  to  baser  life. — So, — have  you  done? 
Come  then,  and  take  the  last  warmth  of  my  lips. 
Farewell,  kind  Charmian ; — Iras,  long  farewell 

[Kisses  them.     Ikas/uUs  and  dies. 
Have  I  the  aspick  in  my  lipsl    Dost  fall? 
If  thou  and  nature  can  so  gently  part. 
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The  stroke  of  death  is  as  a  lover's  pinch, 
Which  hurts,  and  is  desir  d.     Dost  thou  lie  still  ? 
If  thus  thou  vanishest,  thou  tell'st  the  world 
It  is  not  worth  leave-taking. 

Char,  Dissolve,  thick  cloud,  and  rain ;  that  I  may  say, 
The  gods  themselves  do  weep. 

Cko.  This  proves  me  base : 

If  she  first  meet  the  curled  Antony, 
He  '11  make  demand  of  her,  and  spend  that  kiss, 
Which  is  my  heaven  to  have. — Come,  thou  mortal  wretch, 

[To  an  asp,  which  she  applies  to  her  breast 
With  thy  sharp  teeth  this  knot  intrinsicate 
Of  life  at  once  untie :  poor  venomous  fool. 
Be  angry,  and  despatch.     O,  couldst  thou  speak, 
That  I  might  hear  thee  call  great  Caesar  ass 
Unpolicied ! 

Char,  O  eastern  star ! 

Cleo.  Peace,  peace  I 

Dost  thou  not  see  my  baby  at  my  breast, 
That  sucks  the  nurse  asleep  I 

Char,  O,  break !  O,  break ! 

Cleo,  As  sweet  as  balm,  as  soft  as  air,  as  gentle, — 
O  Antony  I — Nay,  I  will  take  thee  too. — 

[Applying  another  asp  to  her  artn. 
What  should  I  stay —  [Falls  on  a  bed,  and  diet 

Char,  In  this  wild  world  I — So,  fare  thee  well. — 
Now  boast  thee,  death,  in  thy  possession  lies 
A  lass  unparallel'd. — Downy  windows,  close  j 
And  golden  Phoebus  never  be  beheld 
Of  eyes  again  so  royal ! — Your  crown 's  awry ; 
I'  11  mend  it,  and  then  play — 

EfiUr  the  Guard,  rushing  in. 

I  Guard.  Where  is  tne  queen  f 

CJiar,  Speak  softly,  wake  her  not. 

I  Guard,  Caesar  hath  sent — 

Char,  Too  slow  a  messenger. 

[Applies  an  asp, 
O,  come  apace,  despatch :  I  partly  feel  thee. 

1  Guard,  Approach,  ho !     All 's  not  well :  Caesar  *s  beguil'd. 

2  Guard,  There 's  Dolabella  sent  from  Caesar ;  call  him. 

I  Guard.  AVhat  work  is  here! — Charmian,  is  this  well  done? 

Char,  It  is  well  done,  and  fitting  for  a  princess 
Descended  of  so  many  royal  kings. 
Ah,  soldier !  [Dies. 
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Re^nUr  Dolabella. 

DoL  How  goes  it  here  1 

2  Guard,  All  dead. 

DoL  Caesar,  thy  thoughts 

Toucli  their  effects  in  this :  thyself  art  coming 
To  see  performed  the  dreaded  act,  which  thou 
So  sought st  to  hinder. 

Within,  A  way  there !  a  way  for  Caesar  f 

Re-tnUr  CifiSAR  and  his  train, 

Dol,  O  Sir,  you  are  too  sure  an  augurer  ; 
That  you  did  fear,  is  done. 

Cas,  Invest  at  the  last ; 

She  levell'd  at  our  purposes,  and,  being  royal. 
Took  her  own  way. — ^The  manner  of  their  deaths? 
I  do  not  see  them  bleed. 

Do/,  Who  was  last  with  them  I 

I  Guard,  A  simple  countryman,  that  brought  her  figs : 
This  was  his  basket 

Cos,  Poison'd,  then. 

I  Guard,  O  Caesar, 

This  Charmian  lived  but  now ;  she  stood,  and  spake : 
I  found  her  trimming  up'  the  diadem 
On  her  dead  mistress ;  tremblingly  she  stood, 
And  on  the  sudden  dropp'd. 

Cas,  O  noble  weakness ! — 

If  they  had  swallow'd  poison,  'twould  appear 
By  external  swelling :  but  she  looks  Uke  sleep. 
As  she  would  catch  another  Antony 
In  her  strong  toil  of  grace. 

Do/,  Here,  on  her  breast, 

There  is  a  vent  of  blood,  and  something  blown  : 
The  like  is  on  her  arm. 

I  Guard,  This  is  an  aspick's  trail ;  and  tnese  fig-leavei 
Have  slime  upon  them,  such  as  the  aspick  leaves 
Upon  the  caves  of  Nile. 

Cats.  Most  probable 

That  so  she  died ;  for  her  physician  tells  me, 
She  hath  pursu'd  conclusions  infinite 
Of  easy  ways  to  die. — Take  up  her  bed ; 
And  bear  her  women  from  the  monument ' 
She  shall  be  buried  by  her  Antony : 
No  grave  upon  the  earth  shall  clip  in  it 
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A  pair  so  famous.     High  events  as  these 

Strike  those  that  make  them ;  and  their  story  is 

No  less  in  pity,  than  his  glory,  which 

Brought  them  to  be  lamented.     Our  army  shall. 

In  solemn  show,  attend  this  funeral ; 

And  then  to  Rome : — come,  Dolabella,  see 

Hi^h  order  ^fx  this  ^eat  solemnity*  \ Exeunt. 


CYMBELINE. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONS. 

Cymbeline,  A7//fd?/ Britain. 

Cloten,  Son  to  the  Queen  by  a  former  Husband, 

Leonatus  Posthumus,  Husband  to  Imogen. 

Belarius,  a  bantshed  Lord,  disguised  under  the  name  o/MOKGAS, 

GuiDERIUS,     )  Sons  to  Cymbeline,  disguised  under  the  name  of  POLY- 

Arviragus,    )  DORE  and  Cadwal,  supposed  Sons  to  Belarius. 

Philario,  Friend  to  Posthumus,  )  ,   .. 

lACHiMO,  Friend  to  Philario,       { -^'^''^''J- 

A  French  Gentleman,  Friend  to  Philario. 

Caius  Lucius,  General  of  the  Roman  Forctu 

A  Roman  Captain. 

Tisto  British  Captains. 

PiSANio,  Setvantto  Posthumus. 

CORNEUUS,  a  Physician. 

Two  Lords  <2/"Cymbeline*s  Court. 

Two  Gentlemen  of  the  same. 

Two  Gaolers. 

ft 
Queen,  Wife  to  Cymbeline. 

Imogen,  Daughter  to  Cymbeline  by  a  former  Queen, 

Helen,  Woman  to  Imogen. 

Lords,  Ladies,  Roman  Senators,  Tribunes,  Apparitions,  a  Soothsayer,  a  Dutch 
Gentleman,  a  Spanish  Gentleman,  Musicians,  Officers,  Captaini^  Soldiers, 
Messengers,  and  other  Attendants. 


SCENE, — Sd»m/Hma  in  Britain,  sometimes  in  Italy. 
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ACT  I. 

SCENE  I. — Britain.     The  Garden  ^Cymbeline's  Palace. 

Enter  two  Gentlemen. 

1  Gent,  You  do  not  meet  a  man  but  frowns :  our  bloods 
No  more  obey  the  heavens,  than  our  courtiers 

Still  seem  as  does  the  king. 

2  Gent  But  what's  the  matter! 

1  Gent  His  daughter,  and  the  heir  of 's  kingdom,  whom 
He  purposed  to  his  wife^s  sole  son,  (a  widow 

That  late  he  married,)  hath  referred  herself 
Unto  a  poor  but  worthy  gentleman :  she 's  wedded ; 
Her  husband  banish'd ;  she  imprisoned  :  all 
Is  outward  sorrow ;  though,  I  think,  the  king 
Be  touch'd  at  very  heart. 

2  Gent  None  but  the  king? 

1  Gent  He  that  hath  lost  her,  too :  so  is  the  queen, 
That  most  desir'd  the  match :  but  not  a  courtier. 
Although  they  wear  their  faces  to  the  bent 

Of  the  king's  looks,  hath  a  heart  that  is  not 
Glad  at  the  thing  they  scowl  at. 

2  Gent  And  why  so  % 

I  Gent,  He  that  hath  miss'd  the  princess  is  a  thing 
Too  bad  for  bad  report :  and  he  that  hath  her, 
(I  mean,  that  married  her, — alack,  good  man ! — 
And  therefore  banish'd,)  is  a  creature  such 
As,  to  seek  through  the  regions  of  the  earth 
For  one  his  like,  there  would  be  something  failing 
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In  him  that  should  compare : — I  do  not  think 
So  fair  an  outward,  and  such  stuff  within, 
Endows  a  man  but  he. 

2  Gent,  You  speak  him  far. 

1  Gent.  I  do  extend  him,  Sir,  within  himself; 
Crush  him  together,  rather  than  unfold 

His  measure  duly. 

2  Gent,  What's  his  name,  and  birth? 

1  Geni,  I  cannot  delve  him  to  the  root :  his  father 
Was  caird  Sicilius,  who  did  join  his  honour, 
Against  the  Romans,  with  Cassibelan ; 

But  had  his  titles  by  Tenantius,  whom 

He  serv'd  with  glory  and  admir'd  success, — 

So  gained  the  sur-addition,  Leonatus  : 

And  had,  besides  this  gentleman  in  question, 

Two  other  sons,  ^ho,  in  the  wars  o'  the  time, 

Died  with  their  swords  in  hand ;  for  which  their  father 

(Then  old  and  fond  of  issue)  took  such  sorrow, 

That  he  quit  being ;  and  his  gentle  lady, 

Big  of  this  gentleman,  our  theme,  deceased 

As  he  was  bom.     The  king  he  takes  the  babe 

To  his  protection ;  calls  him  Posthumus  Leonatus : 

Breeds  him,  and  makes  him  of  his  bed-chamber : 

Puts  to  him  all  the  learnings  that  his  time 

Could  make  him  the  receiver  of;  which  he  took, 

As  we  do  air,  fast  as  'twas  minister'd ; 

And  in 's  spring  became  a  harvest :  liv'd  in  court 

(Which  rare  it  is  to  do)  most  prais'd,  most  lov'd  • 

A  sample  to  the  youngest ;  to  the  more  mature, 

A  glass  that  feated  them ;  and  to  the  graver, 

A  child  that  guided  dotards :  to  his  mistress, 

For  whom  he  now  is  banish'd, — her  own  price 

Proclaims  how  she  esteem'd  him  and  his  virtue ; 

By  her  election  may  be  truly  read 

What  kind  of  man  he  is. 

2  Gent,  I  honour  him. 

Even  out  of  your  report     But.  pray  you,  tell  me, 
Is  she  sole  child  to  the  king  ? 

I  Gent,  His  only  child. 

He  had  two  sons,  (if  this  be  worth  your  hearing, 
Mark  it,)  the  eldest  of  them  at  three  years  old, 
I'  the  swatliing  clothes  the  other,  from  their  nursery 
Were  stolen ;  and  to  this  hour  no  guess  in  knowledge 
Which  way  they  went 
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2  Gent,  How  long  is  this  agol 

1  Gent.  Some  twenty  years. 

2  Gent,  That  a  king's  children  should  be  so  conveyed  I 
So  slackly  guarded !  and  the  search  so  slow, 

That  could  not  trace  them ! 

1  Gent,  Howsoe'er  'tis  strange, 
Or  that  the  negligence  may  well  be  laugh'd  at, 

Yet  is  it  true,  Sir. 

2  Gent,  I  do  well  believe  you. 

I  Gent,  We  must  forbear :  here  comes  the  gentleman, 
The  queen,  and  princess.  \Exeunt^ 


SCENE  \l,^TheSame. 

Enter  the  QuEEN,  POSTHUMUS,  and  IMOGEN. 

Qiieen,  No,  be  assured,  you  shall  not  find  me,  daughter, 
After  the  slander  of  most  step-mothers, 
Evil-e/d  unto  you :  you  are  my  prisonier,  but 
Your  gaoler  shall  deliver  you  the  keys 
That  lock  up  your  restraint. — For  you,  Posthumus, 
So  soon  as  I  can  win  th'  offended  king, 
I  will  be  known  your  advocate :  marry,  yet 
The  fire  of  rage  is  in  him ;  and  'twere  good. 
You  lean'd  unto  his  sentence,  with  what  patience 
Your  wisdom  may  inform  you. 

Post,  Please  your  highness, 

I  will  from  hence  to-day. 

Queen,  You  know  the  peril — 

I  '11  fetch  a  turn  about  the  garden,  pitying 
The  pangs  of  barr'd  affections ;  though  the  king 
Hath  charg'd  you  should  not  speak  together.        \Exit  Queen. 

Itno,  O 

Dissembling  courtesy !     How  fine  this  tyrant 
Can  tickle  where  she  wounds ! — My  dearest  husband, 
I  something  fear  my  father's  wrath ;  but  nothing 
(Always  reserved  my  holy  duty)  what 
His  rage  can  do  on  me :  you  must  be  gone ; 
And  I  shall  here  abide  the  hourly  shot 
Of  angry  eyes ;  not  comforted  to  live, 
But  that  there  is  this  jewel  in  the  world. 
That  I  may  see  again. 

Post,  My  queen !  my  mistress  t 

O  lady,  weep  no  more,  lest  I  give  cause 
To  be  suspected  of  more  tenderness 
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Than  doth  become  a  man !     I  will  remain 
The  loyal'st  husband  that  did  e'er  plight  troth : 
My  residence  in  Rome  at  one  Philario's ; 
Who  to  my  father  was  a  friend,  to  me 
Known  but  by  letter :  thither  write,  my  queen, 
And  with  mine  eyes  I'll  drink  the  words  you  send. 
Though  ink  be  made  of  gall. 

Re-enter  Queen. 

Queen,  Be  brief,  I  pray  you : 

If  the  king  come,  I  shall  incur  I  know  not 
How  much  of  his  displeasure. — \Aside.'\  Yet  I'll  move  him 
To  walk  this  way :  I  never  do  him  wrong, 
But  he  does  buy  my  injuries,  to  be  .friends ; 
Pays  dear  for  my  oflfences.  \ExiU 

Post  Should  we  be  taking  leave 

As  long  a  term  as  yet  we  have  to  live. 
The  loathness  to  depart  would  grow.     Adieu ! 

Into,  Nay,  stay  a  little : 
Were  you  but  riding  forth  to  air  yourself, 
Such  parting  were  too  petty.     Look  here,  love ; 
This  diamond  was  my  mother's :  take  it,  heart  \ 
But  keep  it  till  you  woo  another  wife, 
When  Imogen  is  dead. 

Post  How,  how!  another? — 

You  gentle  gods,  give  me  but  this  I  have. 
And  sear  up  my  embracements  from  a  next 
With  bonds  of  death  ! — Remain,  remain  thou  here 

[Putting  on  the  ring, 
)Nh\\t  sense  can  keep  it  on !    And,  sweetest,  fairest, 
As  I  my  poor  self  did  exchange  for  you, 
To  your  so  infinite  loss  j  so  in  our  trifles 
I  still  win  of  you :  for  my  sake,  wear  this ; 
It  is  a  manacle  of  love ;  I  '11  place  it 
Upon  this  fairest  prisoner.  [Putting  a  bracelet  on  her  arm. 

Imo,  O  the  gods ! 

When  shall  we  see  again  ] 

Post  Alack,  the  king ! 

Enter  Cymbslime  and  Lords. 

Cym.  Thou  basest  thing,  avoid  !  hence,  from  my  sight ! 
If  after  this  command  thou  fraught  the  court 
With  thy  unworthiness,  thou  diest :  away  1 
Thou  'rt  poison  to  my  blood 

Post  The  gods  protect  you  I 
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And  bless  the  good  remainders  of  the  court ! 

I  am  gone.  [Exif. 

Imo,  There  cannot  be  a  pinch  in  death 

More  sharp  than  this  is. 

Cym,  O  disloyal  thing, 

That  shouldst  repair  my  youth,  thou  heapest 
A  year's  age  on  me ! 

Imo,  I  beseech  you.  Sir, 

Harm  not  yourself  with  your  vexation : 
I  am  senseless  of  your  wrath ;  a  touch  more  rare 
Subdues  all  pangs,  all  fears. 

Cym,  Past  grace  1  obedience? 

Imo,  Past  hope,  and  in  despair ;  that  way,  past  grace. 

Cym,  That  mightst  have  had  the  sole  son  of  my  queen ! 

Imo,  O  bless'd,  that  I  might  not !     I  chose  an  eagle. 
And  did  avoid  a  puttock. 

Cym,  Thou  took'st  a  beggar  \  wouldst  have  made  my  throne 
A  seat  for  baseness. 

Imo,  No ;  I  rather  added 

A  lustre  to  it 

Cym,  O  thou  vile  one ! 

Imo,  Sir, 

It  is  your  fault  that  I  have  lov'd  Posthumus : 
You  bred  him  as  my  play-fellow  \  and  he  is 
A  man  worth  any  woman ;  overbuys  me 
Almost  the  sum  he  pays. 

Cym,  What,  art  thou  mad  ? 

Imo,  Almost,  Sir :  heaven  restore  me ! — Would  I  were 
A  neat-herd's  daughter,  and  my  Leonatus 
Our  neighbour  shepherd's  son ! 

Cym,  Thou  foolish  thing ! — 

Re-enter  Queen. 

They  were  again  together :  you  have  done 
Not  after  our  command.     Away  with  her, 
And  pen  her  up. 

Quern,  Beseech  your  patience. — Peace, 

Dear  lady  daughter,  peace ! — Sweet  sovereign. 
Leave  us  to  ourselves ;  and  make  yourself  some  comfort 
Out  of  your  best  advice. 

Cym,  Nay,  let  her  languish 

A  drop  of  blood  a  day ;  and,  being  agbd,     • 
Die  of  this  folly !  [Exeunt  Cym.  and  Lords. 

Queen,  Fie  !  you  must  give  way : 
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Enter  PiSANlo. 

Here  is  your  servant — How  now,  Sir !     What  news  ? 
Pis,  My  lord  your  son  drew  on  my  master. 
Queen,  Ha ! 

No  harm,  I  trust,  is  done  1 
Pis,  There  might  have  been. 

But  that  my  master  rather  pla/d  than  fought, 

And  had  no  help  of  anger :  they  were  parted 

By  gentlemen  at  hand. 
Queen,  I  am  very  glad  on 't 

Imo,  Your  son 's  my  father's  friend ;  he  takes  his  part — 

To  draw  upon  an  exile ! — O  brave  Sir ! — 

I  would  they  were  in  Afric  both  together ; 

Myself  by  with  a  needle,  that  I  might  prick 

The  goer  back. — ^Why  came  you  from  your  master  % 
Pis,  On  his  command :  he  would  not  suffer  me 

To  bring  him  to  the  haven :  left  these  notes 

Of  what  commands  I  should  be  subject  to. 

When 't  pleas'd  you  to  employ  me. 
Queen,  This  hath  been 

Your  faithful  servant :  I  dare  lay  mine  honour. 

He  will  remain  so. 
Pis,  I  humbly  thank  your  highness. 

Queen,  Pray,  walk  a  while. 
Imo,  [Zb  Pis.]  About  some  half  hour  hence, 

I  pray  you,  speak  with  me :  you  shall  at  least 

Go  see  my  lord  aboard :  for  this  time,  leave  me.        [Exeunf, 

SCENE  in.— Britain.     A  publk  Place, 

Enter  Clotkn  and  two  Lords. 

1  Lord,  Sir,  I  would  advise  you  to  shift  a  shirt ;  the  violence  of 
action  hath  made  you  reek  as  a  sacrifice :  where  air  comes  out,  ait 
comes  in ;  there  *s  none  abroad  so  wholesome  as  that  you  vent 

Cio,  If  my  shirt  were  bloody,  then  to  shift  it — Have  I  hurt  him  ? 

2  Lord,  [Aside.^  No,  faith ;  not  so  much  as  his  patience. 

1  Lord,  Hurt  him !  his  body 's  a  passable  carcass,  if  he  be  not 
hurt :  it  is  a  thoroughfare  for  steel,  if  it  be  not  hurt 

2  Lord,  [Aside,']  His  steel  was  in  debt ;  it  went  o'  the  backside 
the  town. 

Cio,  The  villain  would  not  stand  me. 

2  Lord,  [Aside,"]  No ;  but  he  fled  forward  still,  toward  your  face. 

1  Lord.  Stand  you !  You  have  land  enough  of  your  own :  but  he 
added  to  your  having, — ^gave  you  some  ground. 

2  Lord  [^Aside.\  As  many  inches  as  you  have  oceans. — ^Puppies ! 
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Clo,  I  would  they  had  not  come  between  us. 

2  Lord,  \Aside,'\  So  would  I,  till  you  had  measured  how  long  a 
fool  you  were  upon  the  ground. 

Clo,  And  that  she  should  love  this  fellow,  and  refuse  me ! 

2  Lord,  [Aside,]  If  it  be  a  sin  to  make  a  true  election,  she  is 
damned. 

1  Lord,  Sir,  as  I  told  you  always,  her  beauty  and  her  brain  go  not 
together :  she 's  a  good  sign,  but  I  have  seen  small  reflection  of  her  wit. 

2  Lord,  [Aside.]  She  shines  not  upon  fools,  lest  the  reflection 
should  hurt  her. 

C/o.  Come,  I'll  to  my  chamber.  Would  there  had  been  some 
hurt  done  1 

2  Lord,  [Aside,]  I  wish  not  so ;  unless  it  had  been  the  fall  of  an 
ass,  which  is  no  great  hurt 

C/o,  You  '11  go  with  us  ? 

1  Lord.  I  '11  attend  your  lordship. 
C/o.  Nay,  come,  let 's  go  together. 

2  Lord,  Well,  my  lord.  [Exeunt. 

« 

SCENE  IV.— Britain.    A  Room  in  Cymbeline's  Palace. 

Erfter  Imogen  and  Pisanio. 
Imo.  I  would  thou  grew'st  unto  the  shores  o'  the  haven, 

And  question'dst  every  sail :  if  he  should  write, 

And  I  not  have  it,  'twere  a  paper  lost, 

As  offer'd  mercy  is.    What  was  the  last 

That  he  spake  to  thee? 
Pis,  It  was.  His  queen,  his  queen ! 

Into,  Then  wav'd  his  handkerchief? 

Pis.  And  kiss'd  it,  Madam* 

Imo,  Senseless  linen !  happier  therein  than  I ! — 

And  that  was  all? 
Pis.  No,  Madam ;  for  so  long 

As  he  could  make  me  with  this  eye  or  ear 

Distinguish  him  from  others,  he  did  keep 

The  deck,  with  glove,  or  hat,  or  handkerchief 

Still  waving,  as  the  fits  and  stirs  of 's  mind 

Could  best  express  how  slow  his  soul  sail'd  on, 

How  swift  his  ship, 
Imo,  Thou  shouldst  have  made  him 

As  little  as  a  crow,  or  less,  ere  left 

To  after-eye  him. 
Pis.  Madam,  so  I  did. 

Imo.  I  would  have  broke  mine  eye-strings ;  crack'd  them,  but 

VOL.  IV.  2  E 
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To  look  upon  him ;  till  the  diminution 

Of  space  had  pointed  him  sharp  as  my  needle ; 

Nay,  foUow'd  him,  till  he  had  melted  from 

The  smallness  of  a  gnat  to  air ;  and  then 

Have  turned  mine  eye,  and  wept — But,  good  Pisanio^ 

When  shall  we  hear  from  him  ] 

Pis,  Be  assur'd,  Madam, 

With  his  next  vantage. 

Imo.  I  did  not  take  my  leave  of  him,  but  had 

Most  pretty  things  to  say :  ere  I  could  tell  him 
How  I  would  think  on  him,  at  certain  hours, 
Such  thoughts  and  such ;  or  I  could  make  him  swear 
The  shes  of  Italy  should  not  betray 
Mine  interest,  and  his  honour ;  or  have  charged  him, 
At  the  sixth  hour  of  mom,  at  noon,  at  midnight, 
To  encounter  me  with  orisons,  for  then 
I  am  in  heaven  for  him ;  or  ere  I  could 
Give  him  that  parting  kiss,  which  I  had  set 
6etwixt  two  charming  words,  comes  in  my  father,     . 
And,  like  the  tyrannous  breathing  of  the  north, 
Shakes  all  our  buds  from  growing. 

Enter  a  Lady. 

Lady.  The  queen.  Madam, 

Desires  your  highness'  company. 
Imo.  Those  things  I  bid  you  do,  get  them  despatched. — 

I  will  attend  the  queen. 
Fis.  Madam,  I  shall  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  V. — Rome.     An  Apartment  in  Philario's  Botise. 
Enter  Philario,  Iachimo,  a  Frenchman,  a  Dutchman,  and  a  Spaniard. 

lack.  Believe  it,  Sir,  I  have  seen  him  in  Britain :  he  was  then  of 
a  crescent  note ;  expected  to  prove  so  worthy,  as  since  he  hath  been 
allowed  the  name  of :  but  I  could  then  have  looked  on  him  without 
the  help  of  admiration ;  though  the  catalogue  of  his  endowments 
had  been  tabled  by  his  side,  and  I  to  peruse  him  by  items. 

Phi,  You  speak  of  him  when  he  was  less  furnished,  than  now  he 
is,  with  that  which  makes  him  both  without  and  within. 

French.  I  have  seen  him  in  France :  we  had  very  many  there  could 
behold  the  sun  with  as  firm  eyes  as  he. 

lack.  This  matter  of  marrying  his  king's  daughter,  (wherein  he 
must  be  weighed  rather  by  her  value,  than  his  own,)  words  hini,  I 
doubt  not,  a  great  deal  from  the  matter. 

French.  And,  then,  his  banishment, — 

lach.  Ay,  and  the  oporobation  of  those,  that  weep  this  lamentable 
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divorce,  under  her  colours,  are  wonderfully  J^      ^?  ^P" 

to  fortify  her  judgment,  which  else  an  ea  ^     J^  o 

for  taking  a  beggar  without  less  quality.  ^ 

sojourn  with  you]     How  creeps  acquaint 
Phi,  His  father  and  I  were  soldiers    - 
been  often  bound  for  no  less  than  my  U 
let  him  be  so  entertained  amongst  yor 
your  knowing,  to  a  stranger  of  his  quality. — 

EnUr  POSTHUMUS. 

I  beseech  you  all,  be  better  known  to  this  gentleman ;  whom  I  coiu 
mend  to  you,  as  a  noble  friend  of  mine :  how  worthy  he  is,  I  will 
leave  to  appear  hereafter,  rather  than  story  him  in  his  own  hearing. 

French,  Sir,  we  have  known  together  in  Orleans. 

Post,  Since  when  I  have  been  debtor  to  you  for  courtesies,  which 
I  will  be  ever  to  pay,  and  yet  pay  stilL 

French,  Sir,  you  o'er-rate  my  poor  kindness:  I  was  glad  I  did 
atone  my  countryman  and  you ;  it  had  been  pity,  you  should  have 
been  put  together  with  so  mortal  a  purpose,  as  then  each  bore,  upon 
importance  of  so  slight  and  trivial  a  nature. 

Post,  By  your  pardon.  Sir,  I  was  then  a  young  traveller ;  rather 
shunned  to  go  even  with  what  I  heard,  than  in  my  every  action  to 
be  guided  by  others'  experiences :  but,  upon  my  mended  judgment,  (if 
I  offend  not  to  say  it  is  mended,)  my  quarrel  was  not  altogether  slight. 

French,  Faith,  yes,  to  be  put  to  the  arbitrement  of  swords ;  and 
by  such  two,  that  would,  by  all  likelihood,  have  confounded  one  the 
other,  or  have  fallen  both. 

lach.  Can  we,  with  manners,  ask  what  was  the  difference  ? 

French,  Safely,  I  think :  'twas  a  contention  in  public,  which  may, 
without  contradiction,  suffer  the  report  It  was  much  like  an  argu- 
ment that  fell  out  last  night,  where  each  of  us  fell  in  praise  of  our 
country  mistresses ;  this  gentleman  at  that  time  vouching  (and  upon 
warrant  of  bloody  affirmation)  his  to  be  more  fair,  virtuous,  wise, 
chaste,  constant-qualified,  and  less  attemptable,  than  any  the  rarest 
of  our  ladies  in  France. 

lach.  That  lady  is  not  now  living ;  or  this  gentleman's  opinion, 
by  this,  worn  out. 

Post,  She  holds  her  virtue  still,  and  I  my  mind. 

lach.  You  must  not  so  far  prefer  her  'fore  ours  of  Italy. 

Post,  Being  so  far  provoked  as  I  was  in  France,  I  would  abate  her 
nothing ;  though  I  profess  myself  her  adorer,  not  her  friend. 

lach.  As  fair,  and  as  good,  (a  kind  of  hand-in-hand  comparison,) 
had  been  something  too  fair,  and  too  good,  for  any  lady  in  Britany. 
If  she  went  before  others  I  have  seen,  as  that  diamond  of  yours  out- 
lustres  many  I  have  beheld,  I  could  not  but  believe  she  excelled 
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J  :  but  I  have  not  seen  the  most  precious  diamond  that  is,  nor 

a  the  lady. 

Post  I  praised  her  as  I  rated  her ;  so  do  I  my  stone. 

lack.  What  do  you  esteem  it  at? 

Post  More  than  the  world  enjoys. 

lack.  Either  your  unparagoned  mistress  is  dead,  or  she 's  outprized 
by  a  trifle. 

Post,  You  are  mistaken :  the  one  may  be  sold,  or  given,  if  there 
were  wealth  enough  for  the  purchase,  or  merit  for  the  gift :  the  other 
is  not  a  thing  for  sale,  and  only  the  gift  of  the  gods. 

lack.  Which  the  gods  have  given  you  ] 

Post  Which,  by  their  graces,  I  will  keep. 

Jack,  You  may  wear  her  in  title  yours :  but,  you  know,  strange 
fowl  light  upon  neighbouring  ponds.  Your  ring  may  be  stolen, 
too  :  so,  your  brace  of  unprizeable  estimations,  the  one  is  but  frail, 
and  the  other  casual ;  a  cunning  thief,  or  a  that-way-accomplished 
courtier,  would  hazard  the  winning  both  of  first  and  last 

Post  Your  Italy  contains  none  so  accomplished  a  courtier  to  con- 
vince the  honour  of  my  mistress ;  if,  in  the  holding  or  loss  of  that, 
you  term  her  frail.  I  do  nothing  doubt,  you  have  store  of  thieves ; 
notwithstanding,  I  fear  not  my  ring. 

Phi,  Let  us  leave  here,  gentlemen. 

Post  Sir,  with  all  my  heart  This  worthy  signior,  I  thank  him, 
makes  no  stranger  of  me ;  we  are  familiar  at  first 

lack.  With  five  times  so  much  conversation,  I  should  get  ground 
of  your  fair  mistress ;  make  her  go  back,  even  to  the  yielding,  had  I 
admittance,  and  opportunity  to  friend. 

Post  No,  no. 

lack,  I  dare  thereupon  pawn  the  moiety  of  my  estate  to  your  ring  ; 
which,  in  my  opinion,  o'er-values  it  something :  but  I  make  my  wager 
rather  against  your  confidence,  than  her  reputation :  and,  to  bar  your 
offence  herein  too,  I  durst  attempt  it  against  any  lady  in  the  world. 

Post  You  are  a  great  deal  abused  in  too  bold  a  persuasion ;  and 
I  doubt  not  you  sustain  what  you  're  worthy  of  by  your  attempt 

lack.  What 's  that  % 

Post  A  repulse:  though  your  attempt,  as  you  call  it,  deserve 
more, — a  punishment  too. 

Phi,  Gentlemen,  enough  of  this :  it  cftme  in  too  suddenly ;  let  it 
die  as  it  was  bom,  and,  I  pray  you,  be  better  acquainted. 

lach.  Would  I  had  put  my  estate,  and  my  neighbour's,  on  the 
approbation  of  what  I  have  spoke ! 

Post  What  lady  would  you  choose  to  assail  1 

lach.  Yours;  whom  in  constancy,  you  think,  stands  so  safe.  I 
will  lay  you  ten  thousand  ducats  to  your  ring,  that,  commend  me  to 
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the  court  where  your  lady  is,  with  no  more  advantage  than  the  op- 
portunity of  a  second  conference,  and  I  will  bring  from  thence  that 
honour  of  hers,  which  you  imagine  so  reserved. 

Pest,  I  will  wage  against  your  gold,  gold  to  it :  my  ring  I  hold 
dear  as  my  finger ;  'tis  part  of  it. 

lack.  You  are  a  friend,  abd  therein  the  wiser.  If  you  buy  ladies' 
flesh  at  a  million  a  dram,  you  cannot  preserve  it  from  tainting :  but 
I  see,  you  have  some  religion  in  you,  that  you  fear. 

Post,  This  is  but  a  custom  in  your  tongue;  you  bear  a  graver 
purpose,  I  hope. 

lack,  I  am  the  master  of  my  speeches ;  and  would  undergo  what 's 
spoken,  I  swear. 

Post.  Will  you  ? — I  shall  but  lend  my  diamond  till  your  return : — 
let  there  be  covenants  drawn  between  us :  my  mistress  exceeds  in 
goodness  the  hugeness  of  your  unworthy  thinking :  I  dare  you  to 
this  match :  here 's  my  ring. 

Phi,  I  will  have  it  no  lay. 

lack.  By  the  gods,  it  is  one. — If  I  bring  you  no  sufficient  testi- 
mony, that  I  have  enjoyed  the  dearest  bodily  part  of  your  mistress, 
my  ten  thousand  ducats  are  yours ;  so  is  your  diamond  too :  if  I 
come  off,  and  leave  her  in  such  honour  as  you  have  trust  in,  she 
your  jewel,  this  your  jewel,  and  my  gold  are  yours; — provided  I 
have  your  commendation,  for  my  more  free  entertainment. 

Post,  I  embrace  these  conditions ;  let  us  have  articles  betwixt  us. 
— Only,  thus  far  you  shall  answer :  if  you  make  your  voyage  upon 
her,  and  give  me  directly  to  understand  you  have  prevail'd,  I  am  no 
farther  your  enemy;  she  is  not  worth  our  debate:  if  she  remain 
unseduced,  (you  not  making  it  appear  othenivise,)  for  your  ill  opinion, 
and  the  assault  you  have  made  to  her  chastity,  you  shall  answer  me 
with  your  sword. 

lach.  Your  hand ;  a  covenant :  we  will  have  these  things  set  down 
by  lawful  counsel,  and  straight  away  for  Britain,  lest  the  bargain 
should  catch  cold,  and  starve :  I  will  fetch  my  gold,  and  have  our 
two  wagers  recorded. 

Post,  Agreed.  \Exeunt  Posthumus  and  Iachimo. 

French,  Will  this  hold,  think  you  ? 

Phi,  Signior  Iachimo  will  not  from  it.     Pray,  let  us  follow  'em. 

\Exeunt. 

SCENE  VI. — Britain.    A  Room  in  Cymbeline's  Palace, 

Enter  QuEEN,  Ladies,  and  Cornelius. 
Queen,  Whiles  yet  the  dew 's  on  ground,  gather  those  flowers ; 
Make  haste :  who  has  the  note  of  them  1 
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I  Lady.  I,  Madam. 

Queen.  Despatch. —  \Exeunt 'Lsjd^^^ 

Now,  master  doctor,  have  you  brought  those  drugs  ] 

Cor,  Pleaseth  your  highness,  ay :  here  they  are,  Madam : 

[Presenting  a  small  box. 
But  I  beseech  your  grace,  without  offence, 
(My  conscience  bids  me  ask,)  wherefore  you  have 
Commanded  of  me  these  most  poisonous  compounds, 
\Vhich  are  the  movers  of  a  languishing  death ; 
But,  tliough  slow,  deadly? 

Queen,  I  wonder,  doctor, 

Thou  ask'st  me  such  a  question.     Have  I  not  been 
Thy  pupil  long]    Hast  thou  not  leam'd  me  how 
To  make  perfumes?  distil?  preserve?  yea,  so 
That  our  great  king  himself  doth  woo  me  oft 
For  my  confections  ?    Having  thus  far  proceeded, 
(Unless  thou  think*st  me  devilish,)  is't  not  meet 
That  I  did  amplify  my  judgment  in 
Other  conclusions  1    I  will  try  the  forces 
Of  these  thy  compounds  on  such  creatures  as 
We  count  not  worth  the  hanging,  (but  none  human,) 
To  try  the  vigour  of  them,  and  apply 
AUayments  to  their  act ;  and  by  them  gather 
Their  several  virtues,  and  effects. 

Cor.  Your  highness 

Shall  from  this  practice  but  make  hard  your  heart : 
Besides,  the  seeing  these  effects  will  be 
Both  noisome  and  infectious. 

Queen.  O,  content  thee. — 

\Aside.'\  Here  comes  a  flattering  rascal  j  upon  him 
Will  I  first  work :  he 's  for  his  master. 
And  enemy  to  my  son. — 

Enter  Pis  AN  10. 

How  now,  Pisanio  \ — 
Doctor,  your  service  for  this  time  is  ended ; 
Take  your  own  way. 

Cor.  [Aside.]  I  do  suspect  you.  Madam ; 

But  you  shall  do  no  harm. 

Queen.  [To  Pisanio.]         Hark  thee,  a  word. 

Cor.  [Asiiie.]  I  do  not  like  her.     She  doth  think  she  has 
Strange  lingering  poisons :  I  do  know  her  spirit, 
And  will  not  trust  one  of  her  malice  with 
A  drug  of  such  damn'd  nature.     Those  she  has 
Will  stupify  and  dull  the  sense  a  while ; 
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Which  first,  perdiance,  she  '11  prove  on  cats  and  dogs. 

Then  afterward  up  higher :  but  there  is 

No  danger  in  what  show  of  death  it  makes. 

More  than  the  locking  up  the  spirits  a  time. 

To  be  more  fresh,  reviving.     She  is  fooFd 

With  a  most  false  effect ;  and  I  the  truer, 

So  to  be  false  with  her. 

Quern.  No  farther  service,  doctor, 

Until  I  send  for  thee. 

CoK  I  humbly  take  my  leave.  [Exit. 

Queen.  Weeps  she  still,  sa/st  thoul    Dost  thou  think,  in  time 
She  will  not  quench,  and  let  instructions  enter 
Where  folly  now  possesses  ?    Do  thou  work  : 
When  thou  shalt  bring  me  word  she  loves  my  son, 
I  '11  tell  thee  on  the  instant  thou  art  then 
As  great  as  is  thy  master  ;  greater, — for 
His  fortunes  all  lie  speechless,  and  his  name 
Is  at  last  gasp :  return  he  cannot,  nor 
Continue  where  he  is :  to  shift  his  being, 
Is  to  exchange  one  misery  with  another ; 
And  every  day  that  comes,  comes  to  decay 
A  day's  work  in  him.     What  shalt  thou  expect. 
To  be  depender  on  a  thing  that  leans, — 
Who  cannot  be  new-built,  nor  has  no  friends, 

[The  Queen  drops  the  box:  Pisanio  takes  it  up. 
So  much  as  but  to  prop  him  ] — ^Thou  tak'st  up 
Thou  know'st  not  what ;  but  take  it  for  thy  labour : 
It  is  a  thing  I  made,  which  hath  the  king 
Five  times  redeem'd  from  death :  I  do  not  know 
What  is  more  cordial : — nay,  I  pr'ythee,  take  it  j 
It  is  an  earnest  of  a  farther  good 
That  I  mean  to  thee.     Tell  thy  mistress  how 
The  case  stands  with  her ;  do 't  as  from  thyself. 
Think  what  a  chance  thou  changest  on ;  but  think 
Thou  hast  tliy  mistress  still, — to  boot,  my  son, 
Who  shall  take  notice  of  thee :  I  '11  move  the  king 
To  any  shape  of  thy  preferment,  such 
As  thou  'It  desire ;  and  then  myself  I  chiefly. 
That  set  thee  on  to  this  desert,  am  bound 
To  load  thy  merit  richly.     Call  my  women . 
Think  on  my  words. —  [Exit  Pisa 

A  sly  and  constant  knave ; 
Not  to  be  shak'd  :  the  agent  for  his  master ; 
And  the  remembrancer  of  her,  to  hold 
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The  handfast  to  her  lord. — I  have  given  him  that, 
Which,  if  he  take,  shall  quite  unpeople  her 
Of  leigers  for  her  sweet ;  and  which  she  after, 
Except  she  bend  her  humour,  shall  be  assured 
To  taste  of  too. — 

Re-enter  PiSAKlo  and  Ladies. 

So,  SO ; — ^well  done,  veil  done  2 
The  violets,  cowslips,  and  the  primroses. 
Bear  to  my  closet. — ^Fare  thee  well,  Pisanio ; 
Think  on  my  words.  [^Exeunt  Queen  and  Ladie& 

Fis.  And  shall  do : 

But  when  to  my  good  lord  I  prove  untrue, 

I  'U  choke  myself :  there 's  all  I  '11  do  for  you.  \EtaL 

SCENE  Yll,— Another  Room  in  the  Palace, 

Enter  Imogen. 
Into,  A  father  cruel,  and  a  step-dame  false 
A  foolish  suitor  to  a  wedded  lady. 
That  hath  her  husband  banish'd ; — O,  that  husband ! 
My  supreme  crown  of  grief!  and  those  repeated 
Vexations  of  it !     Had  I  been  thief-stolen. 
As  my  two  brothers,  happy !  but  most  miserable 
Is  the  desire  that 's  glorious :  bless'd  be  those, 
How  mean  soe'er,  that  have  their  honest  wills. 
Which  seasons  comfort. — Who  may  this  be  ]     Fie  1 

Enter  PiSANio  and  lACHlMO. 

Pis,  Madam,  a  noble  gentleman  of  Rome, 

Comes  from  my  lord  with  letters. 
lach.  Change  you.  Madam ) 

The  worthy  Leonatus  is  in  safety. 

And  greets  your  highness  dearly.  [Presents  a  letter. 

Imo,  Thanks,  good  Sir : 

You  are  kindly  welcome. 
lach,  [Aside,]  All  of  her,  that  is  out  of  door,  most  rich  I 

If  she  be  fumish'd  with  a  mind  so  rare. 

She  is  alone  the  Arabian  bird ;  and  I 

Have  lost  the  wager.     Boldness  be  my  friend ! 

Arm  me,  audacity,  from  head  to  foot ! 

Or,  like  the  Parthian,  I  shall  flying  fight ; 

Rather,  directly  fly. 
Inw,  [Recuis,]  "  He  is  one  of  the  noblest  note,  to  whose  kind- 
nesses I  am  most  infinitely  tied.     Reflect  upon  him  accordingly,  as 
you  value  your  trust —  Leonatus.  *' 
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So  far  I  read  aloud : 

But  even  the  very  middle  of  my  heart 

Is  warm*d  by  the  rest,  and  takes  it  thankfully. — 

You  are  as  welcome,  worthy  Sir,  as  I 

Have  words  to  bid  you ;  and  shall  find  it  so, 

In  all  that  I  can  do. 

lach.  Thanks,  fairest  lady. — 

What !  are  men  mad  ]    Hath  nature  given  them  eyes 
To  see  this  vaulted  arch,  and  the  rich  crop 
Of  sea  and  land,  which  can  distinguish  'twixt 
The  fiery  orbs  above,  and  the  twinn'd  stones 
Upon  the  numbered  beach  1  and  can  we  not 
Partition  make  with  spectacles  so  precious 
'Twixt  fair  and  foul  1 

Into,  AVhat  makes  your  admiration 

lack.  It  cannot  be  i'  the  eye ;  for  apes  and  monkeys, 
'Twixt  two  such  shes,  would  chatter  this  way,  and 
Contemn  with  mows  the  other :  nor  i*  the  judgment ; 
For  idiots,  in  this  case  of  favour,  would 
Be  wisely  definite :  nor  i*  the  appetite  j 
Sluttery,  to  such  neat  excellence  oppos'd, 
Should  make  desire  vomit  emptiness, 
Not  so  allur'd  to  feed. 

Into,  What  is  the  matter,  trowl 

lach.  The  cloyed  will, 

(That  satiate  yet  unsatisfied  desire, 
That  tub  both  fiird  and  running,)  ravening  first 
The  lamb,  longs  after  for  the  garbage. 

Imo,  What,  dear  Sir, 

Thus  raps  you  ]    Are  you  well  ] 

lack.  Thanks,  Madam;  well. — \To  Pis.]  Beseech  you,  Sir, 
My  man*s  abode  where  I  did  leave  him :  he  [desire 

Is  strange  and  peevish. 

Fis,  I  was  going.  Sir, 

To  give  him  welcome.  \ExiL 

Imo,  Continues  well  my  lord  ]    His  health,  'beseech  you  1 

lach.  Well,  Madam. 

Imo,  Is  he  disposed  to  mirth  1     I  hope,  he  is. 

lack.  Exceeding  pleasant ;  none  a  stranger  there 
So  merry  and  so  gamesome  :  he  is  call'd 
The  Briton  reveller. 

Imo,  When  he  was  here. 

He  did  incline  to  sadness ;  and  oft-times 
Not  knowing  why. 
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lack,  I  never  saw  him  sad. 

There  is  a  Frenchman  his  companion,  one, 
An  eminent  monsieur,  that,  it  seems,  much  loves 
A  Gallian  girl  at  home :  he  furnaces 
The  thick  sighs  from  him ;  whiles  the  jolly  Briton 
(Your  lord,  I  mean)  laughs  from 's  free  lungs,  cries,  "  O, 
Can  my  sides  hold,  to  think,  that  man, — who  knows 
By  history,  report,  or  his  own  proof. 
What  woman  is,  yea,  what  she  cannot  choose 
But  must  be, — ^wiU  his  free  hours  languish  for 
Assured  bondage  % " 

Imo,  Will  my  lord  say  so  \ 

lack.  Ay,  Madam ;  with  his  eyes  in  flood  with  laughter : 
It  is  a  recreation  to  be  by. 

And  hear  him  mock  the  Frenchman.     But,  heavens  know. 
Some  men  are  much  to  blame. 

Into,  Not  he,  I  hope. 

Icuh,  Not  he :  but  yet  heaven 's  bounty  towards  him  might 
Be  us'd  more  thankfully.     In  himself,  'tis  much ; 
In  you, — which  I  'count  his, — beyond  all  talents. 
Whilst  I  am  bound  to  wonder,  I  am  bound 
To  pity  too. 

Into.  AVhat  do  you  pity.  Sir  ] 

lach.  Two  creatures,  heartily. 

Into,  Am  I  one,  Sirl 

You  look  on  me  :  what  wreck  discern  you  in  me, 
Deserves  your  pity  ? 

lack.  Lamentable !     What, 

To  hide  me  from  the  radiant  sun,  and  solace 
r  the  dungeon  by  a  snuflf  I 

Into,  I  pray  you.  Sir, 

Deliver  with  more  openness  your  answers 
To  my  demands.     Why  do  you  pity  me  ] 

lach.  That  others  do, 
I  was  about  to  say,  enjoy  your — But 
It  is  an  office  of  the  gods  to  venge  it. 
Not  mine  to  speak  on 't 

Imo.  You  do  seem  to  know 

Something  of  me,  or  what  concerns  me :  pray  you, 
(Since  doubting  things  go  ill,  often  hurts  more 
Than  to  be  sure  they  do  j  for  certainties 
Either  are  past  remedies,  or,  timely  knowing. 
The  remedy  then  bom,)  discover  to  me 
What  both  you  spur  and  stop. 
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lach.  Had  I  this  cheek 

To  bathe  my  lips  upon ;  this  hand,  whose  touch, 
Whose  every  touch,  would  force  the  feeler's  soul 
To  the  oath  of  loyalty ;  this  object,  which 
Takes  prisoner  the  wild  motion  of  mine  eye, 
Fixing  it  only  here ; — should  I  (damn'd  then) 
Slaver  with  lips  as  common  as  the  stairs 
That  mount  the  Capitol ;  join  gripes  with  hands 
Made  hard  with  hourly  falsehood,  (falsehood,  as 
With  labour;)  then  by-peeping  in  an  eye, 
Base  and  unlustrous  as  the  smoky  light 
That 's  fed  with  stinking  tallow, — it  were  fit 
That  all  the  plagues  of  hell  should  at  one  time 
Encounter  such  revolt. 

Imo.  My  lord,  I  fear, 

Has  forgot  Britain. 

lack.  And  himself.    Not  I, 

Inclined  to  this  intelligence,  pronounce 
The  beggary  of  his  change  ;  but  'tis  your  graces 
That,  from  my  mutest  conscience,  to  my  tongue, 
Charms  this  report  out 

Imo.  Let  me  hear  no  more. 

lach,  O  dearest  soul,  your  cause  doth  strike  my  heart 
With  pity,  that  doth  make  me  sick  I    A  lady 
So  fair,  and  fastened  to  an  empery. 
Would  make  the  greatest  king  double, — ^to  be  partnered 
With  tomboys,  hir*d  with  that  self-exhibition 
Which  your  own  coffers  yield  I     With  diseased  ventures^ 
That  play  with  all  infirmities  for  gold 
Which  rottenness  can  lend  nature  !  such  boil'd  stufl^ 
As  well  might  poison  poison !     Be  revenged ; 
Or  she  that  bore.you  was  no  queen,  and  you 
Recoil  from  your  great  stock. 

Imo,  Reveng'd ! 

How  should  I  be  revenged  1    If  this  be  true, 
(As  I  have  such  a  heart,  that  both  mine  ears 
Must  not  in  haste  abuse,)  if  it  be  true. 
How  should  I  be  reveng'd  1 

lach.  Should  he  make  me 

Live,  like  Diana's  priest,  betwixt  cold  sheets, 
Whiles  he  is  vaulting  variable  ramps, 
In  your  despite,  upon  your  purse  1     Revenge  it 
I  dedicate  myself  to  your  sweet  pleasure ; 
More  noble  than  that  runagate  to  your  bed  \ 
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And  will  continue  fast  to  your  aflfection, 
Still  close,  as  sure. 

Imo,  What,  ho,  Pisanio  I 

lach.  Let  me  my  service  tender  on  your  lips. 

Into,  Away ! — I  do  condemn  mine  ears,  that  havt 
So  long  attended  thee. — If  thou  wert  honourable. 
Thou  wouldst  have  told  this  tale  for  virtue,  not 
For  such  an  end  thou  seek'st, — as  base,  as  strange. 
Thou  wrongest  a  gentleman,  who  is  as  far 
From  thy  report,  as  thou  from  honour ;  and 
^olicit'st  here  a  lady,  that  disdains 
Thee  anJ  *he  devil  alike. — ^What,  ho,  Pisanio  ! — 
The  king  my  fatnc*-  shall  be  made  acquainted 
Of  thy  assault :  if  he  shaii  .^»nk  it  fit, 
A  saucy  stranger,  in  his  court,  to  mar^*^ 
As  in  a  Romish  stew,  and  to  expound 
His  beastly  mind  to  us, — ^he  hath  a  court 
He  little  cares  for,  and  a  daughter  whom 
He  not  respects  at  alL — ^What,  ho,  Pisanio  ! 

lach,  O  happy  Leonatus !  I  may  say : 
The  credit  that  thy  lady  hath  of  thee 
Deserves  thy  trust  j  and  thy  most  perfect  goodness 
Her  assur'd  credit. — Blessed  live  you  long ! 
A  lady  to  the  worthiest  Sir,  that  ever 
Country  call'd  his !  and  you  his  mistress,  only 
For  the  most  worthiest  fit !     Give  me  your  pardon, 
I  have  spoke  this,  to  know  if  your  affiance 
Were  deeply  rooted ;  and  shall  make  your  lord, 
That  which  he  is,  new  o'er :  and  he  is  one 
The  truest  mannered ;  such  a  holy  witch. 
That  he  enchants  societies  into  him ; 
Half  all  men's  hearts  are  his. 

Imo.  You  make  amends. 

lach.  He  sits  'mongst  men,  like  a  descended  god : 
He  hath  a  kind  of  honour  sets  him  off. 
More  than  a  mortal  seeming.     Be  not  angry, 
Most  mighty  princess,  that  I  have  adventur'd 
To  try  your  taking  of  a  false  report ;  which  hath 
Honoured  with  confirmation  your  great  judgment 
In  the  election  of  a  Sir  so  rare. 
Which,  you  know,  cannot  err :  the  love  I  bear  him 
Made  me  to  fan  you  thus ;  but  the  gods  made  you. 
Unlike  all  others,  chaffless.     Pray,  your  pardon. 

Im?,  AH 's  well.  Sir :  take  my  power  i'  the  court  for  yours. 
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lack.  My  humble  thanks.     I  had  almost  forgot 
To  entreat  your  grace  but  in  a  smail  request, 
And  yet  of  moment  too,  for  it  concerns 
Your  lord ;  myself,  and  other  noble  friends, 
Are  partners  in  the  business. 

Imo,  Pray,  what  is  \% 

lack.  Some  dozen  Romans  of  us,  and  your  lord, 
(The  best  feather  of  our  wing,)  have  mingled  sums^ 
To  buy  a  present  for  the  emperor  ; 
Which  I,  the  factor  for  the  rest,  have  done 
In  France  :  'tis  plate  of  rare  device,  and  jewels 
Of  rich  and  exquisite  form :  their  values  great ; 
And  I  am  something  curious,  being  strange. 
To  have  them  in  safe  stowage :  may  it  please  you 
To  take  them  in  protection  ? 

Imo,  Willingly ; 

And  pawn  mine  honour  for  their  safety :  since 
My  lord  hath  interest  in  them,  I  will  keep  thero 
In  my  bed-chamber. 

lack.  They  are  in  a  trunk, 

Attended  by  my  men :  I  will  make  bold 
To  send  them  to  you,  only  for  this  night ; 
I  must  aboard  to-morrow. 

Imo,  O,  no,  no. 

lack.  Yes,  I  beseech  ;  or  I  shall  short  my  word. 
By  lengthening  my  return.     From  Gallia 
I  cross'd  the  seas  on  purpose,  and  on  promise 
To  see  your  grace.  % 

Imo.  I  thank  you  for  your  pains : 

But  not  away  to-morrow ! 

lach,  O,  I  must.  Madam : 

Therefore  I  shall  beseech  you,  if  you  please 
To  greet  your  lord  with  writing,  do 't  to-night : 
I  have  outstood  my  time  ;  which  is  material 
To  the  tender  of  our  present. 

Imo,  I  will  write. 

Send  your  trunk  to  me ;  it  shall  safe  be  kept. 
And  truly  yielded  you*     You  're  very  welcome.  \Exeunt 


^W 
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ACT   II. 
SCENE  I. — Britain.     Court  before  Cymbeline's  Palace. 

Enter  Cloten  and  two  Lords. 

Clo*  Was  there  ever  man  had  such  luck !  when  I  kissed  the  jack, 
upon  an  up-cast  to  be  hit  away !  I  had  a  hundred  pound  on 't :  and 
then  a  whoreson  jackanapes  must  take  me  up  for  swearing ;  as  if  I 
borrowed  mine  oaths  of  him,  and  might  not  spend  them  at  my 
pleasure. 

1  Lord,  What  got  he  by  that  ?  You  have  broke  his  pate  A\ith 
your  bowl. 

2  Lord,  \Aside^  If  his  wit  had  been  like  him  that  broke  it,  it 
would  have  run  all  out. 

Clo,  When  a  gentleman  is  disposed  to  swear,  it  is  not  for  any 
standers-by  to  curtail  his  oaths,  ha  ? 

2  Lord,  No,  my  lord ;  \Aside,'\  nor  crop  the  ears  of  them. 

Clo,  Whoreson  dog! — I  give  him  satisfaction]  Would  he  had 
been  one  of  my  rank ! 

2  Lord,  [Aside,]  To  have  smelt  like  a  fooL 

Clo,  I  am  not  vexed  more  at  any  thing  in  the  earth, — a  pox  on 't ! 
I  had  rather  not  be  so  noble  as  I  am  ;  they  dare  not  fight  with  me, 
because  of  the  queen  my  mother ;  every  jack-slave  hath  his  belly 
full  of  fighting,  and  I  must  go  up  and  down  like  a  cock  that  nobody 
can  match. 

2  Lord,  [Aside,]  You  are  cock  and  capon  too ;  and  you  crow, 
cock,  with  your  comb  on. 

C/o,  Sayest  thou  ] 

2  Lord,  It  is  not  fit  your  lordship  should  undertake  every  com- 
panion that  you  give  offence  to. 

Clo,  No,  I  know  that :  but  it  is  fit  I  should  commit  offence  to  my 
inferiors. 

2  Lord,  Ay,  it  is  fit  for  your  lordship  only. 

Clo.  Why,  so  I  say. 

1  Lord,  Did  you  hear  of  a  stranger,  that's  come  to  court  to- 
night ? 

Clo.  A  stranger,  and  I  not  know  on 't  I 

2  Lord.  [Aside,]  He 's  a  strange  fellow  himself,  and  knows  it  not. 
I  Lord,  There 's  an  Italian  come  j  and,  'tis  thought,  one  of  Leo- 

natus'  friends. 

Clo.  Leonatus !  a  banished  rascal ;  and  he 's  another,  whatsoever 
be  be.     Who  told  you  of  this  stranger! 

I  Lord.  One  of  your  loidship's  pages« 
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Clo,  Is  it  fit  I  went  to  look  upon  him]     Is  there  no  dero- 
gation in 't  % 

1  Lord,  You  cannot  derogate,  my  lord. 
Clo.  Not  easily,  I  think. 

2  Lord.  ^Aside.^  You  are  a  fool  granted;  therefore  your  issues, 
being  fooHsh,  do  not  derogate. 

Clo,  Come,  I  '11  go  see  this  Italian  j  what  I  have  lost  to-day  at 
bowls,  I  '11  win  to-night  of  him.     Come,  go. 
2  Lord,  I  '11  attend  your  lordship. 

[Exeunt  Cloten  and  first  LonL 
That  such  a  crafty  devil  as  is  his  mother 
Should  yield  the  world  this  ass !  a  woman,  that 
Bears  all  down  with  her  brain ;  and  this  her  son 
Cannot  take  two  from  twenty,  for  his  heart, 
And  leave  eighteen.     Alas,  poor  princess. 
Thou  divine  Imogen,  what  thou  endur'st ! 
Betwixt  a  father  by  thy  step-dame  govem'd ; 
A  mother  hourly  coining  plots ;  a  wooer 
More  hateful  than  the  foul  expulsion  is 
Of  thy  dear  husband,  than  that  horrid  act 
Of  the  divorce  he  'd  make  !     The  heavens  hold  firm 
The  walls  of  thy  dear  honour ;  keep  unshak'd 
That  temple,  thy  fair  mind ;  that  thou  mayst  stand, 
To  enjoy  thy  banished  lord,  and  this  great  land  !  [Exit 


SCENE  II. — A  Bed'CJiamber  in  Cymbeune's  Palace;  on  one 

side^  a  trutik. 

Imogen  reading  in  her  bed;  a  Lady  attending, 

I  mo.  Who's  there]  my  woman,  Helen] 

Lady.  Please  you.  Madam. 

Imo.  What  hour  is  it  ] 

Lady,  Almost  midnight,  Madam. 

Imo,  I  have  read  three  hours,  then :  mine  eyes  are  weak : 

Fold  down  the  leaf  where  I  have  left :  to  bed  : 

Take  not  away  the  taper,  leave  it  burning ; 

And  if  thou  canst  awake  by  four  o'  the  clock, 

I  pr'ythee,  call  me.    Sleep  hath  seiz'd  me  wholly.     \Exit  Lady. 

To  your  protection  I  commend  me,  gods  ! 

From  fairies,  and  the  tempters  of  the  night. 

Guard  me,  beseech  ye ! 

\Sleeps,     Iachimo  comes  from  the  trunk. 
The  crickets  sing,  and  man's  o'er-labour'd  sense 
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Repairs  itself  by  rest     Our  Tarquin  thus 

Did  softly  press  the  rushes,  ere  he  wakened 

The  chastity  he  wounded. — Cytheria, 

How  bravely  thou  becom'st  thy  bed !  fresh  lily ! 

And  whiter  than  the  sheets  !     That  I  might  touch ! 

But  kiss  J  one  kiss  ! — Rubies  unparagon'd, 

How  dearly  they  do 't ! — Tis  her  breathing  that 

Perfumes  the  chamber  thus :  the  flame  o'  the  taper 

Bows  toward  her ;  and  would  under-peep  her  lids, 

To  see  the  enclosM  lights,  now  canopied 

Under  these  windows,  white  and  azure,  lac'd 

With  blue  of  heaven's  own  tinct — But  my  design, 

To  note  the  chamber :  I  will  write  all  down  : — 

Such  and  such  pictures  ; — there  the  window ; — such 

Th'  adornment  of  her  bed ; — the  arras,  figures. 

Why,  such  and  such  ; — and  the  contents  o'  the  story, — 

Ah,  but  some  natural  notes  about  her  body, 

Above  ten  thousand  meaner  moveables 

Would  testify,  to  enrich  mine  inventory : — 

O  sleep,  thou  ape  of  death,  lie  dull  upon  her ! 

And  be  her  sense  but  as  a  monument. 

Thus  in  a  chapel  lying ! — Come  off,  come  off; — 

[Taking  off  her  bracelet. 
As  slippery,  as  the  Gordian  knot  was  hard  ! — 
.  'Tis  mine ;  and  this  will  witness  outwardly. 
As  strongly  as  the  conscience  does  within. 
To  the  madding  of  her  lord. — On  her  left  breast 
A  mole  cinque-spotted,  like  the  crimson  drops 
I'  the  bottom  of  a  cowslip :  here 's  a  voucher. 
Stronger  than  ever  law  could  make :  this  secret 
Will  force  him  think  I  have  picked  the  lock,  and  ta*en 
The  treasure  of  her  honour.     No  more.     To  what  end  1 
Why  should  I  write  this  down,  that 's  riveted, 
Screw'd  to  my  memory  1 — She  hath  been  reading  late 
The  tale  of  Tereus ;  here  the  leaf's  tum'd  down, 
Where  Philomel  gave  up. — I  have  enough  : 
To  the  trunk  again,  and  shut  the  spring  of  it. — 
Swift,  swift,  you  dragons  of  the  night,  that  dawning 
May  bare  the  raven's  eye !     I  lodge  in  fear ; 
Though  this  a  heavenly  angel,  hell  is  here.  \Clock  sttikes. 

One,  two,  three, — time,  time ! 

[Goes  info  the  trunk.     The  scene  closes. 
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SCENE  1 11. — An  Ante-Chamber  adjoining  Imogen's  Apartment. 

Enter  Cloten  and  Lords. 

I  Lord.  Your  lordship  is  the  most  patient  man  in  loss,  the  most 
coldest  that  ever  turned  up  ace. 

do.  It  would  make  any  man  cold  to  lose. 

I  Lord.  But  not  every  man  patient,  after  the  noble  temper  of  your 
lordship.     You  are  most  hot,  and  furious,  when  you  win. 

Clo,  Winning  will  put  any  man  into  courage.  If  I  could  get  this 
foolish  Imogen,  I  should  have  gold  enough.  It 's  almost  morning, 
is 't  not  1 

1  Lord,  Day,  my  lord. 

Ch.  I  would  this  music  would  come :  I  am  advised  to  give  her 
music  o'  mornings ;  they  say,  it  will  penetrate. — 

Enter  Musicians. 

Come  on  ;  tune:  if  you  can  penetrate  her  with  your  fingering,  so  ; 
we  '11  try  with  tongue  too :  if  none  will  do,  let  her  remain ;  but  I  '11 
never  give  o*er.  First,  a  very  excellent  good  conceited  thing ;  after, 
a  wonderful  sweet  air,  with  admirable  rich  words  to  it, — and  then 
let  her  consider. 

SONG. 

Hark,  hark !  the  lark  at  heaven^s  gate  sings, 

And  Phcebus  'gins  arise, 
His  steeds  to  water  at  those  springs 

On  chalic*d  flowers  that  lies; 
And  winking  Mary-buds  begin 

To  ope  their  golden  eyes; 
With  every  thing  that  pretty  \m^ 

My  lady  sweet,  arise ; 
Arise,  arise! 

So,  get  you  gone.  If  this  penetrate,  I  will  consider  your  music  the 
better :  if  it  do  not,  it  is  a  vice  in  her  ears,  which  horse-hairs,  and 
calves'-guts,  nor  the  voice  of  unpaved  eunuch  to  boot,  can  never 
amend.  [Exeunt  Musicians. 

2  Lord.  Here  comes  the  king. 

Clo.  I  am  gla4  I  was  up  so  late  ]  for  that 's  the  reason  I  was  up 

so  early:    he  cannot  choose  but  take  this  service  I  have  done, 

fatherly. — 

Enter  CvMBELiNE  and  Queen. 

Good  morrow  to  your  majesty,  and  to  my  gracious  mother. 
Cym.  Attend  you  here  the  door  of  our  stem  daughter  ] 

Will  she  not  forth  ? 
Clo.  I  have  assailed  her  with  music,  but  she  vouchsafes  ixc  notice, 
Cym,  The  exile  of  her  minion  is  too  new  j 

VOL.  IV.  2  F 
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She  hath  not  yet  forgot  him :  some  more  time 
Must  wear  the  print  of  his  remembrance  out, 
And  then  she's  yours. 

Que^,  You  are  most  bound  to  the  king, 

Who  lets  go  by  no  vantages  that  may 
Prefer  you  to  his  daughter.     Frame  yourself 
To  orderly  solicits,  and  be  friended 
With  aptness  of  the  season ;  make  denials 
Increase  your  services ;  so  seem,  as  if 
Vou  were  inspired  to  do  those  duties  which 
Jfou  tender  to  her ;  that  you  in  all  obey  her, 
Save  when  command  to  your  dismission  tends, 
And  therein  you  are  senseless. 

C/o.  Senseless !  not  so. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess.  So  like  you,  Sir,  embassadors  from  Rome ; 
The  one  is  Caius  Lucius. 

Cym,  A  worthy  fellow. 

Albeit  he  comes  on  angry  purpose  now ; 
But  that 's  no  fault  of  his :  we  must  receive  him 
According  to  the  honour  of  his  sender ; 
And  towards  himself,  his  goodness  forespent  on  us, 
We  must  extend  our  notice. — Our  dear  son. 
When  you  have  given  good  morning  to  your  mistress, 
Attend  the  queen  and  us ;  we  shall  have  need 
To  employ  you  towards  this  Roman. — Come,  our  queen. 

[Exeunt  Cym.  Queen,  Lords,  and  Mess. 

do.  If  she  be  up,  I  '11  speak  with  her ;  if  not, 
Let  her  lie  still,  and  dream. — By  your  leave,  ho ! —        [Knocks. 
I  know  her  women  are  about  her :  what 
If  I  do  line  one  of  their  hands  ?    'Tis  gold 
Which  buys  admittance ;  oft  it  doth ;  yea,  and  makes 
Diana's  rangers  false  themselves,  yield  up 
Their  deer  to  the  stand  o*  the  stealer ;  and  'tis  gold 
Which  makes  the  true  man  killed,  and  saves  the  thief; 
Nay,  sometime,  hangs  both  thief  and  true  man :  what 
Can  it  not  do,  and  undo)    I  will  make 
One  of  her  women  lawyer  to  me ;  for 
I  yet  not  understand  the  case  myself — 
By  your  leave.  [Knacks. 

Enter  a  Lady. 

Zady.  Who's  there,  that  knocks? 

CU.  A  gentleman. 

Lady.  No  more  1 
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Clo.  Yes,  and  a  gentlewoman's  son. 

Lady.  That's  more 

Than  some,  whose  tailors  are  as  dear  as  yours, 

Can  justly  boast  of.     What's  your  lordship*s  pleasure  t 
Clo,  Your  lady's  person :  is  she  ready  1 
Lady,  Ay, 

To  keep  her  chamber. 

Clo,  There 's  gold  for  you ;  sell  me  your  good  report 
Lady,  How !  my  good  name  1  or  to  report  of  you 

What  I  shall  think  is  good  ] — ^The  princess ! 

Enter  IMOGEN. 

Clo,  Good  morrow,  fairest :  sister,  your  sweet  hand. 

\Exit  I^auy 

Imo,  Good  morrow,  Sir.     You  lay  out  too  much  pains 
For  purchasing  but  trouble :  the  thanks  I  give, 
Is  telling  you  that  I  am  poor  of  thanks. 
And  scarce  can  spare  them. 

Clo,  Still,  I  swear,  I  love  you. 

Imo.  If  you  but  said  so,  'twere  as  deep  with  me : 
If  you  swear  still,  your  recompense  is  still 
That  I  regard  it  not 

Clo,  This  is  no  answer. 

Imo,  But  that  you  shall  not  say  I  yield,  being  silent, 
I  would  not  speak.     I  pray  you,  spare  me :  faith, 
I  shall  unfold  equal  discourtesy 
To  your  best  kindness :  one  of  your  great  knowing 
Should  learn,  being  taught,  forbearance. 

Clo,  To  leave  you  in  your  madness,  'twere  my  sin : 
I  will  not 

Imo,  Fools  are  not  mad  folks. 

Clo,  Do  you  call  me  fooU 

Imo,  As  I  am  mad,  I  do  : 
If  you  '11  be  patient,  I  '11  no  more  be  mad ; 
That  cures  us  both.     I  am  much  sorry.  Sir, 
You  put  me  to  forget  a  lady's  manners. 
By  being  so  verbal :  and  learn  now,  for  all, 
That  I,  which  know  my  heart,  do  here  pronounce. 
By  the  very  truth  of  it,  I  care  not  for  you ; 
And  am  so  near  the  lack  of  charity, 
(To  accuse  myself,)  I  hate  you ;  which  I  had  rather 
You  felt,  than  make 't  my  boast 

Clo,  You  sin  against 

Obedience,  which  you  owe  your  father.     For 
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The  contract  you  pretend  with  that  base  wretch, 

(One.  bred  of  alms,  and  foster'd  with  cold  dishes, 

With  scraps  o'  the  court,)  it  is  no  contract,  none : 

And  though  it  be  allowed  in  meaner  parties, 

(Yet  who  than  he  more  mean?)  to  knit  their  souls 

(On  whom  there  is  no  more  dependency 

But  brats  and  beggary)  in  self-figur'd  knot ;  • 

Yet  you  are  curb'd  from  that  enlargement  by 

The  consequence  o'  the  crown ;  and  must  not  soil 

The  precious  note  of  it  with  a  base  slave, 

A  hilding  for  a  livery,  a  squire's  cloth, 

A  pantler,  not  so  eminent 

Imo,  Profane  fellow ! 

Weit  thou  the  son  of  Jupiter,  and  no  more 

But  what  thou  art  besides,  thou  wert  too  base 

To  be  his  groom :  thou  wert  dignified  enough. 

Even  to  the  point  of  envy,  if  'twere  made 

Comparative  for  your  virtues,  to  be  styl'd 

The  imder-hangman  of  his  kingdom,  and  hated 

For  being  preferred  so  well 

Clo.  The  south-fog  rot  him  » 

Ifno,  He  never  can  meet  more  mischance,  than  come 

To  be  but  nam'd  of  thee.     His  meanest  garment, 

That  ever  hath  but  clipp'd  his  body,  is  dearer 

In  my  respect  than  all  the  hairs  above  thee. 

Were  they  all  made  such  men. — 

EnUr  PiSANio. 

How  now,  Pisanio  1 

Clo.  His  garment  I     Now,  the  devil — 

Into.  To  Dorothy  my  woman  hie  thee  presently, — 

Clo.  His  garment  1 

Into,  I  am  sprighted  with  a  fool ; 

Frighted,  and  anger'd  worse : — go,  bid  my  woman 
Search  for  a  jewel,  that  too  casually 
Hath  left  mine  arm :  it  was  thy  master's ;  'shrew  me^ 
If  I  would  lose  it  for  a  revenue 
Of  any  king's  in  Europe.     I  do  think 
I  saw 't  this  morning :  confident  I  am. 
Last  night  'twas  on  mine  arm ;  I  kiss'd  it : 
I  hope  it  be  not  gone  to  tell  my  lord 
That  I  kiss  aught  but  he. 

PU.  'TwiU  not  be  lost 

Imo.  I  hope  so :  go,  and  search.  ]fixl^  Pis> 
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Clo.  You  have  abused  me ; — 

His  meanest  garment ! 

Imo,  Ay,  I  said  so.  Sir  : 

If  you  will  make 't  an  action,  call  witness  to 't 

Clo,  I  will  inform  your  father. 

Imo,  Your  mother  too : 

She  's  my  good  lady ;  and  will  conceive,  I  hope. 
But  the  worst  of  me.     So,  I  leave  you.  Sir, 
To  the  worst  of  discontent  \Exit, 

Clo,  I  '11  be  revenged  : — 

His  meanest  garment ! — VVelL  \ExU, 


SCENE  IV. — Rome.     An  Apartment  in  Philario*s  House, 

Enter  PosTHUMUS  and  Philario. 

Post,  Fear  it  not,  Sir :  I  would  I  were  so  sure 
To  win  the  king,  as  I  am  bold  her  honour 
Will  remain  hers. 

Phi,  What  means  do  you  make  to  him  % 

Post,  Not  any  \  but  abide  the  change  of  time ; 
Quake  in  the  present  winter's  state,  and  wish 
That  warmer  days  would  come :  in  these  seafd  hopes, 
I  barely  gratify  your  love  ;  they  failing, 
I  must  die  much  your  debtor. 

Phi,  Your  very  goodness,  and  your  company, 
O'erpays  all  I  can  do.     By  this,  your  king 
Hath  heard  of  great  Augustus  :  Caius  Lucius 
Will  do  's  commission  throughly :  and  I  think 
He  'II  grant  the  tribute,  send  the  arrearages. 
Or  look  upon  our  Romans,  whose  remembrance 
Is  yet  fresh  in  their  grief. 

Post,  I  do  believe, 

(Statist  though  I  am  none,  nor  hke  to  be,) 
That  this  will  prove  a  war ;  and  you  shall  hear 
The  legions,  now  in  Gallia,  sooner  landed 
In  our  not-fearing  Britain,  than  have  tidings 
Of  any  penny  tribute  paid.     Our  countrymen 
Are  men  more  order'd,  than  when  Julius  Csesar 
Smird  at  their  lack  of  skill,  but  found  their  courage 
Worthy  his  frowning  at :  their  discipline 
(Now  mingled  with  their  courage)  will  make  known 
To  their  approvers,  they  are  people,  such 
That  mend  upon  the  world. 

Phi,  See !     lachimo ! 
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Enter  lACHiMO. 

Post.  The  swiftest  harts  have  posted  you  by  land. 
And  winds  of  all  the  comers  kiss'd  your  sails, 
To  make  your  vessel  nimble. 

Fhu  Welcome,  Sir. 

Post  I  hope  the  briefness  of  your  answer  made 
The  speediness  of  your  return. 

lach.  Your  lady 

Is  one  of  the  fairest  that  I  have  look'd  upon. 

Post  And  therewithal  the  best ;  or  let  her  beauty 
Look  through  a  casement  to  allure  false  hearts, 
And  be  false  with  them. 

lach.  Here  are  letters  for  yoii. 

Post  Their  tenor  good,  I  trust. 

lack,  Tis  very  like. 

Phi.  Was  Caius  Lucius  in  the  Britain  court, 
When  you  were  there  1 

lach.  He  was  expected  then, 

But  not  approach'd. 

Post  All  is  well  yet. — 

Sparkles  this  stone  as  it  was  wont  ?  or  is 't  not 
Too  dull  for  your  good  wearing  1 

lach.  If  I  had  lost  it, 

I  should  have  lost  the  worth  of  it  in  gold. 
I  '11  make  a  journey  twice  as  far,  to  enjoy 
A  second  night  of  such  sweet  shortness,  which 
Was  mine  in  Britain ;  for  the  ring  is  won. 

Post  The  stone 's  too  hard  to  come  by. 

lach.  Not  a  whi^ 

Your  lady  being  so  easy. 

Post  Make  not,  Sir, 

Your  loss  your  sport :  I  hope  you  know  that  we 
Must  not  continue  friends. 

lach.  Good  Sir,  we  must, 

If  you  keep  covenant     Had  I  not  brought 
The  knowledge  of  your  mistress  home,  I  grant 
We  were  to  question  farther :  but  I  now 
Profess  myself  the  winner  of  her  honour. 
Together  with  your  ring ;  and  not  the  wronger 
Of  her,  or  you,  having  proceeded  but 
By  both  your  wills. 

Post.  If  you  can  make 't  apparent 

That  you  have  tasted  her  in  bed,  my  hand, 
And  ring,  is  yours :  if  not,  the  foul  opinion 
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You  had  of  her  pure  honour,  gains,  or  loses, 
Your  sword,  or  mine ;  or  masterless  leaves  both 
To  who  shall  find  them. 

Icuh,  Sir,  my  circumstances 

Being  so  near  the  truth  as  I  will  make  them, 
Must  first  induce  you  to  believe :  whose  strength 
I  will  confirm  with  oath ;  which,  I  doubt  not, 
You  '11  give  me  leave  to  spare,  when  you  shall  find 
You  need  it  not 

Post  Proceed. 

lach.  First,  her  bed-chamber, 

(Where  I  confess  I  slept  not,  but,  profess. 
Had  that  was  well  worth  watching,)  it  was  hang'd 
With  tapestry  of  silk  and  silver ;  the  story. 
Proud  Cleopatra,  when  she  met  her  Roman, 
And  Cydnus  swell'd  above  the  banks,  or  for 
The  press  of  boats,  or  pride :  a  piece  of  work 
So  bravely  done,  so  rich,  that  it  did  strive 
In  workmanship,  and  value ;  which,  I  wonder'd, 
Could  be  so  rarely  and  exactly  wrought. 
Since  the  true  life  on 't  was — 

Post,  This  is  true ; 

And  this  you  might  have  heard  of  here,  by  me. 
Or  by  some  other. 

lach.  More  particulars 

Must  justify  my  knowledge. 

Post  So  they  must^ 

Or  do  your  honour  injury. 

lack.  The  chimney 

Is  south  the  chamber ;  and  the  chimney-piece. 
Chaste  Dian,  bathing :  never  saw  I  figures 
So  likely  to  report  themselves  :  the  cutter 
Was  as  another  nature,  dumb ;  outwent  her. 
Motion  and  breath  left  out 

Post  This  is  a  thing. 

Which  you  might  from  relation  likewise  reap, 
Being,  as  it  is,  much  spoke  of. 

lack.  The  roof  o'  the  chamber 

With  golden  cherubins  is  fretted :  her  andirons 
(I  had  forgot  them)  were  two  winking  Cupids 
Of  silver,  each  on  one  foot  standing,  nicely 
Depending  on  their  brands. 

Post  This  is  her  honour  I — 

Let  it  be  granted  you  have  seen  all  this,  (and  praise 
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Be  given  to  your  remembrance,)  the  description 
Of  what  is  in  her  chamber,  nothing  saves 
The  wager  you  have  laid. 

lack.  Then,  if  you  can, 

Be  pale :  I  beg  but  leave  to  air  this  jewel ;  see ! — 

\Producing  the  bracelet. 
And  now  'tis  up  again :  it  must  be  married 
To  that  your  diamond ;  I  'II  keep  them. 

Post,  Jove ! — 

Once  more  let  me  behold  it :  is  it  that 
Which  I  left  with  her? 

lack.  Sir,  (I  thank  her,)  that . 

She  stripped  it  from  her  arm ;  I  see  her  yet ; 
Her  pretty  action  did  outsell  her  gift, 
And  yet  enrich'd  it  too :  she  gave  it  me,  and  said, 
She  priz'd  it  once. 

Post,  May  be,  she  pluck'd  it  off, 

To  send  it  me. 

lack.  She  writes  so  to  you,  doth  she  ? 

Post,  O,  no,  no,  no !  'tis  true.     Here,  take  this  too ; 

\^Giving  tJie  ring. 
It  is  a  basilisk  unto  mine  eye. 
Kills  me  to  look  on 't. — Let  there  be  no  honour. 
Where  there  is  beauty ;  truth,  where  semblance ;  love, 
Where  there 's  another  man :  the  vows  of  women 
Of  no  more  bondage  be,  to  where  they  are  made. 
Than  they  are  to  their  virtues ;  which  is  nothing.— 
O,  above  measure  false ! 

Phi,  Have  patience.  Sir, 

And  take  your  ring  again ;  'tis  not  yet  won : 
It  may  be  probable  she  lost  it ;  or. 
Who  knows  if  one  of  her  women,  being  corrupted, 
Hath  stolen  it  from  her? 

Post,  Very  true ; 

And  so,  I  hope,  he  came  by't — Back  my  ring. 
Render  to  me  some  corporal  sign  about  her. 
More  evident  than  this ;  for  this  was  stolen. 

lach.  By  Jupiter,  I  had  it  from  her  arm. 

Post,  Hark  you,  he  swears ;  by  Jupiter  he  swears. 
'Tis  true ; — nay,  keep  the  ring, — 'tis  true.     I  am  sure, 
She  would  not  lose  it :  her  attendants  are 
All  sworn,  and  honourable : — they  induced  to  steal  it ! 
And  by  a  stranger ! — No,  he  hath  enjoy'd  her : 
The  cognizance  of  her  incontinency 
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Is  this : — she  hath  bought  the  name  of  whore  thus  dearly. — 
There,  take  thy  hire ;  and  all  the  fiends  of  hell 
Divide  themselves  between  you ! 

Phi.  Sir,  be  patient : 

This  is  not  strong  enough  to  be  believ'd 
Of  one  persuaded  well  of — 

Post  Never  talk  on 't ; 

She  hath  been  colted  by  him. 

lack.  If  you  seek 

For  farther  satisfying,  under  her  breast 
(Worthy  the  pressing)  lies  a  mole,  right  proud 
Of  that  most  delicate  lodging :  by  my  life, 
I  kiss'd  it ;  and  it  gave  me  present  hunger 
To  feed  again,  though  full     You  do  remember 
This  stain  upon  her  \ 

Post,  Ay,  and  it  doth  confirm 

Another  stain,  as  big  as  hell  can  hold, 
Were  there  no  more  but  it 

lack.  Will  you  hear  more  I 

Post.  Spare  your  arithmetic :  never  count  the  turns  ; 
Once,  and  a  million ! 

lacL  I  '11  be  sworn, — 

Post,  No  swearing. 

If  you  will  swear  you  have  not  done 't,  you  lie ; 
And  1  ynW  kill  thee,  if  thou  dost  deny 
Thou  'st  made  me  cuckold. 

lach.  I  will  deny  nothing. 

Post,  O,  that  I  had  her  here,  to  tear  her  limb-meal ! 
I  will  go  there,  and  do 't ;  i'  the  court ;  before 
Her  father : — I  '11  do  something —  [Exit. 

Phi.  Quite  beside 

The  government  of  patience ! — You  have  won : 
Let 's  follow  him,  and  pervert  the  present  wrath 
He  hath  against  himself 

lach.  With  all  my  heart  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  V. — Another  Room  in  Philario's  House, 

Enter  Posthumus. 

Post.  Is  there  no  way  for  men  to  be,  but  women 
Must  be  half-workers?    We  are  all  bastards ;' 
And  that  most  venerable  man,  which  I 
Did  call  my  father,  was  I  know  not  where 
WTien  I  was  stamped ;  some  coiner  with  his  tools 
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Made  me  a  counterfeit :  yet  my  mother  seem'd 

The  Dian  of  that  time :  so  doth  my  wife 

The  nonpareil  of  this. — O,  vengeance,  vengeance ! — 

Me  of  my  lawful  pleasure  she  restrained, 

And  pra/d  me  oft  forbearance ;  did  it  with 

A  pudency  so  rosy,  the  sweet  view  on 't 

Might  well  have  warm'd  old  Saturn  ;  that  I  thought  her 

As  chaste  as  unsunn'd  snow : — O,  all  the  devils ! — 

This  yellow  lachimo,  in  an  hour, — was 't  not  ? — 

Or  less, — at  first :  perchance  he  spoke  not,  but. 

Like  a  full-acom*d  boar,  a  German  one, 

Cried  "  oh ! "  and  mounted ;  found  no  opposition 

But  what  he  look'd  for  should  oppose,  and  she 

Should  from  encounter  guard. — Could  I  find  out 

The  woman's  part  in  me !     For  there 's  no  motion 

That  tends  to  vice  in  man,  but  I  affirm 

It  is  the  woman's  part :  be  it  lying,  note  it. 

The  woman's ;  flattering,  hers ;  deceiving,  hers ; 

Lust  and  rank  thoughts,  hers,  hers ;  revenges,  hers ; 

Ambitions,  covetings,  change  of  prides,  disdain, 

Nice  longing,  slanders,  mutability. 

All  faults  that  may  be  nam'd,  nay,  that  hell  knows, 

Why,  hers,  in  part,  or  all ;  but,  rather,  all : 

For  even  to  vice 

They  are  not  constant,  but  are  changing  still 

One  vice,  but  of  a  minute  old,  for  one 

Not  half  so  old  as  that     I  '11  write  against  them, 

Detest  them,  curse  them  : — yet  'tis  greater  skill, 

In  a  true  hate,  to  pray  they  have  their  will : 

The  very  devils  cannot  plague  them  better.  [Exit, 
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ACT  III. 
SCENE  I. — Britain.     J^oom  of  State  in  Cvmbeline's  Palace, 

Enter^from  one  sicU,  Cymbeline,  Queen,  Cloten,  and  Lords ;  from  the  other^ 

Caius  Lucius  and  Attendants. 

Cym,  Now  say,  what  would  Augustus  Caesar  with  usi 

Luc.  When  Juhus  Caesar  (whose  remembrance  yet 

Lives  in  men's  eyes,  and  will  to  ears  and  tongues 
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Be  theme  and  hearing  ever)  was  in  this  Britain, 
And  conqucr'd  it,  Cassibelan,  thine  uncle, 
(Famous  in  Caesar's  praises,  no  whit  less 
Than  in  his  feats  deserving  it,)  for  him. 
And  his  succession,  granted  Rome  a  tribute. 
Yearly  three  thousand  pounds ;  which  by  thee  lately 
Is  left  untender'd. 
Queen,  And,  to  kill  the  marvel, 

Shall  be  so  ever. 
Clo.  There  be  many  Caesars, 

Ere  such  another  Julius.     Britain  is 
A  world  by  itself;  and  we  will  nothing  pay 
For  wearing  our  own  noses. 
Queen,  That  opportunity, 

Which  then  they  had  to  take  from  us,  to  resume 
We  have  again. — Remember,  Sir,  my  liege. 
The  kings  your  ancestors ;  together  with 
The  natural  bravery  of  your  isle ;  which  stands 
As  Neptune's  park,  ribb'd  and  palfed  in 
With  rocks  unscaleable,  and  roaring  waters ; 
With  sands,  that  will  not  bear  your  enemies'  boats. 
But  suck  them  up  to  the  top-mast     A  kind  of  conquest 
Caesar  made  here ;  but  made  not  here  his  brag 
Of  "  came,''  and  "  saw,"  and  "  overcame : ''  with  shame 
(The  first  that  ever  touch'd  him)  he  was  carried 
From  off  our  coast,  twice  beaten ;  and  his  shipping, 
(Poor  ignorant  baubles !)  on  our  terrible  seas, 
Like  egg-shells  mov'd  upon  their  surges,  crack'd 
As  easily  'gainst  our  rocks :  for  joy  whereof 
The  fam'd  Cassibelan,  who  was  once  at  point 
(O  giglot  fortune !)  to  master  Caesar's  sword. 
Made  Lud's  town  with  rejoicing  fires  bright, 
And  Britons  strut  with  courage. 
Clo,  Come,  there 's  no  more  tribute  to  be  paid :  our  kingdom  is 
stronger  than  it  was  at  that  time ;  and,  as  I  said,  there  is  no  more 
such  Caesars :  other  of  them  may  have  crooked  noses ;  but,  to  owe 
such  straight  arms,  none. 

Cym,  Son,  let  your  mother  end. 

Clo,  We  have  yet  many  among  us  can  gripe  as  hard  as  Cassibelan  : 
I  do  not  say,  1  am  one;  but  I  have  a  hand. — Why  tribute?  why 
should  we  pay  tribute  1  If  Caesar  can  hide  the  sun  fi-om  us  with  a 
blanket,  or  put  the  moon  in  his  pocket,  we  will  pay  him  tribute  for 
light ;  else,  Sir,  no  more  tribute,  pray  you  now. 
Cym,  You  must  know, 
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Till  the  injurious  Romans  did  extort 

This  tribute  from  us,  we  were  free :  Caesar's  ambition^ 

(Which  swell'd  so  much,  that  it  did  almost  stretch 

The  sides  o'  the  world,)  against  all  colour,  here 

Did  put  the  yoke  upon  us ;  which  to  shake  off, 

Becomes  a  warlike  people,  whom  we  reckon 

Ourselves  to  be.     We  do  say,  then,  to  Csesar 

Our  ancestor  was  that  Mulmutius,  which 

Ordain'd  our  laws, — whose  use  the  sword  of  Caesar 

Hath  too  much  mangled ;  whose  repair  and  franchise, 

Shall,  by  the  power  we  hold,  be  our  good  deed, 

Though  Rome  be  therefore  angry ; — Mulmutius  made  our  laws. 

Who  was  the  first  of  Britain  which  did  put 

His  brows  within  a  golden  crown,  and  call'd 

Himself  a  king. 

Luc.  I  am  sorry,  Cymbeline, 

That  I  am  to  pronounce  Augustus  Caesar 
(Caesar,  that  hath  more  kings  his  servants,  than 
Thyself  domestic  officers)  thine  enemy. 
Receive  it  from  me,  then : — war  and  confusion, 
In  Caesar's  name,  pronounce  I  'gainst  thee  :  look 
For  fury  not  to  be  resisted. — Thus  defied, 
I  thank  thee  for  myself. 

Cym,  Thou  art  welcome,  Caius. 

Thy  Caesar  knighted  me ;  my  youth  I  spent 
Much  under  him  ;  of  him  I  gathered  honour ; 
Which  he,  to  seek  of  me  again,  perforce. 
Behoves  me  keep  at  utterance.     I  am  perfect 
That  the  Pannonians  and  Dalmatians,  for 
Their  liberties,  are  now  in  arms ;  a  precedent 
Which  not  to  read  would  show  the  Britons  cold  : 
So  Caesar  shall  not  find  them. 

Luc,  Let  proof  speak. 

Clo,  His  majesty  bids  you  welcome.  Make  pastime  with  us  a 
day  or  two,  or  longer :  if  you  seek  us  afterwards  in  other  terms,  you 
shall  find  us  in  our  salt-water  girdle :  if  you  beat  us  out  of  it,  it  is 
yours ;  if  you  fall  in  the  adventure,  our  crows  shall  fare  the  better 
for  you ;  and  there  *s  an  end. 

Luc,  So,  Sir. 

Cym,  I  know  your  master's  pleasure,  and  he  mine : 

All  the  remain  ii,  welcome.  {Exeunt, 
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SCENE  IL — Another  Rcom  in  Cvmbeline's  Palace. 

Enter  PiSANIO,  with  a  letter. 

Pis,  How !  of  adultery  ?    Wherefore  write  you  not 
What  monster's  her  accuser] — Leonatus  ! 

0  master !  what  a  strange  infection 

Is  fallen  into  thy  ear !     What  false  Italian 

(As  poisonous  tongued,  as  handed)  hath  prevail'd 

On  thy  too  ready  hearing? — Disloyal !     No : 

She 's  punished  for  her  truth ;  and  undergoes, 

More  goddess-like  than  wife-like,  such  assaults 

As  would  take  in  some  virtue. — O  my  master ! 

Thy  mind  to  her  is  now  as  low,  as  were 

Thy  fortunes. — How !  that  I  should  murder  hei  t 

Upon  the  love,  and  truth,  and  vows,  which  I 

Have  made  to  thy  command? — I,  herl — ^her  blood? 

If  it  be  so  to  do  good  service,  never 

Let  me  be  counted  serviceable.     How  look  I, 

That  I  should  seem  to  lack  humanity 

So  much  as  this  fact  comes  to  ?  [ReadingJ]  "  Do 't :  the  letter 

That  I  have  sent  her,  by  her  own  command 

Shall  give  thee  opportunity:" — O  damn'd  paper! 

Black  as  the  ink  that 's  on  thee !     Senseless  bauble, 

Art  thou  a  feodary  for  this  act,  and  look*st 

So  virgin-hke  without? — Lo,  here  she  comes. — 

1  am  ignorant  in  what  I  am  commanded. 

Enter  Imogen. 

Imo,  How  now,  Pisanio ! 

Pis,  Madam,  here  is  a  letter  from  my  lord. 

Imo,  Who  ?  thy  lord  ?  that  is  my  lord, — Leonatus  1 
O,  leam'd  indeed  were  that  astronomer 
That  knew  the  stars  as  I  his  characters ; 
He  'd  lay  the  future  open. — You  good  gods, 
Let  what  is  here  contained  relish  of  love. 
Of  my  lord's  health,  of  his  content, — yet  not, 
That  we  two  are  asunder ;  let  that  grieve  him, — 
(Some  griefs  are  medicinable ;  that  is  one  of  them. 
For  it  doth  physic  love) — of  his  content. 
All  but  in  that . — Good  wax,  thy  leave : — blessed  be, 
You  bees,  that  make  these  locks  of  counsel  1    Lovers, 
And  men  in  dangerous  bonds,  pray  not  alike :   . 
Though  forfeiters  you  cast  in  prison,  yet 
You  clasp  young  Cupid  s  tables. — Good  news,  gods ! 
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[Reading.']  "  Justice,  and  your  father's  wrath,  should  he  take  me 
in  his  dominion,  could  not  be  so  cruel  to  me,  as  you,  O  the  dearest 
of  creatures,  would  even  renew  me  with  your  eyes.  Take  notice, 
that  I  am  in  Cambria,  at  Milford-Haven  :  what  your  own  love  will, 
out  of  this,  advise  you,  follow.  So,  he  wishes  you  all  happiness, 
that  remains  loyal  to  his  vow,  and  your,  increasing  in  love, 

Leonatus  Posthumus." 
O,  for  a  horse  with  wings  ! — Hear'st  thou,  Pisanio  1 
He  is  at  Milford-Haven :  read,  and  tell  me 
How  far  'tis  thither.     If  one  of  mean  affairs 
May  plod  it  in  a  week,  why  may  not  I 
Glide  thither  in  a  day  ? — ^Then,  true  Pisanio, 
(Who  long'st,  like  me,  to  see  thy  lord ;  who  long'st, — 
O,  let  me  'bate, — but  not  like  me ; — yet  long'st, — 
But  in  a  fainter  kind : — O,  not  like  me ; 
For  mine 's  beyond  beyond,)  say,  and  speak  thick, 
(Love's  counsellor  should  fill  the  bores  of  hearing, 
To  the  smothering  of  the  sense,)  how  far  it  is 
To  this  same  blessed  Milford :  and,  by  the  way, 
Tell  me  how  Wales  was  made  so  happy,  as 
T*  inherit  such  a  haven :  but,  first  of  all, 
How  we  may  steal  from  hence ;  and,  for  the  gap 
That  we  shall  make  in  time,  from  our  hence-going, 
And  our  return,  to  excuse  : — but  first,  how  get  hence : 
Why  should  excuse  be  bom,  or  e'er  begot  ? 
We  '11  talk  of  that  hereafter.     Prythee,  speak. 
How  many  score  of  miles  may  we  well  ride 
'Twixt  hour  and  hourl 

Pis,  One  score  'twixt  sun  and  sun, 

Madam,  's  enough  for  you,  and  too  much,  too. 

Imo,  Why,  one  that  rode  to 's  execution,  man, 
Could  never  go  so  slow :  I  have  heard  of  riding  wagers. 
Where  horses  have  been  nimbler  than  the  sands 
That  run  i'  the  clock's  behalf: — but  this  is  foolery : — 
Go,  bid  my  woman  feign  a  sickness ;  say 
She  '11  home  to  her  father :  and  provide  me  presently 
A  riding  suit,  no  costlier  than  would  fit 
A  franklin's  housewife. 
Pis,  Madam,  you  're  best  consider. 

Imo.  I  see  before  me,  man :  nor  here,  nor  here. 
Nor  what  ensues,  but  have  a  fog  in  them, 
That  I  cannot  look  through.     Away,  I  pr'ythee ; 
Do  2S  I  bid  thee :  there 's  no  more  to  say ; 
Accessible  is  none  but  Milford  way.  [Exeufit 
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SCENE  III. — Wales.    A  mountainous  Country  with  a  Cave 

Enter  Bfi.arius,  Guiderius,  and  Arviragus. 

Bd,  A  goodly  day  not  to  keep  house,  with  such 
Whose  roof's  as  low  as  ours !    Stoop,  boys :  this  gate 
Instructs  you  how  to  adore  the  heavens,  and  bows  you 
To  morning's  holy  office :  the  gates  of  monarchs 
Are  arch'd  so  high,  that  giants  may  jet  through 
And  keep  their  impious  turbands  on,  without 
Good  morrow  to  the  sun. — Hail,  thou  fair  heaven  I 
We  house  i'  the  rock,  yet  use  thee  not  so  hardly 
As  prouder  livers  do. 

GuL  Hail,  heaven ! 

Arv,  Hail,  heaven! 

Bd.  Now  for  our  mountain  sport :  up  to  yon  hill : 
Your  legs  are  young ;  I  *11  tread  these  flats.     Consider, 
When  you  above  perceive  me  like  a  crow, 
That  it  is  place  which  lessens  and  sets  off: 
And  you  may  then  revolve  what  tales  I  have  told  you, 
Of  courts,  of  princes,  of  the  tricks  in  war : 
This  service  is  not  service,  so  being  done. 
But  being  so  allow'd :  to  apprehend  thus. 
Draws  us  a  profit  from  all  things  we  see ; 
And  often,  to  our  comfort,  shall  we  find 
The  sharded  beetle  in  a  safer  hold. 
Than  is  the  fuU-wing'd  eagle.     O,  this  life 
Is  nobler,  than  attending  for  a  check ; 
Richer,  than  doing  nothing  for  a  bribe ; 
Prouder,  than  rustling  in  unpaid-for  silk : 
Such  gain  the  cap  of  him  that  makes  them  fine, 
Yet  keeps  his  book  uncrossed.     No  life  to  ours. 

Gui,  Out  of  your  proof  you  speak :  we,  poor  unfledg'i 
Have  never  wing'd  from  view  o'  the  nest ;  nor  know  not 
What  air's  from  home.     Haply  this  life  is  best. 
If  quiet  life  be  best ;  sweeter  to  you. 
That  have  a  sharper  known ;  well  corresponding 
With  your  stiff  age :  but  unto  us  it  is 
A  cell  of  ignorance ;  travelling  abed ; 
A  prison  for  a  debtor,  that  not  dares 
To  stride  a  limit 

Arv,  What  should  we  speak  ofj 

When  we  are  old  as  you  %  when  we  shall  hear 
The  rain  and  wind  beat  dark  December,  how 
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In  this  our  pinching  cave,  shall  we  discourse 

The  freezing  hours  away?    We  have  seen  nothing : 

We  are  beastly ;  subtle  as  the  fox  for  prey ; 

Like  warlike  as  the  wolf  for  what  we  eat : 

Our  valour  is,  to  chase  what  flies ;  our  cage 

We  make  a  quire,  as  doth  the  prison'd  bird. 

And  sing  our  bondage  freely, 

Bd,  How  you  speak  I 

Did  you  but  know  the  city's  usuries, 

And  felt  them  knowingly :  the  art  o'  the  court, 

As  hard  to  leave,  as  keep ;  whose  top  to  climb 

Is  certain  falling,  or  so  slippery,  that 

The  fear's  as  bad  as  falling :  the  toil  of  the  war, 

A  pain  that  only  seems  to  seek  out  danger 

r  the  name  of  fame,  and  honour;  which  dies  i'  the  search; 

And  hath  as  oft  a  slanderous  epitaph. 

As  record  of  fair  act ;  nay,  many  times. 
Doth  ill  deserve  by  doing  well ;  what 's  worse, 
Must  courfsy  at  the  censure : — O  boys,  this  story 
The  world  may  read  in  me  :  .my  body 's  mark'd 
With  Roman  swords ;  and  my  report  was  once 
First  with  the  best  of  note :  Cymbeline  loVd  me ; 
And  when  a  soldier  was  the  theme,  my  name 
Was  not  far  off:  then,  was  I  as  a  tree. 
Whose  boughs  did  bend  with  fruit ;  but,  in  one  night, 
A  storm,  or  robbery,  call  it  what  you  will. 
Shook  down  my  mellow  hangings,  nay,  my  leaves, 
And  left  me  bare  to  weather. 

Gui,  Uncertain  favour ! 

Bd.  My  fault  being  nothing  (as  I  have  told  you  ofr) 
But  that  two  villains,  whose  false  oaths  prevaiFd 
Before  my  perfect  honour,  swore  to  Cymbeline, 
I  was  confederate  with  the  Romans :  so. 
Followed  my  banishment ;  and,  this  twenty  years, 
This  rock,  and  these  demesnes,  have  been  my  world : 
Where  I  have  liv'd  at  honest  freedom,  paid 
More  pious  debts  to  heaven,  than  in  all 
The  fore  end  of  my  time. — But,  up  to  the  mountains ! 
This  is  not  hunter's  language : — he,  that  strikes 
The  venison  first,  shall  be  the  lord  o'  the  feast ; 
To  him  the  other  two  shall  minister ; 
And  we  will  fear  no  poison,  which  attends 
In  place  of  greater  state.     I  '11  meet  you  in  the  valleys. — 

\Exeunt  Gui.  and  hscf.^ 
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How  hard  it  is  to  hide  the  sparks  of  nature  ! 

These  boys  know  little  they  are  sons  to  the  king ; 

Nor  Cymbeline  dreams  that  they  are  alive. 

They  think  they  are  mine :  and,  though  trained  up  thus  meanly 

I*  the  cave  wherein  they  bow,  their  thoughts  do  hit 

The  roofs  of  palaces ;  and  nature  prompts  them, 

In  simple  and  low  things,  to  prince  it,  much 

Beyond  the  trick  of  others.     This  Polydore,— 

The  heir  of  Cymbeline  and  Britain,  whom 

The  king  his  father  calFd  Guiderius, — Jove  \ 

When  on  my  three-foot  stool  I  sit,  and  tell 

The  warlike  feats  I  have  done,  his  spirits  fly  out 

Into  my  story :  say,  "  Thus  mine  enemy  fell, 

And  thus  I  set  my  foot  on 's  neck  /'  even  then 

The  princely  blood  flows  in  his  cheek,  he  sweats, 

Strains  his  young  nerves,  and  puts  himself  in  posture 

That  acts  my  words.     The  younger  brother,  Cadwal, 

(Once  Arviragus,)  in  as  like  a  figure, 

Strikes  life  into  my  speech,  and  shows  much  more 

His  own  conceiving. — Hark,  the  game  is  rous'd  ! — 

O  Cymbeline !  heaven,  and  my  conscience,  knows, 

Thou  didst  unjustly  banish  me  :  whereon, . 

At  three,  and  two  years  old,  I  stole  these  babes ; 

Thinking  to  bar  thee  of  succession,  as 

Thou  reft'st  me  of  my  lands.     Euriphile, 

Thou  wast  their  nurse  ;  they  took  thee  for  their  mother, 

And  every  day  do  honour  to  her  grave  : 

Myself,  Belarius,  that  am  Morgan  call'd, 

They  take  for  natural  father. — The  game  is  up.  [£x:/. 


SCENE  IV. — Near  Milford-Haven. 

£n/n'  PiSANio  and  Imogen. 
/mo.  Thou  told'st  me,  when  we  came  from  horse,  the  place 
Was  near  at  hand :  ne'er  long'd  my  mother  so 
To  see  me  first,  as  I  have  now ; — Pisanio  !     Man ! 
Where  is  Posthumus  ?     What  is  in  thy  mind, 
That  makes  thee  stare  thus  1    Wherefore  breaks  that  sigh 
From  th'  inward  of  thee  1     One,  but  painted  thus^ 
Would  be  interpreted  a  thing  perplex'd 
Beyond  self-explication  :  put  thyself 
Into  a  haviour  of  less  fear,  ere  wildness 
Vanquish  my  staider  senses.     What 's  the  matter  ? 
Why  tender^st  thou  that  paper  to  me,  with 

VOL.  IV.  2  G 
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A  look  untender)    If 't  be  summer  news, 
Smile  to 't  before ;  if  winterly,  thou  need'st 
But  keep  that  countenance  still — My  husband's  hand  t 
That  dnig-damn*d  Italy  hath  out-craftied  him, 
And  he 's  at  some  hard  point — Speak,  man  :  thy  tongue 
May  take  off  some  extremity,  which  to  read 
Would  be  even  mortal  to  me. 
Pis,  Please  you,  read ; 

And  you  shall  find  me,  wretched  man,  a  thing 
The  most  disdain'd  of  fortune. 
Imo.  [Reads.^  "  Thy  mistress,  Pisanio,  hath  played  the  strumpet 
in  my  bed ;  the  testimonies  whereof  lie  bleeding  in  me.     I  speak 
not  out  of  weak  surmises  ;  but  from  proof  as  strong  as  my  grief,  and 
as  certain  as  I  expect  my  revenge.     That  part,  thou,  Pisanio,  must 
act  for  me,  if  thy  faith  be  not  tainted  with  the  breach  of  hers.     Let 
thine  own  hands  take  away  her  life :  I  shall  give  tliee  opportunity  at 
Milford-Haven :  she  hath  my  letter  for  the  purpose :  where,  if  thou 
fear  to  strike,  and  to  make  me  certain  it  is  done,  thou  art  the  pan- 
der to  her  dishonour,  and  equally  to  me  disloyal." 
Pis.  What  shall  I  need  to  draw  my  sword  ?  the  paper 
Hath  cut  her  throat  ahready. — No,  'tis  slander ; 
Whose  edge  is  sharper  than  the  sword  ;  whose  tongue 
Outvenoms  all  the  worms  of  Nile ;  whose  breath 
Rides  on  the  posting  winds,  and  doth  belie 
All  comers  of  the  world :  kings,  queens,  and  states, 
Maids,  matrons,  nay,  the  secrets  of  the  grave 
This  viperous  slander  enters. — What  cheer.  Madam  ? 
Jmo.  False  to  his  bed !     What  is  it,  to  be  false? 
To  lie  in  watch  there,  and  to  think  on  himi 
To  weep  'twixt  clock  and  clock  ]  if  sleep  charge  nature, 
To  break  it  with  a  fearful  dream  of  him, 
And  cry  myself  awake  ?  that 's  false  to  his  bed. 
Is  it] 
Pis,  Alas,  good  lady  1 

Imo,  I  false !     Thy  conscience  witness. — lachimo. 
Thou  didst  accuse  him  of  incontinency ; 
Thou  then  look'dst  like  a  villain ;  now,  methinks. 
Thy  favour's  good  enough. — Some  jay  of  Italy, 
Whose  mother  was  her  painting,  hath  betra/d  him : 
Poor  I  am  stale,  a  garment  out  of  fashion ; 
And,  for  I  am  richer  than  to  hang  by  the  walls, 
I  must  be  ripp'd: — to  pieces  with  me ! — O, 
Men's  vows  are  women's  traitors !    All  good  seeming, 
By  thy  revolt,  O  husband,  shall  be  thought 
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Put  on  for  villany ;  not  bom  where 't  grows, 
But  worn  a  bait  for  ladies. 

Pis,  Good  Madara,  hear  me. 

Into.  True  honest  men  being  heard,  like  false  iEneas, 
Were,  in  his  time,  thought  false ;  and  Sinon's  weeping 
Did  scandal  many  a  holy  tear ;  took  pity 
From  most  true  wretchedness :  so  thou,  Posthumus, 
Wilt  lay  the  leaven  on  all  proper  men ; 
Goodly  and  gallant,  shall  be  false  and  perjur'd, 
From  thy  great  fail. — Come,  fellpw,  be  thou  honest : 
Do  thou  thy  master's  bidding :  when  thou  seest  him, 
A  little  witness  my  obedience  :  look  ! 
I  draw  the  sword  myself:  take  it;  and  hit 
The  innocent  mansion  of  my  love,  my  heart : 
Fear  not ;  'tis  empty  of  all  things,  but  grief: 
Thy  master  is  not  there ;  who  was,  indeed, 
The  riches  of  it :  do  his  bidding ;  strike. 
Thou  mayst  be  valiant  in  a  better  cause  ; 
But  now  thou  seem'st  a  coward. 

Pis.  Hence,  vile  instrument ! 

Thou  shalt  not  damn  my  hand. 

Imo.  Why,  I  must  die ; 

And  if  I  do  not  by  thy  hand,  thou  art 
No  servant  of  thy  master's.     Against  self-slaughter 
There  is  a  prohibition  so  divine. 

That  cravens  my  weak  hand.     Come,  here 's  my  heart  :— 
Something 's  afore 't : — Soft,  soft !  we  '11  no  defence ; 

[Takes  papers  from  her  bosom. 
Obedient  as  the  scabbard. — What  is  here  ? 
The  scriptures  of  the  loyal  Leonatus, 
All  tum'd  to  heresy]     Away,  away, 
Corrupters  of  my  faith  !  you  shall  no  more 
Be  stomachers  to  my  heart.     Thus  may  poor  fools 
Believe  false  teachers :  though  those  that  are  betrayed 
Do  feel  the  treason  sharply,  yet  the  traitor 
Stands  in  worse  case  of  woe. 
And  thou,  Posthumus,  that  didst  set  up 
My  disobedience  'gainst  the  king  my  father, 
And  make  me  put  into  contempt  the  suits 
Of  princely  fellows,  shalt  hereafter  find 
It  is  no  act  of  common  passage,  but 
A  strain  of  rareness :  and  I  grieve  myself 
To  think,  when  thou  shalt  be  disedg'd  by  her 
That  now  thou  tir  st  on,  how  thy  memory 
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Will  then  be  pang'd  my  me. — Pr'ythee,  despatch : 
The  lamb  entreats  the  butcher :  where 's  thy  knife  1 
Thou  art  too  slow  to  do  thy  master's  bidding, 
When  I  desire  it  too. 

Pis,  O  gracious  lady, 

Since  I  received  command  to  do  this  business, 
I  have  not  slept  one  wink. 

Jmo,  Do 't,  and  to  bed,  then. 

Pis,  I  '11  wake  mine  eye-balls  blind  first. 

Jmo.  Wherefore,  then. 

Didst  undertake  it  ?    Why  hast  thou  abus'd 
So  many  miles  with  a  pretence  ?  this  place  ? 
Mine  action,  and  thine  own  ?  our  horses'  labour  % 
The  time  inviting  thee  1  the  perturbed  court. 
For  my  being  absent ;  whereunto  I  never 
Purpose  return  1    Why  hast  thou  gone  so  far. 
To  be  unbent,  when  thou  hast  ta'en  thy  stand, 
Th'  elected  deer  before  thee  1 

Pis.  But  to  win  time. 

To  lose  so  bad  employment ;  in  the  which 
I  have  considered  of  a  course.  Good  lady. 
Hear  me  with  patience. 

Imo,  Talk  thy  tongue  weary ;  speak ; 

I  have  heard  I  am  a  strumpet ;  and  mine  ear, 
Therein  false  struck,  can  take  no  greater  wound, 
Nor  tent  to  bottom  that     But  speak. 

Pis.  Then,  Madam, 

I  thought  you  would  not  back  again. 

Imo.  Most  like, — 

Bringing  me  here  to  kill  me. 

Pis.  Not  so,  neither : 

But  if  I  were  as  wise  as  honest,  then 
My  purpose  would  prove  well     It  cannot  be, 
But  that  my  master  is  abus'd : 
Some  villain,  ay,  and  singular  in  his  art, 
Hath  done  you  both  this  cursed  injury. 

Jmo.  Some  Roman  courtezan. 

Pis.  No,  on  my  life. 

I  '11  give  but  notice  you  are  dead,  and  send  him 
Some  bloody  sign  of  it ;  for  'tis  commanded 
I  should  do  so :  you  shall  be  miss'd  at  court, 
And  that  will  well  confirm  it 

Jmo.  Why,  good  fellow. 

What  shall  I  do  the  while  1  where  bide]  how  live? 
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Or  in  my  life  what  comfort,  when  I  am 
Dead  to  my  husband  1 

Pis,  If  yoa  '11  back  to  the  court, — 

Imo.  No  court,  no  father ;  nor  no  more  ado 
With  that  harsh,  noble,  simple  nothing, — 
That  Cloten,  whose  love-suit  hath  been  to  me 
As  fearful  as  a  siege. 

Pis.  If  not  at  court. 

Then  not  in  Britain  must  you  bide. 

Imo,  Where  then  t 

Hath  Britain  all  the  sun  that  shines?     Day,  night. 
Are  they  not  but  in  Britain  ?     I'  the  world's  volume 
Our  Britain  seems  as  of  it,  but  not  in  it ; 
In  a  great  pool,  a  swan's  nest :  pr'ythee,  think 
There 's  livers  out  of  Britain. 

Pis.  I  am  most  glad 

You  think  of  other  place.     Th'  embassador, 
Lucius  the  Roman,  comes  to  Milford-Haven 
To-morrow :  now,  if  you  could  wear  a  mind 
Dark  as  your  fortune  is,  and  but  disguise 
That,  which,  t'  appear  itself,  must  not  yet  be. 
But  by  self-danger,  you  should  tread  a  course 
Pretty,  and  full  of  view ;  yea,  haply,  near 
The  residence  of  Posthumus, — so  nigh,  at  least. 
That  though  his  actions  were  not  visible,  yet 
Report  should  render  him  hourly  to  your  ear, 
As  truly  as  he  moves. 

Imo,  O,  for  such  means ! 

Though  peril  to  my  modesty,  not  death  on 't, 
I  would  adventure. 

Pis,  Well,  then,  here 's  the  point : 

You  must  forget  to  be  a  woman  ;  change 
Command  into  obedience ;  fear,  and  niceness, 
(The  handmaids  of  all  women,  or,  more  truly. 
Woman  its  pretty  self,)  into  a  waggish  courage  5 
Ready  in  gibes,  quick-answer'd,  saucy,  and 
As  quarrelous  as  the  weasel ;  nay,  you  must 
Forget  that  rarest  treasure  of  your  cheek, 
Exposing  it  (but,  O,  the  harder  heart ! 
Alack,  no  remedy !)  to  the  greedy  touch 
Of  common-kissing  Titan  ;  and  foiget 
Your  laboursome  and  dainty  trims,  wherein 
You  made  great  Juno  angry. 

Imo.  Nay,  be  brief: 
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I  see  into  thy  end,  and  am  almost 
A  man  already. 

Pis.  First,  make  yourself  but  like  one. 

Forethinking  this,  I  have  already  fit 
(Tis  in  my  cloak-bag)  doublet,  hat,  hose,  all 
That  answer  to  them :  would  you,  in  their  serving, 
And  with  what  imitation  you  can  borrow 
From  youth  of  such  a  season,  'fore  noble  Lucius 
Present  yourself,  desire  his  service,  tell  him 
Wherein  you  are  happy,  (which  you  '11  make  him  know, 
If  that  his  head  have  ear  in  music,)  doubtless. 
With  joy'he  will  embrace  you ;  for  he 's  honourable, 
And,  doubling  that,  most  holy.     Your  means  abroad, 
You  have  me,  rich ;  and  I  will  never  fail 
Beginning  nor  supplyment. 

Into,  Thou  art  all  the  comfort  ^ 

The  gods  wilt  diet  me  with.     Pr'ythee,  away : 
There 's  more  to  be  considerd  ;  but  we  '11  even 
All  that  good  time  will  give  us :  this  attempt 
I  'm  soldier  to,  and  will  abide  it  with 
A  prince 's  courage.     Away,  I  pr'ythee. 

Pis,  Well,  Madam,  we  must  take  a  short  farewell, 
Lest,  being  miss'd,  I  be  suspected  of 
Your  carriage  from  the  court     My  noble  mistress. 
Here  is  a  box ;  I  had  it  from  the  queen : 
What 's  in 't  is  precious ;  if  you  are  sick  at  sea. 
Or  stomach-qualm'd  at  land,  a  dram  of  this 
Will  drive  away  distemper. — To  some  shade. 
And  fit  you  to  your  manhood : — may  the  gods 
Direct  you  to  the  best ! 

Jmo.  Amen.     I  thank  thee.  \Exaint, 

SCENE  V. — A  Room  in  Cymbeline's  Palace, 

Enter  Cymbeline,  Queen,  Cloten,  Lucius,  and  Lords. 

Cym,  Thus  far ;  and  so,  farewell 

Luc,  Thanks,  royal  Sir. 

My  emperor  hath  wrote  ;  I  must  from  hence  j 
And  am  right  sorry  that  I  must  report  ye 
My  master's  enemy. 

Cym,  Our  subjects.  Sir, 

Will  not  endure  his  yoke ;  and  for  ourself 
To  show  less  sovereignty  than  they,  must  needs 
Appear  unkinglike 


SCENE  v.]  CYMBELINE.  47 1 

Liic,  So,  Sir,  I  desire  of  you 

A  conduct  over  land  to  Milford-Haven. — 
Madam,  all  joy  befall  your  grace,  and  you ! 

Cym,  My  lords,  you  are  appointed  for  that  office  ; 
The  due  of  honour  in  no  point  omit — 
So,  faiewell,  noble  Lucius. 

Luc,  Your  hand,  my  lord. 

Clo,  Receive  it  friendly  ;  but  from  this  time  forth 
I  wear  it  as  your  enemy. 

Luc^,  Sir,  the  event 

Is  yet  to  name  the  winner :  fare  you  well. 

Cym.  I^eave  not  the  worthy  Lucius,  good  my  lords, 
Till  he  have  crossed  the  Severn. — Happiness ! 

\Exeunt  Lucius  and  Lords. 

Queen,  He  goes  hence  frowning ;  but  it  honours  us, 
That  we  have  given  him  cause. 

Clo,  Tis  all  the  better ; 

Your  valiant  Britons  have  their  wishes  in  it. 

Cym.  Lucius  hath  wrote  already  to  the  emperor 
How  it  goes  here.     It  fits  us  therefore,  ripely 
Our  chariots  and  our  horsemen  be  in  readiness : 
The  powers  that  he  already  hath  in  Gallia 
Will  soon  be  drawn  to  head,  from  whence  he  moves 
His  war  for  Britain. 

Queen.  Tis  not  sleepy  business ; 

But  must  be  look'd  to  speedily,  and  strongly. 

Cym.  Our  expectation  that  it  would  be  thus 
Hath  made  us  forward.     But,  my  gentle  queen, 
Where  is  our  daughter?     She  hath  not  appeared 
Before  the  Roman,  nor  to  us  hath  tendered 
The  duty  of  the  day :  she  looks  us  like 
A  thing  more  made  of  malice,  than  of  duty: 
We  have  noted  it. — Call  her  before  us;  for 
We  have  been  too  slight  in  sufferance.         \ExU  an  Attendant 

Queen.  Royal  Sir, 

Since  the  exile  of  Posthumus,  most  retir'd 
Hath  her  life  been ;  the  cure  whereof,  my  lord, 
'Tis  time  must  do.     Beseech  your  majesty. 
Forbear  sharp  speeches  to  her :  she 's  a  lady 
So  tender  of  rebukes,  that  words  are  strokes. 
And  strokes  death  to  her. 

Re-enter  Attendant 

Cym.  Where  is  she,  Sir?    How 

Can  her  contempt  be  answered  ? 


472  CYMBELINE.  [act  iil 

Atidn.  Please  you,  Sir, 

Her  chambers  are  all  lock'd ;  and  there 's  no  answer 
That  will  be  given  to  the  loudest  of  noise  we  make. 

Queen.  My  lord,  when  last  I  went  to  visit  her, 
She  pra/d  me  to  excuse  her  keeping  close ; 
Whereto  constrained  by  her  infirmity, 
She  should  that  duty  leave  unpaid  to  you, 
Which  daily  she  was  bound  to  proffer :  this 
She  wish'd  me  to  make  known ;  but  our  great  court 
Made  me  to  blame  in  memory. 

Cym.  Her  doors  lock'd  ? 

Not  seen  of  late  ?     Grant,  heavens,  that  which  I 
Fear  prove  false !  [Exit, 

Queen.  Son,  I  say,  follow  the  king. 

do.  That  man  of  hers,  Pisanio,  her  old  servant, 
I  have  not  seen  these  two  days. 

Queen.  Go,  look  after. — 

[Exit  Cloten. 
Pisanio,  thou  that  stand'st  so  for  Posthumus ! — 
He  hath  a  drug  of  mine :  I  pray,  his  absence 
Proceed  by  swallowing  that ;  for  he  believes 
It  is  a  thing  most  precious.     But  for  her, 
Where  is  she  gone  ?     Haply,  despair  hath  seiz'd  her ; 
Or,  winged  with  fervour  of  her  love,  she 's  flown 
To  her  desir  d  Posthumus :  gone  she  is 
To  death,  or  to  dishonour ;  and  my  end 
Can  make  good  use  of  either :  she  being  dows, 
I  have  the  placing  of  the  British  crown. 

Re-enter  Cloten. 
How  now,  my  son ! 

do.  Tis  certain  she  is  fled. 

Go  in  and  cheer  the  king :  he  rages  j  none 
Dare  come  about  him. 

Queen.  All  the  better :  may 

This  night  forestal  him  of  the  coming  day !  [Exit 

Clo.  I  love,  and  hate  her :  for  she 's  fair  and  royal, 
And  that  she  hath  all  courtly  parts,  more  exquisite 
Than  lady,  ladies,  woman  ;  from  every  one 
The  best  she  hath,  and  she,  of  all  compounded. 
Outsells  them  all, — I  love  her  therefore  :  but, 
Disdaining  me,  and  throwing  favours  on 
The  lo|v  Posthumus,  slanders  so  her  judgment, 
That  what 's  else  rare  is  chok'd ;  and  in  that  point 
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I  will  conclude  to  hate  her,  nay,  indeed, 

To  be  reveng  d  upon  her.     For,  when  fools  shall — 

Enter  PiSANlo. 

Who  is  here  1    What,  are  you  packing,  sirrah  1 

Come  hither :  ah,  you  precious  pander !     Villain, 

Where  is  thy  ladyl     In  a  word ;  or  else 

Thou  art  straightway  with  the  fiends. 
Pis.  O,  good  my  lord ! 

Clo.  Where  is  thy  lady  ?  or,  by  Jupiter — 

I  will  not  ask  again.     Close  villain, 

I  '11  have  this  secret  from  thy  heart,  or  rip 

Thy  heart  to  find  it     Is  she  with  Posthumus? 

From  whose  so  many  weights  of  baseness  cannot 

A  dram  of  worth  be  drawn. 
Pis.  Alas,  my  lord, 

How  can  she  be  with  him  ]    When  was  she  miss'd  1 

He  is  in  Rome. 
Clo.  Where  is  she,  Sirl    Come  nearer; 

No  farther  halting :  satisfy  me  home 

What  is  become  of  her] 
Pis.  O,  my  all  worthy  lord ! 
Clo.  All-worthy  villain ! 

Discover  where  thy  mistresS  is  at  once. 

At  the  next  word, — no  more  of  worthy  lord, — 

Speak,  or  thy  silence  on  the  instant  is 

Thy  condemnation  and  thy  death. 
Pis.  Then,  Sir, 

This  paper  is  the  history  of  my  knowledge 

Touching  her  flight.  \Presenting  a  htter. 

Clo,  Let 's  see 't — I  will  pursue  her 

Even  to  Augustus'  throne. 
Pis.  [Asitle.]  Or  this,  or  perish. 

She 's  far  enough ;  and  what  he  learns  by  this, 

May  prove  his  travel,  not  her  danger. 
Clo.  H'm ! 

Pis.  [Aside.]  I  '11  write  to  my  lord  she's  dead.     O  Imogen, 

Safe  mayst  thou  wander,  safe  return  again  I 
Clo.  Sirrah,  is  this  letter  true  1  • 

Pis.  Sir,  as  I  think. 

Clo.  It  is  Posthumus'  hand;  I  know't — Sirrah,  if  thou  wouldst 
not  be  a  villain,  but  do  me  true  service,  undergo  those  employments 
wherein  I  should  have  cause  to  use  thee  with  a  serious  industry, — 
that  is,  v/hat  villany  soe'er  I  bid  thee  do,  to  perform  it  directly  and 
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truly, — I  would  think  thee  an  honest  man :  thou  shouldst  neither 
want  my  means  for  thy  relief,  nor  my  voice  for  thy  preferment 

Fis,  Well,  my  good  lord. 

Clo,  Wilt  thou  serve  me  1 — for  since  patiently  and  constantly  thou 
hast  stuck  to  the  bare  fortune  of  that  beggar  Posthumus,  thou  canst 
not,  in  the  course  of  gratitude,  but  be  a  diligent  follower  of  mine : — 
wilt  thou  serve  me  ? 

Pis,  Sir,  I  will. 

do.  Give  me  thy  hand  ;  here 's  my  purse.  Hast  any  of  thy  late 
master's  garments  in  thy  possession  ? 

Pis.  I  have,  my  lord,  at  my  lodging,  the  same  suit  he  wore  when 
he  took  leave  of  my  lady  and  mistress. 

Clo,  The  first  service  thou  dost  me,  fetch  that  suit  hither ;  let  it 
be  thy  first  service ;  go. 

Pis,  I  shall,  my  lord.  \ExiL 

Clo,  Meet  thee  at  Milford-Haven  ! — I  forgot  to  ask  him  one  thing ; 
I'll  remember 't  anon:— even  there,  thou  villain  Posthumus,  will  I 
kill  thee. — I  would  these  garments  were  come.  She  said  upon  a 
time  (the  bitterness  of  it  I  now  belch  from  my  heart)  that  she  held 
the  very  garment  of  Posthumus  in  more  respect  than  my  noble  and 
natural  person,  together  with  the  adornment  of  my  qualities.  With 
that  suit  upon  my  back,  will  I  ravish  her :  first  kill  him,  and  in  her 
eyes ;  there  shall  she  see  my  valour,  which  will  then  be  a  torment  to 
her  contempt  He  on  the  ground,  my  speech  of  insultment  ended 
on  his  dead  body, — ^and  when  my  lust  hath  dined,  (which,  as  I  say, 
to  vex  her,  I  will  execute  in  the  clothes  that  she  so  praised,) — to  the 
court  I  Ul  knock  her  back,  foot  her  home  again.  She  hath  despised 
me  rejoicingly,  and  I  '11  be  merry  in  my  revenge. 

Re-enter  Pisanio,  with  the  clothes. 

Be  those  the  garments  1 
Pis,  Ay,  my  noble  lord 

Clo,  How  long  is  't  since  she  went  to  Milford-Haven  ] 
Pis.  She  can  scarce  be  there  yet 

Clo,  Bring  this  apparel  to  my  chamber ;  that  is  the  second  thing 
that  I  have  commanded  thee  :  the  third  is,  that  thou  wilt  be  a  volun- 
tary mute  to  my  design.  Be  but  duteous,  and  true  preferment  shall 
tender  itself  to  thee. — My  revenge  is  now  at  Milford :  would  I  had 
wings  to  follow  it  I — Come,  and  be  true.  \ExiL 

Pis,  Thou  bidd'st  me  to  my  loss ;  for,  true  to  thee, 
Were  to  prove  false,  which  I  will  never  be, 
To  him  that  is  most  true. — To  Milford  go. 
And  find  not  her  whom  thou  pursu'st — Flow,  flow. 
You  heavenly  blessings,  on  her ! — This  fooFs  speed 
Be  cross'd  with  slowness ;  labour  be  his  meed  !  \Exit. 
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SCENE  Yl.— Before  the  Cave  o/^eucrivs. 

Enter  Imogen,  in  boys  clothes, 

Imo,  I  see,  a  man's  life  is  a  tedious  one : 
I  have  tir'd  myself;  and  for  two  nights  together 
Have  made  the  ground  my  bed.     I  should  be  sick, 
But  that  my  resolution  helps  me. — Milford, 
When  from  the  mountain-top  Pisanio  showed  thee, 
Thou  wast  within  a  ken :  O  Jove !     I  think, 
Foundations  fly  the  wretched ;  such,  I  mean. 
Where  they  should  be  relieved.     Two  beggars  told  me 
I  could  not  miss  my  way  :  will  poor  folks  lie, 
That  have  afflictions  on  them,  knowing  'tis 
A  punishment,  or  trial?    Yes;  no  wonder. 
When  rich  ones  scarce  tell  true :  to  lapse  in  fulness 
Is  sorer,  than  to  lie  for  need  ;  and  falsehood 
Is  worse  in  kings,  than  beggars. — My  dear  lord ! 
Thou  art  one  o'  the  false  ones :  now  I  think  on  thee. 
My  hunger 's  gone ;  but  even  before,  I  was 
At  point  to  sink  for  food. — But  what  is  this  ? 
Here  is  a  path  to  it :  'tis  some  savage  hold  : 
I  were  best  not  call :  I  dare  not  call :  yet  famine, 
Ere  clean  it  overthrow  nature,  makes  it  valiant 
Plenty,  and  peace,  breeds  cowards ;  hardness  ever 
Of  hardiness  is  mother. — Ho  1    Who 's  here  1 
If  any  thing  that 's  civil,  speak ;  if  savage. 
Take,  or  lend. — Ho ! — No  answer]  then  I'll  enter. 
Best  draw  my  sword ;  and  if  mine  enemy 
But  fear  the  sword  like  me,  he  '11  scarcely  look  on 't 
Such  a  foe,  good  heavens !  [Goes  into  the  cave. 

Enter  Belarius,  GuiDERlUS,  and  Arviracus. 

BeL  You,  Polydore,  have  proVd  best  woodman,  and 
Are  master  of  the  feast :  Cadwal  and  I 
Will  play  the  cook  and  servant ;  'tis  our  match : 
The  sweat  of  industry  would  dry  and  die. 
But  for  the  end  it  works  to.     Come ;  our  stomachs 
Will  make  what 's  homely,  savoury :  weariness 
Can  snore  upon  the  flint,  when  resty  sloth 
Finds  the  down  pillow  hard. — Now,  peace  be  here, 
Poor  house,  that  keep'st  thyself! 

GuL  I  am  throughly  weary. 

Arv.  I  am  weak  with  toil,  yet  strong  in  appetite. 
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Gui,  There  is  cold  meat  i'  the  cave ;  we'll  browse  on  that. 
Whilst  what  we  have  kill'd  be  cook'd. 

Bel,  [Looking  into  the  cave.]  Stay  ;  come  not  in. 
But  that  it  eats  our  victuals,  I  should  think 
Here  were  a  fairy. 

Gut,  What 's  the  matter,  Sirl 

Be/,  By  Jupiter,  an  angel !  or,  if  not, 
An  earthly  paragon  ! — Behold  divineness 
No  elder  than  a  boy ! 

Re-enter  Imogen. 

Into,  Good  masters,  harm  me  not : 
Before  I  enter'd  here,  I  call'd ;  and  thought 
To  have  begged,  or  bought,  what  I  have  took :  good  troth, 
I  have  stolen  naught ;  nor  would  not,  though  I  had  found 
Gold  strew'd  i'  the  floor.     Here  *s  money  for  my  meat : 
I  would  have  left  it  on  the  board,  so  soon 
As  I  had  made  my  meal ;  and  parted 
With  prayers  for  the  provider. 

Gid,  Money,  youth ! 

Arv,  All  gold  and  silver  rather  turn  to  dirt  \ 
As  *tis  no  better  reckon'd,  but  of  those 
Who  worship  dirty  gods. 

Imo,  I  see  you  are  angry : 

Know,  if  you  kill  me  for  my  fault,  I  should 
Have  died  had  I  not  made  it 

Bel,  Whither  bound  ? 

Imo,  To  Milford-Haven. 

Bel,  What 's  your  name  ? 

Imo,  Fidele.  Sir.     I  have  a  kinsman,  who 
Is  bound  for  Italy ;  he  embarked  at  Milford ; 
To  whom  being  going,  almost  spent  with  hunger, 
I  am  fallen  in  this  offence. 

Bel,  Prythee,  fair  youth. 

Think  us  no  churls,  nor  measure  our  good  minds 
By  this  rude  place  we  live  in.     Well  encountered ! 
*Tis  almost  night :  you  shall  have  better  cheer 
Ere  you  depart ;  and  thanks,  to  stay  and  eat  it — 
Boys,  bid  him  welcome. 

Gui,  Were  you  a  woman,  youth, 

I  should  woo  hard,  but  be  your  groom : — in  honesty, 
I  bid  for  you,  as  I  do  buy. 

Arv,  I  '11  make 't  my  comfort, 

He  is  a  man  ;  I  '11  Jove  him  as  my  brother : — 
And  such  a  welcome  as  I  'd  give  to  him. 


SCENE  VII.]  CYMBELINE.  477 

After  long  absence,  such  is  yours  : — ^most  welcome  I 
Be  sprightly,  for  you  fall  'mongst  friends. 

Into.  ^Mongst  friends, 

If  brothers. — \AsideI\  Would  it  had  been  so,  that  they 
Had  been  my  father's  sons !  then  had  my  prize 
Been  less ;  and  so  more  equal  ballasting 
To  thee,  Posthumus. 

Bel  He  wrings  at  some  distress. 

Guu  Would  I  could  free  *t  1 

An\  Or  I ;  whatever  it  be. 

What  pain  it  cost,  what  danger  1     Gods ! 

Bd.  Hark,  boys. 

[  Whispering, 

Jmo,  Great  men. 
That  had  a  court  no  bigger  than  this  cave. 
That  did  attend  themselves,  and  had  the  virtue 
Which  their  own  conscience  seal'd  them,  (laying  by 
That  nothing  gift  of  diftering  multitudes,) 
Could  not  out-peer  these  twain.     Pardon  me,  gods  I 
I  'd  change  my  sex  to  be  companion  with  them, 
Since  Leonatus'  false. 

Bei,  It  shall  be  so. 

Boys,  we  *11  go  dress  our  hunt — Fair  youth,  come  in : 
Discourse  is  heavy,  fasting ;  when  we  have  supp'd, 
We  '11  mannerly  den>and  tliee  of  thy  story, 
So  far  as  thou  wilt  speak  it 

Gui,  Pray,  draw  near. 

Arv,  The  night  to  the  owl,  and  morn  to  the  lark,  less  welcome. 

Jmo.  Thanks,  Sir. 

Afv,  I  pray,  draw  near.  [Excunl 

SCENE  VIL—RoME.    A  public  Place. 

Enter  two  Senators  and  Tribunes. 
I  Sen.  This  is  the  tenor  of  the  emperor's  writ, — 
That  since  the  common  men  are  now  in  action 
'Gainst  the  Pannonians  and  Dalmatians ; 
And  that  the  legions  now  in  Gallia  are 
Full  weak  to  undertake  our  wars  against 
The  fallen-oflf  Britons ;  that  we  do  incite 
The  gentry  to  this  business.     He  creates 
Lucius  pro-consul :  and  to  you,  the  tribunes. 
For  this  immediate  levy,  he  commands 
His  absolute  commission.     Long  live  Csesar  I 
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1  TrL  Is  Lucius  general  of  the  forces? 

2  Sen,  Ay. 
I  TrL  Remaining  now  in  Gallia ) 

I  Sen.  With  those  legions 

Which  I  have  spoke  of,  whereunto  your  levy 
Must  be  supplyant :  the  words  of  your  commission 
Will  tie  you  to  the  numbers,  and  the  time 
Of  their  despatch. 

I  TrL  We  will  discharge  our  duty.         [Exeunt 
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ACT    IV. 
SCENE  I. — Britain.    A  Forest^  near  the  Gzz'^^Belarius. 

Enter  Cloten. 

Cio,  I  am  near  to  the  place  where  they  should  meet,  if  Pisanio 
have  mapped  it  truly.  How  fit  his  garments  serve  me !  Why  should 
his  mistress,  who  was  made  by  him  that  made  the  tailor,  not  be  fit 
too?  the  rather  (saving  reverence  of  the  word)  for  'tis  said,  a  woman's 
fitness  comes  by  fits.  Therein  I  must  play  the  workman.  I  dare 
speak  it  to  myself,  (for  it  is  not  vain-glory,  for  a  man  and  his  glass  to 
confer  in  his  own  chamber,)  I  mean,  the  lines  of  my  body  are  as  well- 
drawn  as  his ;  no  less  young,  more  strong,  not  beneath  him  in  for- 
tunes, beyond  him  in  the  advantage  of  the  time,  above  him  in  birth, 
aUke  conversant  in  general  services,  and  more  remarkable  in  single 
oppositions :  yet  this  imperseverant  thing  loves  him  in  my  despite. 
What  mortality  is  1  Posthumus,  thy  head,  which  now  is  growing 
upon  thy  shoulders,  shall  within  this  hour  be  off;  thy  mistress  en- 
forced; thy  garments  cut  to  pieces  before  thy  face:  and  all  this 
done,  spurn  her  home  to  her  father;  who  may,  haply,  be  a  little 
angry  for  my  so  rough  usage  ;  but  my  mother,  having  power  of  his 
testiness,  shall  turn  all  into  my  commendations.  My  horse  is  tied 
up  safe  :  out,  sword,  and  to  a  sore  purpose  I  Fortune,  put  them  into 
my  hand  1  This  is  the  very  description  of  their  meeting-place ;  and 
the  fellow  dares  not  deceive  me.  [Exit, 

SCENE  IL— Before  the  Gzz/^^Belarius. 

Enier,  Jr9m  the  cave^  Belarius,  Guiderius,  Arviraous,  aW  Imogen. 
Bel,  [To  Imogen.]  You  are  not  well :  remain  here  in  the  cave ; 
We  '11  come  to  you  after  hunting. 
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Arv.  [72?  Imogen.]  Brother,  stay  here ; 

Are  we  not  brothers  t 

Into.  So  man  and  roan  should  be  > 

But  clay  and  clay  differs  in  dignity, 
Whose  dust  is  both  alike.     I  am  very  sick.* 

Gui.  Go  you  to  hunting ;  I  '11  abide  with  him. 

Jmo,  So  sick  I  am  not, — ^yet  I  am  not  well ; 
But  not  so  citizen  a  wanton,  as 
To  seem  to  die,  ere  sick :  so  please  you,  leave  me ; 
Stick  to  your  journal  course  :  the  breach  of  custom 
Is  breach  of  all,     I  am  ill ;  but  your  being  by  me 
Cannot  amend  me :  society  is  no  comfort 
To  one  not  sociable.     I  am  not  very  sick. 
Since  I  can  reason  of  it.     Pray  you,  trust  me  here : 
I  '11  rob  none  but  myself;  and  let  me  die. 
Stealing  so  poorly. 

Gui,  I  love  thee ;  I  have  spoke  it : 

How  much  the  quantity,  the  weight  as  much. 
As  I  do  love  my  father. 

BcL  What?  how!  how! 

Arv,  If  it  be  sin  to  say  so.  Sir,  I  yoke  me 
In  my  good  brother's  fault :  I  know  not  why 
I  love  this  youth ;  and  I  have  heard  you  say, 
Love*s  reason 's  without  reason  :  the  bier  at  dooTit 
And  a  demand  who  is 't  shall  die,  I  'd  say. 
My  father,  not  this  youth. 

Bel,  [AstWe,]  O  noble  strain ! 

0  worthiness  of  nature !  breed  of  greatness ! 
Cowards  father  cowards,  and  base  things  sire  base : 
Nature  hath  meal  and  bran,  contempt  and  grace. 

1  am  not  their  father ;  yet  who  this  should  be. 
Doth  miracle  itself,  loVd  before  me. — 
\Aioud.'\  'Tis  the  ninth  hour  o'  the  morn. 

Arv,  Brother,  farewell. 

Jmo,  I  wish  ye  sport 

Arv,  You  health. — So  please  you,  Sir. 

Imo,  [Aside,]  These  are  kind  creatures.     Gods,  what  lies  T 
Our  courtiers  say,  all 's  savage  but  at  court :  [have  heard  1 

Experience,  O,  thou  disprov'st  report  I 
Th'  imperious  seas  breed  monsters ;  for  the  dish, 
Poor  tributary  rivers  as  sweet  fish. 
I  am  sick  still ;  heart-sick : — Pisanio, 
I  '11  now  taste  of  thy  drug. 

Gui,  1  could  not  stir  him : 
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He  said,  he  was  gentle,  but  unfortunate ; 
Dishonestly  afflicted,  but  yet  honest 

Arv.  Thus  did  he  answer  me :  yet  said,  hereafter 
I  might  know  more. 

Be/.  To  the  field,  to  the  field  !— 

[2o  Imo.]  We  'U  leave  you  for  this  time ;  go  in,  and  rest 

Arv,  We  'II  not  be  long  away. 

Be/.   '  Pray,  be  not  sick, 

For  you  must  be  our  housewife. 

Imo.  Well,  or  ill, 

I  am  bound  to  you. 

Bel.  And  shalt  be  ever. 

\Exii  Imogen  into  the  cave. 
This  youth,  howe'er  distressed,  appears  he  hath  had 
Good  ancestors. 

Arv.  How  angel-like  he  sings ! 

Gui.  But  his  neat  cookery !  he  cut  our  roots  in  characters  \ 
And  sauc'd  our  broths,  as  Juno  had  been  sick, 
And  he  her  dieter. 

Arv.  Nobly  he  yokes 

A  smiling  with  a  sigh, — as  if  the  sigh 
Was  that  it  was,  for  not  being  such  a  smile ; 
The  smile  mocking  the  sigh,  that  it  would  fly 
From  so  divine  a  temple,  to  commix 
With  winds  that  sailors  rail  at 

Gui.  I  do  note 

That  grief  and  patience,  rooted  in  him  both, 
Mingle  their  spurs  together. 

Arv.  Grow,  patience ! 

And  let  the  stinking  elder,  grief,  untwine 
His  perishing  root  with  the  increasing  vine ! 

Bd.  It  is  great  morning.     Come,  away ! — Who 's  there  I 

Enter  Cloten, 
C/o.  I  cannot  find  those  runagates ;  that  villain 

Hath  mock'd  me : — I  am  faint 
Bel.  Those  runagates ! 

Means  he  not  us  ?     I  partly  know  him ;  'tis 

Cloten,  the  son  o'  the  queen.     I  fear  some  ambush. 

I  saw  him  not  these  many  years,  and  yet 

I  know  'tis  he. — We  are  held  as  outlaws :  hence ! 
Gui.  He  is  but  one :  you  and  my  brother  search 

What  companies  are  near :  pray  you,  away  ; 

Let  me  alone  with  him.         {^Exeunt  Belarius  a«</ Arviragus. 
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Clo.  Soft ! — ^What  arc  you 

That  fly  me  thas )  some  villain  mountaineers  % 
I  have  heard  of  such. — What  slave  art  thou  % 

Gut,  A  thing 

More  slavish  did  I  ne'er,  than  answering 
A  "  slave  "  without  a  knock. 

Clo,  Thou  art  a  robber, 

A  law-breaker,  a  villain :  yield  thee,  thief. 

Gui,  To  whom  %  to  thee  %    What  art  thou  1    Have  not  1 
An  arm  as  big  as  thine  ?  a  heart  as  big  ? 
Thy  words,  I  grant,  are  bigger ;  for  I  wear  not 
My  dagger  in  my  mouth.     Say  what  thou  art, 
Why  I  should  yield  to  thee  1 

Clo,  Thou  villain  base, 

Know'st  me  not  by  my  clothes  1 

Gut,  No,  nor  thy  tailor,  rascal. 

Who  is  thy  grandfather :  he  made  those  clothes. 
Which,  as  it  seems,  make  thee. 

Clo.  Thou  precious  vaiiei, 

My  tailor  made  them  not 

Gui,  Hence,  then,  and  thank 

The  man  that  gave  them  thee.     Thou  art  some  fool ; 
I  am  loath  to  beat  thee. 

Clo,  Thou  injurious  thief. 

Hear  but  my  name,  and  tremble. 

Gui,  What 's  thy  name  ? 

Clo,  Cloten,  thou  villain. 

Gui,  Cloten,  thou  double  villain,  be  thy  name, 
I  cannot  tremble  at  it :  were  it  toad,  or  adder,  spider, 
Twould  move  me  sooner. 

Clo.  To  thy  farther  fear. 

Nay,  to  thy  mere  confusion,  thou  shalt  know 
I  'm  son  to  the  queen. 

Gui,  I  'm  sorry  for 't ;  not  seeming 

So  worthy  as  thy  birth. 

Clo,  Art  not  afeard  1 

Gui,  Those  that  I  reverence,  those  I  fear, — the  wise : 
At  fools  I  laugh,  not  fear  them. 

Clo.  Die  the  death : 

When  I  have  slain  tnee  with  my  proper  hand, 
I  '11  follow  those  that  even  now  fled  hence. 
And  on  the  gates  of  Lud's  town  set  your  heads : 
Yield,  rustic  mountaineer.  [Exeunt,  fghting. 

VOL.  IV.  a  H 


482  CYMBELINE.  Fact  it. 

Kt-enter  Bslarius  and  Aevxraous^ 

Bd,  No  company's  abroad. 

Afv,  None  in  the  world :  you  did  mistake  him,  sure. 

Bd,  I  cannot  tell : — ^long  is  it  since  I  saw  him. 
But  time  hath  nothing  blurr'd  those  lines  of  favour 
Which  then  he  wore ;  the  snatches  in  his  voice, 
And  burst  of  speaking,  were  as  his :  I  am  absolute 
Twas  very  Cloten. 

Arv,  In  this  place  we  left  them : 

I  wish  my  brother  mdce  good  time  with  him. 
You  say  he  is  so  fell 

Bd.  Being  scarce  made  up, 

I  mean,  to  man,  he  had  not  apprehension 
Of  roaring  terrors ;  for  th'  eflfect  of  judgment 
Is  oft  the  cause  of  fear.     But  see,  thy  brother. 

Re-enter  GUIDERIUS,  with  Cloten's  head. 

Guu  This  Cloten  was  a  fool,  an  empty  purse, — 

There  was  no  money  in 't :  not  Hercules 

Could  have  knocked  out  his  brains,  for  he  had  none : 

Yet  I  not  doing  this,  the  fool  had  borne 

My  head,  as  I  do  his. 
Bd,  What  hast  thou  done  1 

Guu  I  am  perfect  what :  cut  ofif  one  Cloten's  head. 

Son  to  the  queen,  after  his  own  report ; 

Who  caird  me  traitor,  mountaineer ;  and  swore. 

With  his  own  single  hand  he  'd  take  us  in, 

Displace  our  heads,  where  (thank  the  gods !)  they  grow. 

And  set  them  on  Lud's  town. 
Bd,  We  are  all  undone 

Qui.  Why,  worthy  father,  what  have  we  to  lose, 

But  that  he  swore  to  take,  our  lives?    The  law 

Protects  not  us :  then  why  should  we  be  tender 

To  let  an  airogant  piece  of  flesh  threat  us, 

Play  judge  and  executioner,  all  himself. 

For  we  do  fear  the  law?    What  company 

Discover  you  abroad? 
Bd,  No  single  soul 

Can  we  set  eye  on ;  but  in  all  safe  reason 

He  must  have  some  attendants.    Though  his  humour 

Was  nothing  but  mutation, — ay,  and  that 

From  one  bad  thing  to  worse, — not  frenzy^  not 

Absolute  madness  could  so  far  have  rav'd, 

To  bring  him  here  alone:  although,  perhaps, 
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It  may  be  heard  at  court,  that  such  as  we 

Cave  here,  hunt  here,  are  outlaws,  and  in  time 

May  make  some  stronger  head ;  the  which  he  hearings 

(As  it  is  like  him,)  might  break  out,  and  swear 

He  'd  fetch  us  in ;  yet  is 't  not  probable 

To  come  alone,  either  he  so  undertaking. 

Or  they  so  suflfering ;  then,  on  good  ground  we  fear, 

If  we  do  fear  this  body  hath  a  tail 

More  perilous  than  the  head. 

Arv.  Let  ordinance 

Come  as  the  gods  foresay  it :  howsoever. 
My  brother  hath  done  well 

Bd,  I  had  no  mind 

To  hunt  this  day:  the  boy  Fidele's  sickness 
Did  make  my  way  long  forth. 

Gui,  With  his  own  sword, 

Which  he  did  wave  against  my  throat,  I  have  ta'en 
His  head  from  him  :  I  '11  throw 't  into  the  creek 
Behind  our  rock  \  and  let  it  to  the  sea, 
And  tell  the  fishes  he 's  the  queen's  son,  Cloten : 
That's  aU  I  reck.  \ExiL 

Bd.  I  fear  'twill  be  reveng'd : 

Would,  Polydore,  thou  hadst  not  done't!  though  valour 
Becomes  thee  well  enough. 

Arv.  'Would  I  had  done 't, 

So  the  revenge  alone  pursu'd  me ! — Polydore, 
I  love  thee  brotherly ;  but  envy  much 
Thou  hast  robb'd  me  of  this  deed :  I  would  revenges, 
That  possible  strength  might  meet,  would  seek  us  through. 
And  put  us  to  our  answer. 

Bd,  Well,  'tis  done  :— 

We  '11  hunt  no  more  tonday,  nor  seek  for  danger 
Where  there 's  no  profit     I  pr'ythee,  to  our  rock ; 
You  and  Fidele  play  the  cooks :  I  '11  stay 
Till  hasty  Polydore  return,  and  bring  him 
To  dinner  presently. 

Arv.  Poor  sick  Fidele ! 

I  *11  willingly  to  him :  to  gain  his  colour, 
I  'd  let  a  parish  of  such  Clotens  blood. 
And  praise  myself  for  charity.  \Exit. 

Bd.  O  thou  goddess, 

Thou  divine  Nature,  how  thyself  thou  blazon'st 
In  these  two  princely  boys !    They  are  as  gentle 
As  zephyrs,  blowing  below  the  violet, 
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Not  wagging  his  sweet  head ;  and  yet  as  rough, 
Their  royal  blood  enchaf'd.  as  the  rud'st  wind, 
That  by  the  top  doth  take  the  mountain  pine, 
And  naake  him  stoop  to  the  vale.     'Tis  wonder, 
That  an  invisible  instinct  should  frame  them 
To  royalty  unleam'd ;  honour  untaught ; 
Civility  not  seen  from  other ;  valour, 
That  wildly  grows  in  them,  but  yields  a  crop 
As  if  it  had  been  sow'd  1     Yet  still  it's  strange, 
What  Cloten  's  being  here  to  us  portends, 
Or  what  his  death  will  bring  us. 

Re-enter  GuiDERlUS. 

Gut,  Where's  my  brother! 

I  have  sent  Cloten's  clotpoll  down  the  stream. 
In  embassy  to  hi$  mother :  his  body 's  hostage 
For  his  return.  \^Soiemn  mu$U, 

Bei.  My  ingenious  instrument ! 

Hark,  Polydore,  it  soimds  1  but  what  occasion 
Hath  Cadwal  now  to  give  it  motion  1    Hark  I 

GuL  Is  he  at  home  ? 

Bei,  He  went  hence  even  now. 

Gut,  What  does  he  mean?  since  death  of  my  dear'st  mother 
It  did  not  speak  before.    All  solemn  things 
Should  answer  solemn  accidents.     The  matter) 
Triumphs  for  nothing,  and  lamenting  toys, 
Is  jollity  for  apes,  and  grief  for  boys. 
Is  Cadwal  mad  ? 

Bei.  Look,  here  he  comes, 

And  brings  the  dire  occasion  in  his  arms 
Of  what  we  blame  him  fori 

Re-enter  Arviragus,  bearing  Imogen,  as  dead^  in  hii  arms, 

Arv.  The  bird  is  dead. 

That  we  have  made  so  much  on.     I  had  rather 
Have  skipp'd  from  sixteen  years  of  age  to  sixty. 
To  have  tum'd  my  leaping  time  into  a  crutch, 
Than  have  seen  this. 

Gui,  O  sweetest,  fairest  lily  1 

My  brother  wears  thee  not  the  one  half  so  well. 
As  when  thou  grew'st  thyself. 

Bd,  O  melancholy  I 

Who  ever  yet  could  sound  thy  bottom  1  find 
The  ooze,  to  show  what  coast  thy  sluggish  crare 
Might  easiliest  harbour  in  % — Thou  blessM  thing . 
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Jove  knows  what  man  thou  mightst  have  made ;  but  I, 
Thou  diedst,  a  most  rare  boy,  of  melancholy  !— 
How  found  you  him  1 

Arv,  Stark,  as  you  see  : 

Thus  smiling,  as  some  fly  had  tickled  slumber. 
Not  as  death's  dart,  being  laughed  at ;  his  right  cheek 
Reposing  on  a  cushion. 

Gui.  Where  ? 

Arv.  O'  the  floor ; 

His  arms  thus  leagu'd  :  I  thought  he  slept ;  and  put 
My  clouted  brogues  from  off  my  feet,  whose  rudeness 
Answered  my  steps  too  loud. 

GuL  Why,  he  but  sleeps : 

If  he  be  gone,  he  '11  make  his  grave  a  bed ; 
With  female  fairies  will  his  tomb  be  haunted, 
And  worms  will  not  come  to  thee. 

Arv.  With  fairest  flowers, 

Whilst  summer  lasts,  and  I  live  here,  Fidele, 
I  '11  sweeten  thy  sad  grave :  thou  shalt  not  lack 
The  flower  that 's  like  thy  face,  pale  primrose ;  nor 
The  azur'd  hare-bell,  like  thy  veins ;  no,  nor 
The  leaf  of  eglantine,  whom  not  to  slander, 
Out-sweeten'd  not  thy  breath :  the  ruddock  would, 
With  charitable  bill  (O  bill,  sore-shaming 
Those  rich-left  heirs,  that  let  their  fathers  lie 
Without  a  monument !)  bring  thee  all  this ; 
Yea,  and  furr'd  moss  besides,  when  flowers  are  none, 
To  winter-ground  thy  corse. 

Gui,  Pr'ythee,  have  done ; 

And  do  not  play  in  wench-like  words  with  that 
Which  is  so  serious.     Let  us  bury  him, 
And  not  protract  with  admiration  what 
Is  now  due  debt. — To  the  grave. 

Arv,  Say,  where  shall 's  lay  him  t 

GuL  By  good  Euriphile,  our  mother. 

Arv.  Be 't  so : 

And  let  us,  Polydore,  though  now  our  voices 
Have  got  the  mannish  crack,  sing  him  to  the  groimd, 
As  once  our  mother ;  use  like  note  and  words, 
Save  that  Euriphile  must  be  Fidele. 

GuL  Cadwal, 
I  cannot  sing :  I  'U  weep,  and  word  it  with  thee ; 
For  notes  of  sorrow,  out  of  tune,  are  worse 
Than  priests  and  fanes  that  lie. 
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Arv.  We'll  speak  it,  then. 

Bel,  Great  griefs,  I  see,  medicine  the  less ;  for  Cloten 
Is  quite  forgot     He  was  a  queen's  son,  boys : 
And,  though  he  came  our  enemy,  remember. 
He  was  paid  for  that :  though  mean  and  mighty,  rotting 
Together,  have  one  dust,  yet  reverence 
(That  angel  of  the  world)  doth  make  distinction 
Of  place  'tween  high  and  low.     Our  foe  was  princely ; 
And  though  you  took  his  life,  as  being  our  foe. 
Yet  bury  him  as  a  prince. 

Gut.  Pray  you,  fetch  him  hither. 

Thersites*  body  is  as  good  as  Ajax, 
When  neither  are  alive. 

Arv.  If  you  '11  go  fetch  him, 

Well  say  our  song  the  whilst — Brother,  begin. 

[^:»VBelariu& 

Gui.  Nay,  Cadwal,  we  must  lay  his  head  to  the  east ; 
My  father  hath  a  reason  for 't 

Arv.  Tis  true. 

_  • 

Gui.  Come  on,  then,  and  remove  him. 

Arv.  So. — Begia 

SONG. 

Gm.  Fear  no  more  the  heat  o'  the  sun, 

Nor  the  furious  winter's  rages ; 

Thou  thy  worldly  task  hast  done, 

Home  art  gone,  and  ta*en  thy  wages : 
Golden  lads  and  girls  aU  must. 
As  chimney-sweepers,  come  to  dust 

Arv,  Fear  no  more  the  frown  o'  the  great. 

Thou  art  past  the  tyrant's  stroke ; 
Care  no  more  to  clothe,  and  eat ; 

To  thee  the  reed  is  as  the  oak : 
The  sceptre,  learning,  physic,  must 
AU  foUow  this,  and  come  to  dust. 

Gui,  Fear  no  more  the  lightning-flash, 
Arv,      Nor  th'  all-dreaded  thunder-stone  ; 
Gui,  Fear  not  slander,  censure  rash ; 
Arv.      Thou  hast  finish'd  joy  and  moan : 
Both.  All  lovers  young,  aU  lovers  must. 
Consign  to  thee,  and  come  to  dust 

Gui,  No  exordser  harm  thee ! 
Arv.      Nor  no  witchcraft  charm  thee  I 
Gui.  Ghost  unlaid  foruear  thee  I 
Arv.      Nothing  ill  come  near  thee  I 
Both.  Quiet  consummation  have ; 
And  renowned  be  thy  grave  I 
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Re-enter  Belarius,  with  the  body  ^Cloten. 

GuL  We  have  done  our  obsequies :  come,  lay  him  down. 

Bei,  Here 's  a  few  flowers ;  but  'bout  midnight*  more : 
The  herbs  that  have  on  them  cold  dew  o'  the  night. 
Are  stre wings  fittest  for  graves. — Upon  their  faces.— 
You  were  as  flowers,  now  withered :  even  so 
These  herb'lets  shall,  which  we  upon  you  strow. — 
Come  on,  away :  apart  upon  our  knees. 
The  ground  that  gave  them  first  has  them  again  : 
Their  pleasures  here  are  past,  so  is  their  pain. 

\Exeunt  Belarius,  Guiderius,  and  Arviragus. 

Into,  ^Awaking.^  Yes,  Sir,  to  Milford-Haven ;  which  is  the 
way? — 
I  thank  you. — By  yon  bush  ? — Pray,  how  far  thither  I 
'Ods  pittikins  !  can  it  be  six  miles  yet  1 — 
I  have  gone  all  night :— 'faith,  I  '11  lie  down  and  sleep. 

\Seeit^  the  body. 
But,  soft  !  no  bedfellow : — O  gods  and  goddesses  ! 
These  flowers  are  like  the  pleasures  of  the  world; 
This  bloody  man,  the  care  on 't. — I  hope  I  dream  ; 
For  so  I  thought  I  was  a  cave-keeper, 
And  cook  to  honest  creatures  :  but  'tis  not  so ; 
'Twas  but  a  bolt  of  nothing,  shot  at  nothing. 
Which  the  brain  makes  of  fumes :  our  very  eyes 
Are  sometimes  like  our  judgments,  blind.     Good  faith, 
I  tremble  still  with  fear    but  if  there  be 
Yet  left  in  heaven  as  small  a  drop  of  pity 
As  a  wren's  eye,  feafd  gods,  a  part  of  it ! 
The  dream 's  here  still :  even  when  I  wake,  it  is 
Without  me,  as  within  me  ;  not  imagined,  felt. 
A  headless  man ! — The  garments  of  Posthumus  I 
I  know  the  shape  of 's  leg :  this  is  his  hand ; 
His  foot  Mercurial ;  his  Martial  thigh ; 
The  brawns  of  Hercules  :  but  his  Jovial  face — 
Murder  in  heaven ! — How  % — ^'Tis  gone. — Pisanio, 
All  curses  madded  Hecuba  gave  the  Greeks, 
And  mine  to  boot,  be  darted  on  thee !     Thou, 
Conspir'd  with  that  irregulous  devil,  Cloten, 
Hast  here  cut  off"  my  lord. — ^To  write  and  read 
Be  henceforth  treacherous  1 — Daran'd  Pisanio 
Hath  with  his  forged  letters,— damn'd  Pisanio — 
From  this  most  bravest  vessel  of  the  world 
Struck  the  main-top  ! — O  Posthumus !  alas, 
Where  '^  thy  head  1  where 's  that  ?    Ah  me !  where 's  that  1 
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Pisanio  might  have  kiird  thee  at  the  heart, 

And  left  this  head  on. — How  should  this  be  ?     Pisanio  ? 

'Tis  he,  and  Cloten  :  malice  and  lucre  in  them 

Have  laid  this  woe  here.     O,  'tis  pregnant,  pregnant ! 

The  drug  he  gave  me,  which  he  said  was  precious 

And  cordial  to  me,  have  I  not  found  it 

Murderous  to  the  senses  1    That  confirms  it  home : 

This  is  Pisanio's  deed,  and  Cloten's :  O ! — 

Give  colour  to  my  pale  cheek  with  thy  blood, 

That  we  the  horrider  may  seem  to  those 

Which  chance  to  find  us.     O,  my  lord,  my  lord  ! 

Enter  Lucius,  a  Captain,  other  Officers,  and  a  Sootlisayer. 

Cap,  To  them  the  legions  garrisoned  in  Gallia, 
After  your  will,  have  cross'd  the  sea ;  attending 
You  here  at  Milford-Haven,  with  your  ships : 
They  are  in  readiness. 

Luc,  But  what  firom  Rome  ? 

Cap,  The  senate  hath  stirr'd  up  the  confiners. 
And  gentlemen  of  Italy ;  most  willing  spirits. 
That  promise  noble  service  :  and  they  come 
Under  the  conduct  of  bold  lachimo, 
Sienna's  brother. 

Luc.  When  expect  you  them  ] 

Cap,  With  th^  next  benefit  o'  the  wind. 

Luc,  This  forwardness 

Makes  our  hopes  fair.     Command  our  present  numbers 
Be  muster'd  ;  bid  the  captains  look  to 't. — Now,  Sir, 
What  have  you  dream*d  of  late  of  this  war's  purpose  1 

Sooth.  Last  night  the  very  gods  show'd  me  a  vision, 
(I  fast,  and  pray'd,  for  their  intelligence,)  thus : — 
I  saw  Jove's  bird,  the  Roman  eagle,  winged 
From  the  spungy  south  to  this  part  of  the  west. 
There  vanish'd  in  the  sunbeams :  which  portends, 
(Unless  my  sins  abuse  my  divination,) 
Success  to  the  Roman  host 

Luc.  Dream  often  so, 

And  never  false. — Soft,  ho !  what  trunk  is  here, 
Without  his  top  1     The  ruin  speaks,  that  sometime 
It  was  a  worthy  building. — How !  page  ! — 
Or  dead,  or  sleeping  on  himi     But  dead,  rather; 
For  nature  doth  abhor  to  make  his  bed 
With  the  defunct,  or  sleep  upon  the  dead. — 
Let 's  see  the  boy's  face. 
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Cap,  He  is  alive,  my  lord. 

Luc,  He  '11,  then,  instruct  us  of  this  body. — Young  one, 
Inform  us  of  thy  fortunes ;  for  it  seems 
They  crave  to  be  demanded.     Who  is  this, 
Thou  mak'st  thy  bloody  pillow  1    Or  who  was  he. 
That,  otherwise  than  noble  nature  did. 
Hath  altered  that  good  picture  ]    What 's  thy  interest 
In  this  sad  wreck  ]    How  came  it  1     Who  is  it  1 
What  art  thou  % 

Into,  I  am  nothing :  or  if  not, 

Nothing  to  be  were  better.     This  was  my  master, 
A  very  valiant  Briton,  and  a  good. 
That  here  by  mountaineers  lies  slain : — alas ! 
There  are  no  more  such  masters :  I  may  wander 
From  east  to  Occident,  cry  out  for  service. 
Try  many,  all  good,  serve  truly,  never 
Find  such  another  master. 

Luc,  'Lack,  good  youth  ! 

Thou  mov'st  no  less  with  thy  complaining,  than 
Thy  master  in  bleeding :  say  his  name,  good  friend. 

Imo,  Richard  du  Champ. — [AstWc]  If  I  do  lie,  and  do 
No  harm  by  it,  though  the  gods  hear,  I  hope 
They'll  pardon  it. — Say  you,  Sirl 

Luc,  Thy  name  1 

Imo.  Fidele,  Sir. 

Luc,  Thou  dost  approve  thyself  the  very  same  : 
Thy  name  well  fits  thy  faith ;  thy  faith,  thy  name. 
Wilt  take  thy  chance  with  me  1     I  will  not  say. 
Thou  shalt  be  so  well  mastered  ;  but,  be  sure. 
No  less  belov'd.     The  Roman  emperor's  letters, 
Sent  by  a  consul  to  me,  should  not  sooner 
Than  thine  own  worth  prefer  thee :  go  with  me. 

Imo,  1  '11  follow.  Sir.     But  first,  an 't  please  the  gods, 
I  '11  hide  my  master  from  the  flies,  as  deep 
As  these  poor  pickaxes  can  dig :  and  when 
With  wild  wood-leaves  and  weeds  I  have  strew'd  his  grave, 
And  on  it  said  a  century  of  prayers. 
Such  as  I  can,  twice  o'er,  I  '11  weep  and  sigh ; 
And,  leaving  so  his  service,  follow  you. 
So  please  you  entertain  me. 

Luc,  Ay,  good  youth ; 

And  rather  father  thee,  than  master  thee. — 
My  friends. 
The  boy  hath  taught  us  manly  duties  :  let  us 
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Find  out  the  prettiest  daisied  plot  we  can, 

And  make  him  with  our  pikes  and  partisans 

A  grave  :  come,  arm  him. — Boy,  he  is  preferred 

By  thee  to  us  ;  and  he  shall  be  interred, 

As  soldiers  can.     Be  cheerful ;  wipe  thine  eyes : 

Some  falls  are  means  the  happier  to  arise.  [Exatnt. 

SCENE  III. — A  Room  in  Cymbeline's  Palace. 

Enter  Cymbelinb,  Lords,  PiSANlo,  and  Attendants. 

Cym,  Again  ;  and  bring  me  word  how  'tis  with  her. — 

\Exit  an  Attendant 
A  fever  with  the  absence  of  her  son; 
A  madness,  of  which  her  life 's  in  danger. — Heavens, 
How  deeply  you  at  once  do  touch  me  1     Imogen, 
The  great  part  of  my  comfort,  gone ;  my  queen 
Upon  a  desperate  bed,  and  in  a  time 
When  fearful  wars  point  at  me ;  her  son  gone, 
So  needful  for  this  present :  it  strikes  me,  past 
The  hope  of  comfort — But  for  thee,  fellow. 
Who  needs  must  know  of  her  departure,  and 
Dost  seem  so  ignorant,  we  '11  enforce  it  from  thee 
By  a  sharp  torture. 

Pis,  Sir,  my  life  is  yours, 

I  humbly  set  it  at  your  will :  but,  for  my  mistress, 
I  nothing  know  where  she  remains,  why  gone, 
Nor  when  she  purposes  return.     Beseech  your  highness, 
Hold  me  your  loyal  servant 

I  Lord,  Good  my  liege, 

The  day  that  she  was  missing  he  was  here : 
I  dare  be  bound  he 's  true,  and  shall  perform 
All  parts  of  his  subjection  loyally.     For  Cloten, — 
There  wants  no  diligence  in  seeking  him, 
And  will,  no  doubt,  be  found. 

Cym,  The  time  is  troublesome.— 

\To  Pi&]  We'll  slip  you  for  a  season;  but  our  jealousy 
Does  yet  depend. 

I  Lord,  So  please  your  majesty, 

The  Roman  legions,  all  from  Gallia  drawn, 
Are  landed  on  your  coast ;  with  a  supply 
Of  Roman  gentlemen,  by  the  senate  sent 

Cym,  Now  for  the  counsel  of  my  son  and  queen  \ — 
I  am  amaz'd  with  matter. 
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I  Lord,  Good  my  liege, 

Your  preparation  can  aflfront  no  less 

Than  what  you  hear  of:  come  more,  for  more  you  're  ready: 
The  want  is,  but  to  put  those  powers  in  motion, 
That  long  to  move. 

Cytn,  I  thank  you.     Let 's  withdraw ; 

And  meet  the  time,  as  it  seeks  us.     We  fear  not 
What  can  from  Italy  annoy  us  ;  but 
We  grieve  at  chances  here. — Away ! 

\ExeufU  all  except  PiSANia 

Pis,  I  heard  no  letter  from  my  master,  since 
I  wrote  him  Imogen  was  slain :  'tis  strange  : 
Nor  hear  I  from  my  mistress,  who  did  promise 
To  yield  me  often  tidings :  neither  know  I 
What  is  betid  to  Cloten ;  but  remain 
Perplexed  in  all : — the  heavens  still  must  work. 
Wherein  I  am  false,  I  am  honest ;  not  true,  to  be  true  : 
These  present  wars  shall  find  I  love  ray  country. 
Even  to  the  note  o'  the  king,  or  I  '11  fall  in  them. 
All  other  doubts,  by  time  let  them  be  cleared  ; 
Fortune  brings  in  some  boats  that  are  not  steer'd.  \EociU 

SCENE  lY.— Before  the  Cave  of  B^uaws. 

Enter  BSLARIUS,  GUIDERIUS,  and  Arviragus. 

Gut.  The  noise  is  round  about  us. 

Bel.  Let  us  from  it 

Arv.  What  pleasure,  Sir,  find  we  in  life,  to  lock  it 
From  action  and  adventure? 

Gui.  Nay,  what  hope 

Have  we  in  hiding  us]  this  way,  the  Romans 
Must  or  for  Britons  slay  us,  or  receive  us 
For  barbarous  and  unnatural  revolts 
During  their  use,  and  slay  us  after. 

Bel.  Sons, 

We  '11  higher  to  the  mountains  ;  there  secure  us. 
To  the  king's  party  there 's  no  going  :  newness 
Of  Cloten's  death  (we  being  not  known,  not  muster'd 
Among  the  bands)  may  drive  us  to  a  render 
Where  we  have  liv'd ;  and  so  extort  from 's  that 
Which  we  have  done,  whose  answer  would  be  death 
Drawn  on  with  torture. 

GuL  This  is,  Sir,  a  doubt, 
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In  such  a  time  nothing  becoming  you, 
Nor  satisfying  us. 

Arv.  It  is  not  likely, 

That  when  they  hear  the  Roman  horses  neigh. 
Behold  their  quartered  fires,  have  both  their  eyes 
And  ears  so  cloy*d  importantly  as  now, 
That  they  will  waste  their  time  upon  our  note. 
To  know  from  whence  we  are. 

BeL  O,  I  am  known 

Of  many  in  the  army  :  many  years, 
Though  Cloten  then  but  young,  you  see,  not  wore  him 
From  my  remembrance.     And,  besides,  the  king 
Hath  not  deserved  my  service,  nor  your  loves ; 
Who  find  in  my  exile  the  want  of  breeding. 
The  certainty  of  this  hard  life ;  aye  hopeless 
To  have  the  courtesy  your  cradle  promis'cl, 
But  to  be  still  hot  summer's  tanlings,  and 
The  shrinking  slaves  of  winter. 

GuL  Than  be  so, 

Better  to  cease  to  be.     Pray,  Sir,  to  the  army : 
I  and  my  brother  are  not  known ;  yourself. 
So  out  of  thought,  and  thereto  so  o'ergrown. 
Cannot  be  question'd. 

Arv,  By  this  sun  that  shines, 

I  '11  thither :  what  thing  is  it  that  I  never 
Did  see  man  die !  scarce  ever  lookM  on  blood, 
But  that  of  coward  hares,  hot  goats,  and  venison ' 
Never  bestrid  a  horse,  save  one  that  had 
A  rider  like  myself,  who  ne'er  wore  rowel, 
Nor  iron,  on  his  heel  I     I  am  ashamed 
To  look  upon  the  holy  sun,  to  have 
The  benefit  of  his  bless'd  beams,  remaining 
So  long  a  poor  unknown. 

GuL  By  heavens,  I'll  go ; 

If  you  will  bless  me,  Sir,  and  give  me  leave, 
I  'U  take  the  better  care  ;  but  if  you  will  not, 
The  hazard  therefore  due  fall  on  me  by 
The  hands  of  Romans ! 

Arv,  So  say  I ;  Amen. 

Bel,  No  reason  I,  since  of  your  lives  you  set 
So  slight  a  valuation,  should  reserve 
My  crack'd  one  to  more  care.     Have  with  you,  boys! 
If  in  your  country  wars  you  chance  to  die, 
That  is  my  bed  too,  lads,  and  there  I  '11  lie  : 
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Lead,  lead. — [Aside.]  The  time  seems  long;  their  blood  thinks 

scorn, 
Till  it  fly  out,  and  show  them  princes  bom.  [Exrun/- 
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ACT   V. 
SCENE  L— Britain.    A  Field  between  the  British  and  Roman  Camps. 

Enter  Posthumus,  with  a  bloody  handkerchief. 

Post.  Yea,  bloody  cloth,  I  '11  keep  thee ;  for  I  wished 
Thou  shouldst  be  coloured  thus.     You  married  ones. 
If  each  of  you  should  take  this  course,  how  many 
Must  murder  wives  much  better  than  themselves. 
For  wrying  but  a  httle ! — O  Pisanio ! 
Every  good  servant  does  not  all  commands  : 
No  bond,  but  to  do  just  ones. — Gods  !  if  you 
Should  have  ta'en  vengeance  on  my  faults,  I  never 
Had  liv'd  to  put  on  this :  so  had  you  sav'd 
The  noble  Imogen  to  repent ;  and  struck 
Me,  wretch,  more  worth  your  vengeance.     But,  alack, 
You  snatch  some  hence  for  little  faults ;  that 's  love, 
To  have  them  fall  no  more :  you  some  permit 
To  second  ills  with  ills,  each  elder  worse, 
And  make  them  dread  it,  to  the  doer's  thrift. 
But  Imogen  is  your  own  :  do  your  best  wills, 
And  make  me  bless'd  to  obey ! — I  am  brought  hither 
Among  the  Italian  gentry,  and  to  fight 
Against  my  lad/s  kingdom  :  'tis  enough 
That,  Britain,  I  have  kill'd  thy  mistress  ;  peace ! 
I  '11  give  no  wound  to  thee.     Therefore,  good  heavens, 
Hear  patiently  my  purpose  : — I  Ul  disrobe  me 
Of  these  Italian  weeds,  and  suit  myself 
As  does  a  Briton  peasant :  so  I  '11  fight 
Against  the  part  I  come  with ;  so  I  *11  die 
For  thee,  O  Imogen  !  even  for  whom  my  life 
Is,  every  breath,  a  death :  and  thus,  unknown, 
Pitied  nor  hated,  to  the  face  of  peril 
Myself  I  '11  dedicate.     Let  me  make  men  know 
More  valour  in  me,  than  my  habits  show. 
Gods,  put  the  strength  o'  the  Leonati  in  me  I 
To  shame  the  guise  o'  the  world,  I  will  begin 
The  fashion, — less  without,  and  more  within.  \Rxit 
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SCENE  IL^TkeSame. 

Enter^  from  one  side,  Lucius,  Imogen,  Iachimo,  and  the  Roman  army:  from 
the  other  side^  the  British  Army  ;  Leonatus  Posthumus  following  like  a 
poor  soldier.  They  march  ever  and  go  out.  Alarums,  Then  enter  again  in 
skirmish,  Iachimo  aii^PosTHUM US  :  he van^uisheth  and disarmeth  Iachimo^ 
and  then  leaves  him, 

lack.  The  heaviness  and  guilt  within  my  bosom 
Takes  ofif  my  manhood  :  I  have  belied  a  lady, 
The  princess  of  this  country,  and  the  air  on 't 
Revengingly  enfeebles  me ;  or  could  this  carl, 
A  very  drudge  of  nature's,  have  subdu'd  me 
In  my  profession )    Knighthoods  and  honours,  borne 
As  I  wear  mine,  are  titles  but  of  scorn. 
If  that  thy  gentry,  Britain,  go  before 
This  lout,  as  he  exceeds  our  lords,  the  odds 
Is,  that  we  scarce  are  men,  and  you  are  gods.  [Exit, 

The  battle  continues ;  the  Britons  fly  ;  CVMBELINS  is  taken  :  then  enter,  to  Ass 
rescue,  Belarius,  Guiderius,  and  Arviragus. 

Bel  Stand,  stand  I    We  have  the  advantage  of  the  ground ; 
The  lane  is  guarded  :  nothing  routs  us,  but 
The  villany  of  our  fears. 

Gui.  Arv.  Stand,  stand,  and  fight ! 

Ke  enter  PosTHUMUS,  and  seconds  the  Britons;  they  rescue  CVMBELINE,  and 
exeunt :  then^  enter  Lucius,  Imogen,  and  Iachimo. 

Luc,  Away,  boy,  from  the  troops,  and  save  thyself; 
For  friends  kill  friends,  and  the  disorder's  such 
As  war  were  hood-wink'd. 

lack,  'Tis  their  fresh  supplies. 

Luc,  It  is  a  day  tum'd  strangely :  or  betimes 
Let 's  re-enforce,  or  fly.  \Exeimt. 


SCENE  Wl,-' Another  Part  of  the  Field, 

Enter  Posthumus  and  a  British  Lord. 

Lord,  Cam'st  thou  from  where  they  made  the  stand  1 

Post  I  did: 

Though  you,  it  seems,  come  from  the  fliers. 

Lord,  I  did. 

Post,  No  blame  be  to  you.  Sir ;  for  all  was  lost, 
But  that  the  heavens  fought :  the  king  himself 
Of  his  wings  destitute,  the  army  broken. 
And  but  the  backs  of  Britons  seen,  all  flying 
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Through  a  strait  lane ;  the  enemy  full-hearted, 
Lolling  the  tongue  with  slaughtering,  having  work 
More  plentiful  than  tools  to  do 't,  struck  down 
Some  mortally,  some  slightly  touch'd,  some  falling 
Merely  through  fear ;  that  the  strait  pass  was  damm'd 
With  dead  men  hurt  behind,  and  cowards  living 
To  die  with  lengthen'd  shame. 

Lord,  Where  was  this  lane  % 

Post.  Close  by  the  battle,  ditch'd,  and  walFd  with  turf; 
Which  gave  advantage  to  an  ancient  soldier, — 
An  honest  one,  I  warrant ;  who  deserv'd 
So  long  a  breeding  as  his  white  beard  came  to, 
In  doing  this  for 's  country : — athwart  the  lane, 
Ke,  with  two  striplings,  (lads  more  like  to  run 
The  country  base,  than  to  commit  such  slaughter ; 
With  faces  fit  for  masks,  or  rather  fairer 
Than  those  for  preservation  cas'd,  or  shame,) 
Made  good  the  passage ;  cried  to  those  that  fled, 
"  Our  Britain's  harts  die  flying,  not  our  men : 
To  darkness  fleet,  souls  that  fly  backwards !     Stand ; 
Or  we  are  Romans,  and  will  give  you  that 
Like  beasts,  which  you  shun  beastly,  and  may  save, 
But  to  look  back  in  frown  :  stand,  stand ! " — These  three, 
Three  thousand  confident,  in  act  as  many, 
(For  three  performers  are  the  file,  when  all 
The  rest  do  nothing,)  with  this  word,  "  stand,  stand  I " 
Accommodated  by  the  place,  more  charming 
With  their  own  nobleness,  (which  could  have  tum'd 
A  distaff"  to  a  lance,)  gilded  pale  looks, 
Part  shame,  part  spirit  renew*d ;  that  some,  tum'd  coward 
But  by  example  (O,  a  sin  in  war, 
Damn'd  in  the  first  beginners !)  'gan  to  look 
The  way  that  they  did,  and  to  grin  like  lions 
Upon  the  pikes  o'  the  hunters.     Then  began 
A  stop  i'  the  chaser,  a  retire ;  anon, 
A  rout,  confusion  thick :  forthwith  they  fly 
Chickens,  the  way  which  they  stoop'd  eagles ;  slaves, 
The  strides  they  victors  made :  and  now  our  cowards 
(Like  fragments  in  hard  voyages)  became 
The  life  o'  the  need ;  having  found  the  back  door  open 
Of  the  unguarded  hearts.  Heavens,  how  they  wound  I 
Some  slain  before ;  some  dying ;  some  their  fiiends 
O'er-bome  i*  the  former  wave :  ten,  chas'd  by  one, 
Are  now  each  one  the  slaughter-man  of  twenty ; 
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Those  that  would  die  or  ere  resist  are  grown 
The  mortal  bugs  o'  the  field. 

Lord,  This  was  strange  chance : 

A  narrow  lane,  an  old  man,  and  two  boys ! 

Post  Nay,  do  not  wonder  at  it :  you  are  made 
Rather  to  wonder  at  the  things  you  hear. 
Than  to  work  any.     Will  you  rhyme  upon  \ 
And  vent  it  for  a  mockery  1     Here  is  one : 
"  Two  boys,  an  old  man  twice  a  boy,  a  lane, 
Preserved  the  Britons,  was  the  Romans'  bane." 

Lord,  Nay,  be  not  angry,  Sir. 

Post,  'Lack,  to  what  end  % 

Who  dares  not  stand  his  foe,  I  '11  be  his  friend ; 
For  if  he  '11  do,  as  he  is  made  to  do, 
I  know  he  '11  quickly  fly  my  friendship  too. 
You  have  put  me  into  rhyme. 

Lcrd,  Farewell ;  you  are  angry.  \Exit 

Post.  Still  going  1 — ^This  is  a  lord !     O  noble  misery, — 
To  be  i'  the  field,  and  ask,  what  news,  of  me  I 
To-day,  how  many  would  have  given  their  honours 
To  have  sav'd  their  carcases !  took  heel  to  do 't, 
And  yet  died  too !     I,  in  mine  own  woe  charm'd, 
Could  not  find  Death  where  I  did  hear  him  groan. 
Nor  feel  him  where  he  struck :  being  an  ugly  monster, 
'Tis  strange  he  hides  him  in  fresh  cups,  soft  beds. 
Sweet  words ;  or  hath  more  ministers  than  we 
That  draw  his  knives  i'  the  war. — Well,  I  will  find  him : 
For  being  now  a  favourer  to  the  Briton, 
No  more  a  Briton,  I  have  resum'd  again 
The  part  I  came  in :  fight  I  will  no  more, 
But  yield  me  to  the  veriest  hind  that  shall 
Once  touch  my  shoulder.     Great  the  slaughter  is 
Here  made  by  the  Roman ;  great  the  answer  be 
Britons  must  take :  for  me,  my  ransom 's  death : 
On  either  side  I  come  to  spend  my  breath ; 
Which  neither  here  I  '11  keep,  nor  bear  again, 
But  end  it  by  some  means  for  Imogen. 

Enter  two  Briiish  Captains,  and  Soldiers. 

1  Cap,  Great  Jupiter  be  prais'd !     Lucius  is  taken. 
'Tis  thought,  the  old  man  and  his  sons  were  angels. 

2  Cap,  There  was  a  fourth  man,  in  a  silly  habit, 
That  gave  th'  affront  with  them. 

I  Cap,  So  'tis  reported : 

But  none  of  them  can  be  found. — Stand  !  who  is  there! 


SCENE  IV.]  CYMBELINE.  497 

Post.  A  Roman  ; 
Who  had  not  now  been  drooping  here,  if  seconds 
Had  answered  him. 

2  Cap.  Lay  hands  on  him ;  a  dog ! — 

A  leg  of  Rome  shall  not  return  to  tell 
What  crows  have  peck'd  them  here : — he  brags  his  service 
As  if  he  were  of  note :  bring  him  to  the  king. 

EnUr  Cymbeline,  attended;  Belarius,  Guiderius,  Arviragus,  Pisanio, 
and  Roman  capth*es.  The  Captains /r««f/  PosTHUMUS  to  Cymbeline,  'svho 
delivers  him  over  to  a  Gaoler ;  after  which^  all  go  out. 


SCENE  IV.— Britain.     A  Prison. 

Enter  PosTHUMUS  and  two  Gaolers. 

1  Gaol.  You  shall  not  now  be  stolen,  you  have  locks  upon 

you; 
So,  graze  as  you  find  pasture. 

2  Gaol.  Ay,  or  a  stomach. 

[^Exeunt  Gaolers. 
Post.  Most  welcome,  bondage !  for  thou  art  a  way, 
I  think,  to  liberty :  yet  am  I  better 
Than  one  that 's  sick  o'  the  gout ;  since  he  had  rather 
Groan  so  in  perpetuity,  than  be  cur'd 
By  the  sure  physician,  death ;  who  is  the  key 
To  unbar  these  locks.     My  conscience,  thou  art  fctter'd 
More  than  my  shanks  and  wrists :  you  good  gods,  give  me 
The  penitent  instrument  to  pick  that  bolt, 
Then,  free  for  ever !     Is 't  enough,  I  am  sorry  1 
So  children  temporal  fathers  do  appease ; 
Gods  are  more  full  of  mercy.     Must  I  repent  1 
I  cannot  do  it  better  than  in  gyves, 
Desir'd,  more  than  constrained :  to  satisfy, 
If  of  my  freedom  'tis  the  main  part,  take 
No  stricter  render  of  me,  than  my  all. 
I  know  you  are  more  clement  than  vile  men. 
Who  of  their  broken  debtors  take  a  third, 
A  sixth,  a  tenth,  letting  them  thrive  again 
On  their  abatement :  that 's  not  my  desire. 
For  Imogen's  dear  life,  take  mine ;  and  though 
'Tis  not  so  dear,  yet  'tis  a  life ;  you  coin'd  it : 
'Tween  man  and  man  they  weigh  not  every  stamp ; 
Though  light,  take  pieces  for  the  figure's  sake : 
You  rather  mine,  being  yours :  and  so,  great  powers, 
If  you  will  take  this  audit,  take  this  life, 

VOL.  IV.  2  I 
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And  cancel  these  cold  bonds. — O  Imogen ! 

I  '11  speak  to  thee  in  silence.  [S/ce/'s. 

Solemn  music.  Enter ^  as  an  apparition^  SiCILlus  LeONATUS,  y&Zl*^  to  PosTHU- 
MUS,  an  old  man^  attired  like  a  warrior^  leading  in  his  hand  an  ancient 
matron^  hiswife^  and  mother  to  PoSTHUMUS,  with  music  before  them:  tken^ 
after  other  music^  follow  the  two  young  Leonati,  brothers  to  PoSTHUMUS, 
with  wounds f  as  they  died  in  the  wars.  They  circle  PosTHUMUS  rounds  as  ht 
lies  sleeping, 

Sid,  No  more,  thou  thunder-master,  show 

Thy  spite  on  mortal  flies : 
With  Mars  fall  out,  with  Juno  chide, 

That  thy  adulteries 

Rates  and  revenges. 
Hath  my  poor  boy  done  aught  but  well! 

Whose  face  I  never  saw ; 

I  died,  whilst  in  the  womb  he  sta/d 

Attending  nature's  law : 
Whose  father  then  (as  men  report, 

Thou  orphans'  father  art) 
Thou  shouldst  have  been,  and  shielded  him 

From  this  earth-vexing  smart 

Moth,  Lucina  lent  not  me  her  aid. 

But  took  me  in  my  throes ; 
That  from  me  was  Posthumus  ripp*d, 

Came  crying  'mongst  his  foes, 
A  thing  of  pity  I 

Sid,  Great  nature,  like  his  ancestry, 

Moulded  the  stuff  so  fair. 
That  he  deserv'd  the  praise  o'  the  world, 

As  great  Sicilius*  heir. 

I  Bro.  When  once  he  was  mature  for  man, 

In  Britain  where  was  he 
That  could  stand  up  his  parallel ; 

Or  fruitful  object  be 
In  eye  of  Imogen,  that  best 

Could  deem  his  dignity? 

Moth,  With  marriage  wherefore  was  he  mock'd. 

To  be  exil'd,  and  throw 
From  Leonati'  seat,  and  cast 

Ftom  her  his  dearest  one. 
Sweet  Imogen] 
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Sia,  Why  did  you  suffer  lachitno^ 

Slight  thing  of  Italy, 
To  taint  his  nobler  heart  and  brain 

With  needless  jealousy ; 
And  to  become  the  geek  and  scom 

O'  the  other's  villany  ] 

2  Bro,  For  this,  from  stiller  seats  we  came, 

Our  parents,  and  us  twain, 
That,  striking  in  our  country's  cause, 

Fell  bravely,  and  were  slain ; 
Our  fealty,  and  Tenantius'  right. 

With  honour  to  maintain. 

1  JBro.  Like  hardiment  Posthumus  hath 

To  Cymbeline  performed : 
Then,  Jupiter,  thou  king  of  gods, 

AVhy  hast  thou  thus  adjourned 
The  graces  for  his  merits  due ; 

Being  all  to  dolours  turn'd  ? 

Sici.  Thy  crystal  window  ope ;  look  out ; 

No  longer  exercise. 
Upon  a  valiant  race,  thy  harsh 

And  potent  injuries. 

Mot/i.  Since,  Jupiter,  our  son  is  good. 
Take  ofif  his  miseries. 

Sid.  Peep  through  thy  marble  mansion    help  i 

Or  we  poor  ghosts  will  cry. 
To  the  shining  synod  of  the  rest, 

Against  thy  deity. 

2  Bro.  Help,  Jupiter !  or  we  appeal, 

And  from  thy  justice  fly. 

Jupiter  descends  in  thunder  and  lightnings  sitting  upon  an  eagU:  hi  throws  a 

thunderbolt.     The  ghosts  fall  on  their  knees. 

Jup.  No  more,  you  petty  spirits  of  region  low, 

Offend  our  hearing ;  hush !     How  dare  you  ghosts 
Accuse  the  thunderer,  whose  bolt,  you  know, 

Sky-planted,  batters  all  rebelling  coasts ) 
Poor  shadows  of  Elysium,  hence ;  and  rest 

Upon  your  never-withering  banks  of  flowers : 
Be  not  with  mortal  accidents  opprest ; 

No  care  of  yours  it  is ;  you  know  'tis  oura 
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Whom  best  I  love,  I  cross ;  to  make  my  gift, 
The  more  dela/d,  delighted.     Be  content ; 
Your  low-laid  son  our  godhead  will  uplift : 

His  comforts  thrive,  his  trials  well  are  spent 
Our  Jovial  star  reign'd  at  his  birth,  and  in 

Our  temple  was  he  married. — Rise,  and  fade  !— 
He  shall  be  lord  of  lady  Imogen, 

And  happier  much  by  his  affliction  made. 
This  tablet  lay  upon  his  breast ;  wherein 

Our  pleasure  his  full  fortune  doth  confine : 
And  so,  away :  no  farther  with  your  din 
Express  impatience,  lest  you  stir  up  mine. — 
Mount,  eagle,  to  my  palace  crystalline.  [Ascends. 

Sid,  He  came  in  thunder ;  his  celestial  breath 
Was  sulphurous  to  smell :  the  holy  eagle 
Stoop'd,  as  to  foot  us :  his  ascension  is 
More  sweet  than  our  bless*d  fields :  his  royal  bird 
Prunes  the  immortal  wing,  and  cloys  his  beak, 
As  when  his  god  is  pleas'd. 

A//.  Thanks,  Jupiter! 

Sid,  The  marble  pavement  closes ;  he  is  enter  d 
His  radiant  roof. — Away !  and,  to  be  blest, 
Let  us  with  care  perform  his  great  behest.  [GAosfs  vanish. 

Post,  [  Waking^  Sleep,  thou  hast  been  a  grandsire,  and  begot 
A  father  to  me ;  and  thou  hast  created 
A  mother,  and  two  brothers :  but  (O  scorn  !) 
Gone !  they  went  hence  so  soon  as  they  were  bom  : 
And  so  I  am  awake. — Poor  wretches,  that  depend 
On  greatness'  favour,  dream  as  I  have  done ; 
Wake,  and  find  nothing. — But,  alas,  I  swerve : 
Many  dream  not  to  find,  neither  deserve. 
And  yet  are  steep'd  in  favours ;  so  am  I, 
That  have  this  golden  chance,  and  know  not  why. 
What  fairies  haunt  this  ground  ]    A  book  ]  O  rare  one ! 
Be  not,  as  is  our  fangled  world,  a  garment 
Nobler  than  that  it  covers ;  let  thy  effects 
So  follow,  to  be  most  unlike  our  courtiers, 
As  good  as  promise. 
\R€ads!\  "  Whenas  a  lion's  whelp  shall,  to  himself  unknown,  with- 
out seeking  find,  and  be  embraced  by  a  piece  of  tender  air ;  and 
when  from  a  stately  cedar  shall  be  lopped  branches,  which,  being 
dead  many  years,  shall  after  revive,  be  jointed  to  the  old  stock,  and 
freshly  grow ;  then  shall  Posthumus  end  his  miseries,  Britain  be  for- 
tunate, and  flourish  in  peace  and  plenty." 
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'Tis  still  a  dream,  or  else  such  stuff  as  madmen 
Tongue,  and  brain  not :  either  both,  or  nothing : 
Or  senseless  speaking,  or  a  speaking  such 
As  sense  cannot  untie.     Be  what  it  is, 
The  action  of  my  Hfe  is  like  it,  which 
1  '11  keep,  if  but  for  sympathy. 

Re-enter  I  Gaoler. 

Gaol.  Come,  Sir,  are  you  ready  for  death  ? 

Post  Over-roasted,  rather ;  ready  long  ago. 

Gaol,  Hanging  is  the  word,  Sir :  if  you  be  ready  for  that,  you  are 
well  cooked. 

Post,  So,  if  I  prove  a  good  repast  to  the  spectators,  the  dish  pays 
the  shot. 

Gaol.  A  heavy  reckoning  for  you.  Sir:  but  the  comfort  is,  you 
shall  be  called  to  no  more  payments,  fear  no  more  tavern  bills ; 
which  are  often  the  sadness  of  parting,  as  the  procuring  of  mirth : 
you  come  in  faint  for  want  of  meat,  depart  reeling  with  too  much 
drink ;  sorry  that  you  have  paid  too  much,  and  sorry  that  you  are 
paid  too  much;  purse  and  brain  both  empty, — the  brain  the  heavier 
for  being  too  light,  the  purse  too  light,  being  drawn  of  heaviness  :  O, 
of  this  contradiction  you  shall  now  be  quit. — O,  the  charity  of  a 
penny  cord !  it  sums  up  thousands  in  a  trice :  you  have  no  true 
clebitor-and-creditor  but  it ;  of  what 's  past,  is,  and  to  come,  the  dis- 
charge : — your  neck,  Sir,  is  pen,  book,  and  counters ;  so  the  acquit- 
tance follows. 

Post,  I  am  merrier  to  die,  than  thou  art  to  live. 

Gaol.  Indeed,  Sir,  he  that  sleeps  feels  not  the  tooth-ache :  but  a 
man  that  were  to  sleep  your  sleep,  and  a  hangman  to  help  him  to 
bed,  I  think  he  would  change  places  with  his  officer ;  for,  look  you, 
Sir,  you  know  not  which  way  you  shall  go. 

Post,  Yes,  indeed  do  I,  fellow. 

Gaol.  Your  death  has  eyes  in 's  head,  then ;  I  have  not  seen  him 
so  pictur'd  ;  you  must  either  be  directed  by  some  that  take  upon 
them  to  know ;  or  take  upon  yourself  that,  which  I  am  sure  you  do 
not  know ;  or  jump  the  after-inquiry  on  your  own  peril :  and  how 
you  shall  speed  in  your  joume)r*s  end,  I  think  you  '11  never  return  to 
tell  one. 

Post.  I  tell  thee,  fellow,  there  are  none  want  eyes  to  direct  them 
the  way  I  am  going,  but  such  as  wink,  and  will  not  use  them. 

Gaol,  What  an  infinite  mock  is  this,  that  a  man  should  have  the 

best  use  of  eyes  to  see  the  way  of  blindness !  I  am  sure,  hanging 's 

the  way  of  winking. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess,  Knock  off  his  manacles ;  bring  your  prisoner  to  the  king. 
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Post  Thou  bring'st  good  news, — I  am  called  to  be  made  free. 

GaoL  I  '11  be  hang'd,  then. 

Post  Thou  shalt  be  then  freer  than  a  gaoler ;  no  bolts  for  the 
dead.  \Exeunt  Posthumus  afid  Mess. 

GaoL  Unless  a  man  would  marry  a  gallows,  and  beget  young 
gibbets,  I  never  saw  one  so  prone.  Yet,  on  my  conscience,  there 
are  verier  knaves  desire  to  live,  for  all  he  be  a  Roman :  and  there  be 
some  of  them  too,  that  die  against  their  wills ;  so  should  I,  if  I  were 
one.  I  would  we  were  all  of  one  mind,  and  one  mind  good ;  O, 
there  were  desolation  of  gaolers,  and  gallowses !  I  speak  against  my 
present  profit ;  but  my  wish  hath  a  preferment  in 't.  [Exeunt 
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EftUr  Cymbeline,  Belarius,  Guiderius,  Arviragus,  Pisanio,  Lords, 

Officers,  and  Attendants. 

Cym,  Stand  by  my  side,  you  whom  the  gods  have  made 

Preservers  of  my  throne.     Woe  is  my  heart. 

That  the  poor  soldier,  that  so  richly  fought, 

Whose  rags  sham'd  gilded  arms,  whose  naked  breast 

Stepped  before  targes  of  proof,  cannot  be  found  : 

He  shall  be  happy  that  can  find  him,  if 

Our  grace  can  make  him  so. 
Bet  I  never  saw 

Such  noble  fury  in  so  poor  a  thing ; 

Such  precious  deeds  in  one  that  promis'd  naught 

But  beggary  and  poor  looks, 
Cym,  No  tidings  of  him  ? 

Pis,  He  hath  been  search'd  among  the  dead  and  living, 

But  no  trace  of  him. 
Cym,  To  my  grief,  I  am 

The  heir  of  Iiis  reward ;  which  I  will  add 

\To  Bel.  Gui.  and  Arv. 

To  you,  the  liver,. heart,  and  brain  of  Britain, 

By  whom,  I  grant,  she  lives.     'Tis  now  the  time 

To  ask  of  whence  you  are  : — report  it. 
Pet  •  Sir, 

In  Cambria  are  we  born,  and  gentlemen  : 

Farther  to  boast,  were  neither  true  nor  modest. 

Unless  I  add,  we  are  honest. 
Cym,  Bow  your  knees- 

Arise,  my  knights  o'  the  battle  :  I  create  you 

Companions  to  our  person,  and  will  fit  you 

With  dignities  becoming  your  estates. 
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Entfr  Cornelius  and  Ladies. 

There 's  business  in  these  faces. — Why  so  sadly 
Greet  you  our  victory  ?  you  look  like  Romans, 
And  not  o'  the  court  of  Britain. 

CoK  Hail,  great  king ! 

To  sour  your  happiness,  I  must  report 
The  queen  is  dead. 

Cym,  Whom  worse  than  a  physician 

Would  this  report  become  1  But  I  consider, 
]{y  medicine  Hfe  may  be  prolonged,  yet  death 
Will  seize  the  doctor  too. — How  ended  she  1 

Cor.  With  horror,  madly  dying,  like  her  life  j 
'^Vhich,  being  cruel  to  the  world,  concluded 
Most  cruel  to  herself.     What  she  confessed, 
I  will  report,  so  please  you :  these  her  women 
Can  trip  me,  if  I  err ;  who  with  wet  cheeks 
Were  present  when  she  finished. 

Cytn.  Pr'ythee,  say. 

Cor,  First,  she  confess'd  she  never  lov'd  you ;  only 
Affected  greatness  got  by  you,  not  you  : 
Married  your  royalty,  was  wife  to  your  place  j 
Abhorr'd  your  person. 

Cym,  She  alone  knew  this , 

And,  but  she  spoke  it  dying,  I  would  not 
BeHeve  her  lips  in  opening  it.     Proceed 

Cor,  Your  daughter,  whom  she  bore  in  hand  to  love 
With  such  integrity,  she  did*confess 
Was  as  a  scorpion  to  her  sight ;  whose  life, 
But  that  her  flight  prevented  it,  she  had 
Ta'en  oif  by  poison. 

Cym,  O  most  delicate  fiend ! 

Who  is 't  can  read  a  woman  1 — Is  there  more  1 

Cor.  More,  Sir,  and  worse.     She  did  confess,  she  had 
For  you  a  mortal  mineral ;  which,  being  took, 
Should  by  the  minute  feed  on  life,  and,  lingering. 
By  inches  waste  you :  in  which  time  she  purposed. 
By  watching,  weeping,  tendance,  kissing,  to 
O'ercome  you  with  her  show :  yes,  and  in  time, 
(When  she  had  fitted  you  with  her  craft,)  to  work 
Her  son  into  th'  adoption  of  the  crown : 
But,  faihng  of  her  end  by  his  strange  absence, 
Grew  shameless-desperate  ;  open'd,  in  despite 
Of  heaven  and  men,  her  purposes ;  repented 
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The  evils  she  hatch'd  were  not  eflfected ;  so, 
Despairing,  died. 

Cym.  Heard  you  all  this,  her  women  1 

I  Zady.  We  did,  so  please  your  highness. 

C}'m,  Mine  eyes 

Were  not  in  fault,  for  she  was  beautiful ; 
Mine  ears,  that  heard  her  flattery ;  nor  my  heart, 
That  thought  her  like  her  seeming;  it  had  been  vicious 
To  have  mistrusted  her :  yet,  O  my  daughter ! 
That  it  was  folly  in  me,  thou  mayst  say, 
And  prove  it  in  thy  feehng.     Heaven  mend  all ! 

Aif/^  Lucius,  Imogen,  Iachimo,  tAg  Soothsayer,  and  of A^  /^offtan  prisoners, 

guarded;  PoSTHUMUS  behind. 

Thou  com'st  not,  Caius,  now  for  tribute ;  that 
The  Britons  have  raz'd  out,  though  with  the  loss 
Of  many  a  bold  one ;  whose  kinsmen  have  made  suit, 
That  their  good  souls  may  be  appeased  with  slaughter 
Of  you  their  captives,  which  ourself  have  granted: 
So,  think  of  your  estate. 

Luc.  Consider,  Sir,  the  chance  of  war :  the  day 
Was  yours  by  accident ;  had  it  gone  with  us. 
We  should  not,  when  the  blood  was  cool,  have  threatened 
Our  prisoners  with  the  sword.     But  since  the  gods 
Will  have  it  thus,  that  nothing  but  our  lives 
May  be  calFd  ransom,  let  it  come  :  sufficeth, 
A  Roman  with  a  Roman's  heart  can  suffer : 
Augustus  lives  to  think  on't:*  and  so  much 
For  my  peculiar  care.     This  one  thing  only 
I  will  entreat :  my  boy,  a  Briton  born. 
Let  him  be  ransom'd  :  never  master  had 
A  page  so  kind,  so  duteous,  diligent. 
So  tender  over  his  occasions,  true. 
So  feat,  so  nurse-hke :  let  his  virtue  join 
With  my  request,  which  I  '11  make  bold  your  highness 
Cannot  deny;  he  hath  done  no  Briton  harm. 
Though  he  have  served  a  Roman :  save  him.  Sir, 
And  spare  no  blood  beside. 

Cym,  I  have  surely  seen  him : 

His  favour  is  familiar  to  me. — Boy, 
Thou  hast  look'd  thyself  into  my  grace. 
And  art  mine  own. — I  know  not  why,  nor  wherefore, 
To  say,  live,  boy :  ne'er  thank  thy  master ;  live  : 
And  ask  of  Cymbeline  what  boon  thou  wilt, 


SCENE  v.]  CYMBELINE.  505 

Fitting  my  bounty  and  thy  state,  I  '11  give  it ; 
Yea,  though  thou  do  demand  a  prisoner, 
The  noblest  ta*en. 

Lno,  I  humbly  thank  your  highness. 

Luc,  I  do  not  bid  thee  beg  my  life,  good  lad ; 
And  yet  I  know  thou  wilt. 

Imo,  No,  no ;  alack, 

There 's  other  work  in  hand  :  I  see  a  thing 
Bitter  to  me  as  death :  your  life,  good  master, 
Must  shuffle  for  itself 

Luc,  The  boy  disdains  me, 

He  leaves  me,  scorns  me :  briefly  die  their  joys. 
That  place  them  on  the  truth  of  girls  and  boys. — 
Why  stands  he  so  perplex'd  ] 

Cym,  What  wouldst  thou,  boy? 

I  love  thee  more  and  more :  think  more  and  more 
What's  best  to  ask.     Know'st  him  thou  look'st  on ?  speak ; 
Wilt  have  him  live  ]     Is  he  thy  kin  1  thy  friend  ? 

Imo,  He  is  a  Roman  ;  no  more  kin  to  me, 
Than  I  to  your  highness ;  who,  being  bom  your  vassal, 
Am  something  nearer. 

Cym,  Wherefore  e/st  him  so  % 

Imo.  I  '11  tell  you.  Sir,  in  private,  if  you  please 
To  give  me  hearing. 

CyPL  Ay,  with  all  my  heart. 

And  lend  my  best  attention.     What's  tliy  name? 

Imo,  Fidele,  Sir. 

Cym.  Thou  art  my  good  youth,  my  page ; 

I  '11  be  thy  master :  walk  with  me ;  speak  freely. 

[Cymbeline  and  Imogen  converse  apati. 

Bel,  Is  not  this  boy  reviv'd  from  death  ] 

AnK  One  sand  another 

Not  more  resembles  that  sweet  rosy  lad 
Who  died,  and  was  Fidele.     What  think  you  1 

Gui,  The  same  dead  thing  alive. 

Bel.  Peace,  peace !  see  farther ;  he  eyes  us  not ;  forbear ; 
Creatures  may  be  alike  :  were 't  he,  I  am  sure 
He  would  have  spoke  to  us. 

Gui,  But  we  saw  him  dead. 

Bel,  Be  silent ;  let 's  see  farther. 

Pis,  [Aside.]  '  It  is  my  mistress : 

Since  she  is  living,  let  the  time  run  on. 
To  good,  or  bad.  [Cymbeline  and  Imogen  ccmcfonvard. 

Cym.  Come,  stand  thou  by  our  side ; 
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Make  thy  demand  aloud. — [To  Iachimo.]  Sir,  step  you  forth ; 

Give  answer  to  this  boy,  and  do  it  freely  ; 

Or,  by  our  greatness,  and  the  grace  of  it, 

^Vhich  is  our  honour,  bitter  torture  shall 

Winnow  the  truth  from  falsehood. — On,  speak  to  him. 

/mo.  My  boon  is,  that  this  gentleman  may  render 
Of  whom  he  had  this  ring. 

Post  [Asid<^.]  What 's  that  to  him  1 

Cym,  That  diamond  upon  your  finger,  say, 
How  came  it  yours  1 

lacA,  Thou  'It  torture  me  to  leave  unspoken  that 
Which,  to  be  spoke,  would  torture  thee. 

Cym,  How  !  me  1 

/acA,  I  am  glad  to  be  constrained  to  utter  that 
Which  torments  me  to  conceal.     By  villany 
I  got  this  ring :  'twas  Leonatus'  jewel ; 
Whom  thou  didst  banish ;  and  (which  more  may  grieve  thee, 
As  it  doth  me)  a  nobler  Sir  ne'er  liv'd 
'Twixt  sky  and  ground.     Wilt  thou  hear  more,  my  lord  1 

Cym,  All  that  belongs  to  this. 

la^A.  That  paragon,  thy  daughter, — 

For  whom  my  heart  drops  blood,  and  my  false  spirits 
Quail  to  remember, — Give  me  leave ;  I  faint. 

Cym,  My  daughter!  what  of  her]     Renew  thy  strength : 
I  had  rather  thou  shouldst  live  while  nature  will, 
Than  die  ere  I  hear  more :  strive,  man,  and  speak. 

lac/i.  Upon  a  time,  (unhappy  was  the  clock 
That  struck  the  hour !)  it  was  in  Rome,  (accurs'd 
The  mansion  where  !)  'twas  at  a  feast,  (O,  would 
Our  viands  had  been  poison'd,  or  at  least 
Those  which  I  heav'd  to  head !)  the  good  Posthumus, 
(What  should  I  say  ]  he  was  too  good  to  be 
Where  ill  men  were ;  and  was  the  best  of  all 
Amongst  the  rar'st  of  good  ones,)  sitting  sadly. 
Hearing  us  praise  our  loves  of  Italy 
For  beauty,  that  made  barren  the  swell'd  boast 
Of  him  that  best  could  speak ;  for  feature,  laming 
The  shrine  of  Venus,  or  straight-pight  Minerva, 
Postures  beyond  brief  nature ;  for  condition, 
A  shop  of  all  the  qualities  that  man 
Loves  woman  for ;  besides,  that  hook  of  wiving. 
Fairness,  which  strikes  the  eye, — 

Cym,  1  stand  on  fire : 

Come  to  the  matter. 
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lack.  All  too  soon  I  shall, 

Unless  thou  wouldst  grieve  quickly. — This  Posthumus 
(Most  like  a  noble  lord  in  love,  and  one 
That  had  a  royal  lover)  took  his  hint ; 
And,  not  dispraising  whom  we  prais'd,  (therein 
He  was  as  calm  as  virtue,)  he  began 
His  mistress'  picture ;  which  by  his  tongue  being  made. 
And  then  a  mind  put  in  *t,  either  our  brags 
Were  cracked  of  kitchen  trulls,  or  his  description 
ProVd  us  unspeaking  sots.  / 

Cym.  Nay,  nay,  to  the  purposCi 

lach.  Your  daughter's  chastity — there  it  begins. 
He  spake  of  her,  as  Dian  had  hot  dreams. 
And  she  alone  were  cold :  whereat  I,  wretch, 
Made  scruple  of  his  praise  ;  and  wager'd  with  him 
Pieces  of  gold  'gainst  this,  which  then  he  wore 
Upon  his  honoured  finger,  to  attain 
In  suit  the  place  of  his  bed,  and  win  this  ring 
By  hers  and  mine  adultery :  he,  true  knight, 
No  lesser  of  her  honour  confident 
Than  I  did  truly  find  her,  stakes  this  ring ; 
And  would  so,  had  it  been  a  carbuncle 
Of  Phoebus'  wheel ;  and  might  so  safely,  had  it 
Been  all  the  worth  of  his  car.     Away  to  Britain 
Post  I  in  this  design : — well  may  you,  Sir, 
Remember  me  at  court ;  where  I  was  taught. 
Of  your  chaste  daughter,  the  wide  difference 
'Twixt  amorous  and  villanous.     Being  thus  quench'd 
Of  hope,  not  longing,  mine  Italian  brain 
'Gan  in  your  duller  Britain  operate 
Most  vilely  ;  for  my  vantage,  excellent ; 
And,  to  be  brief,  my  practice  so  prevail'd, 
That  I  retum'd  with  simular  proof  enough 
To  make  the  noble  Leonatus  mad. 
By  wounding  his  belief  in  her  renown 
With  tokens  thus,  and  thus ;  averring  notes 
Of  chamber-hanging,  pictures,  this  her  bracelet^ 
(O  cunning,  how  I  got  it !)  nay,  some  marks 
Of  secret  on  her  person,  that  he  could  not 
But  think  her  bond  of  chastity  quite  crack'd, 
I  having  ta'en  the  forfeit.     Whereupon, — 
Methinks  I  see  him  now, — 

Post.  \Cofning forward!\      Ay,  so  thou  dost, 
Italian  fiend  ! — Ah  me,  most  credulous  fool, 


5o8  CYMBELINE.  [act  v. 

Egregious  murderer,  thief,  any  thing 

That 's  due  to  all  the  villains  past,  in  being, 

To  come  ! — O,  give  me  cord,  or  knife,  or  poison, 

Some  upright  justicer!     Thou,  king,  send  out 

For  torturers  ingenious :  it  is  I 

That  all  the  abhorred  things  o'  the  earth  amend. 

By  being  worse  than  they.     I  am  Posthumus, 

That  kiird  thy  daughter  : — villain-like,  I  lie  ; 

That  caus'd  a  lesser  villain  than  myself, 

A  sacrilegious  thief,  to  do 't : — the  temple 

Of  virtue  was  she  ;  yea,  and  she  herself. 

Spit,  and  throw  stones,  cast  mire  upon  me,  set 

The  dogs  o'  the  street  to  bay  me :  every  villain 

Be  caird  Posthumus  Leonatus ;  and 

Be  villany  less  than  'twas ! — O  Imogen ! 

My  queen,  my  life,  my  wife !     O  Imogen, 

Imogen,  Imogen ! 

Imo.  Peace,  my  lord ;  hear,  hear — 

Post..  Shall  *s  have  a  play  of  this  ]    Thou  scornful  page. 
There  lie  thy  part.  \Stfiking  her ;  she  falls. 

Pis,  O,  gentlemen,  help  I 

Mine,  and  your  mistress  ! — O,  my  lord  Posthumus ! 
You  ne*er  kilFd  Imogen  till  now. — Help,  help  ! — 
Mine  honour'd  lady  1 

Cym,  Does  the  world  go  round  \ 

Post  How  come  these  staggers  on  me  1 

Pis,  Wake,  my  mistress  1 

Cym,  If  this  be  so,  the  gods  do  mean  to  strike  me 
To  death  with  mortal  joy. 

Pis.  How  fares  my  mistress  ] 

Into.  O,  get  thee  from  my  sight ; 
Thou  gav'st  me  poison  :  dangerous  fellow,  hence  I 
Breathe  not  where  princes  are. 

Cym.  The  tune  of  Imogen ! 

Pis.  Lady, 
The  gods  throw  stones  of  sulphur  on  me,  if 
That  box  I  gave  you  was  not  thought  by  me 
A  precious  thing :  I  had  it  from  the  queen. 

Cym.  New  matter  still  1 

Jmo.  It  poisoned  me. 

Cor.  O  gods ! — 

1  left  out  one  thing  which  the  queen  confess'd, 
Which  must  approve  thee  honest :  "  If  Pisanio 
Have,"  said  she,  "  given  his  mistress  that  confection 
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Which  I  gave  him  for  cordial,  she  is  serv'd 
As  I  would  serve  a  rat." 

Cym,  What's  this,  Cornelius! 

Cor,  The  queen,  Sir,  very  oft  importuned  rae 
To  temper  poisons  for  her  ;  still  pretending 
The  satisfaction  of  her  knowledge  only 
In  kilhng  creatures  vile,  as  cats  and  dogs, 
Of  no  esteem :  I,  dreading  that  her  purpose 
Was  of  more  danger,  did  compound  for  her 
A  certain  stuff,  which,  being  ta'en,  would  cease 
The  present  power  of  life  ;  but,  in  short  time, 
All  offices  of  nature  should  again 
Do  their  due  functions. — Have  you  ta'en  of  it] 

Imo,  Most  like  I  did,  for  I  was  dead. 

Bel.  My  boys, 

There  was  our  error. 

Gui,  This  is,  sure,  Fidele. 

Imo,  Why  did  you  throw  your  wedded  lady  from  you  ? 
Think  that  you  are  upon  a  rock ;  and  now 
Throw  me  again.  \Emhradng  /:im. 

Post  Hang  there  like  fruit,  my  soul. 

Till  the  tree  die  ! 

Cym,  How  now,  my  flesh,  my  child  ! 

What,  mak'st  thou  me  a  dullard  in  this  act  1 
Wilt  thou  not  speak  to  me  ] 

Imo,  [Kneeling,']  Your  blessing.  Sir. 

Bel,  [To  Gui.  ^/z// Arv.]  Though  you  did  love  this  youth,  1 
blame  ye  not ; 
You  had  a  motive  for 't. 

Cym,  My  tears  that  fall. 

Prove  holy  water  on  thee !     Imogen, 
Thy  mother's  dead. 

Imo,  I  am  sorry  for 't,  my  lord. 

Cy?n.  O,  she  was  naught  j  and  'long  of  her  it  was. 
That  we  meet  here  so  strangely :  but  Jier  son 
Is  gone,  we  know  not  how,  nor  where. 

Pis,  My  lord, 

Now  fear  is  from  me,  I  '11  speak  troth.     Lord  Cloten, 
Upon  my  lad)r's  missing,  came  to  me 
With  his  sword  drawn ;  foam'd  at  the  mouth,  and  swore> 
If  I  discovered  not  which  way  she  was  gone. 
It  was  my  instant  death.     By  accident^ 
I  had  a  feigned  letter  of  my  master's 
Then  in  my  pocket ;  which  directed  him 
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To  seek  her  on  the  mountains  near  to  Milford ; 
Where,  in  a  frenzy,  in  my  master's  garments, 
Which  he  enforc'd  from  me,  away  he  posts 
With  unchaste  purpose,  and  with  oath  to  violate 
My  lady's  honour :  what  became  of  him, 
I  farther  know  not. 

Gui.  Let  me  end  the  story : 

I  slew  him  there. 

Cym,  Marry,  the  gods  forfend  ! 

I  would  not  thy  good  deeds  should  from  my  lips 
Pluck  a  hard  sentence :  pr'ythee,  valiant  youth, 
Deny 't  again. 

GuL  I  have  spoke  it,  and  I  did  it. 

Cym,  He  was  a  prince. 

GuL  A  most  uncivil  one :  the  wrongs  he  did  me 
Were  nothing  prince-like ;  for  he  did  provoke  me 
With  language  that  would  make  me  spurn  the  sea, 
If  it  could  so  roar  to  me  :  I  cut  off 's  head ; 
And  am  right  glad  he  is  not  standing  here 
To  tell  this  tale  of  mine. 

Cym,  I  am  sorry  for  thee : 

By  thine  own  tongue  thou  art  condemned,  and  must 
fjidure  our  law :  thou  art  dead. 

Imo,  That  headless  man 

I  thought  had  been  my  lord. 

Cym,  Bind  the  offender, 

And  take  him  from  our  presence. 

Bel,  Stay,  sir  king. 

This  man  is  better  than  the  man  he  slew, 
As  well  descended  as  thyself;  and  hath 
More  of  thee  merited,  than  a  band  of  Clotens 
Had  ever  scar  for. — \^To  the  Guard.]  Let  his  arms  alone ; 
They  were  not  bom  for  bondage. 

Cym,  Why,  old  soldier. 

Wilt  thou  undo  the  worth  thou  art  unpaid  for. 
By  tasting  of  our  wrath  ]    How  of  descent 
As  good  as  we? 

Arv,  In  that  he  spake  too  far. 

Cym,  And  thou  shalt  die  for 't 

Bel,  We  wiU  die  all  three 

But  I  will  prove  that  two  on 's  are  as  good 
As  I  have  given  out  him. — My  sons,  I  must, 
For  mine  own  part,  unfold  a  dangerous  speech, 
Though,  haply,  well  for  you. 
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Arv.  Your  danger's  ours. 

Guu  And  our  good  his. 

Bd,  Have  at  it,  then ! — 

By  leave, — thou  hadst,  great  king,  a  subject  who 
Was  called  Belarius. 

Cym,  What  of  him?  he  is 

A  banish'd  traitor. 

Bd,  He  it  is  that  hath 

Assum'd  this  age :  indeed,  a  banish'd  man ; 
I  know  not  how  a  traitor. 

Cym,  Take  him  hence : 

The  whole  world  shall  not  save  him. 

Bd,  Not  too  hot : 

First  pay  me  for  the  nursing  of  thy  sons ; 
And  let  it  be  confiscate  all,  so  soon 
As  I  have  received  it 

Cym,  Nursing  of  my  sons ! 

Bel,  I  am  too  blunt  and  saucy :  here  *s  my  knee : 
Ere  I  arise,  I  will  prefer  my  sons ; 
Then,  spare  not  the  old  father.     Mighty  Sir, 
These  two  young  gentlemen,  that  call  me  father, 
And  think  they  are  my  sons,  are  none  of  mine ; 
They  are  the  issue  of  your  loins,  my  liege, 
And  blood  of  your  begetting. 

Cym,  How !  my  issue ! 

Bel,  So  sure  as  you  your  father's.     I,  old  Morgan, 
Am  that  Belarius  whom  you  sometime  banish'd : 
Your  pleasure  was  my  mere  offence,  my  punishment 
Itself,  and  all  my  treason ;  that  I  suffered. 
Was  all  the  harm  I  did.     These  gentle  princes 
(For  such  and  so  they  are)  these  twenty  years 
Have  I  trained  up :  those  arts  they  have,  as  I 
Could  put  into  them ;  my  breeding  was.  Sir,  as 
Your  highness  knows.     Their  nurse,  Euriphile, 
Whom  for  the  theft  I  wedded,  stole  these  children 
Upon  my  banishment :  I  mov'd  her  to 't ; 
Having  received  the  punishment  before. 
For  that  which  I  did  then :  beaten  for  loyalty. 
Excited  me  to  treason :  their  dear  loss. 
The  more  of  you  'twas  felt,  the  more  it  shap'd 
Unto  my  end  of  stealing  them.     But,  gracious  Sir, 
Here  are  your  sons  agam ;  and  I  must  lose 
Two  of  the  sweet'st  companions  in  the  world  i — 
The  benediction  of  these  covering  heavens 
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Fall  on  their  heads  like  dew !  for  they  are  worthy 
To  inlay  heaven  with  stars. 

Cym,  Thou  weep'st,  and  speak'st- 

The  service,  that  you  three  have  done,  is  more 
Unlike  than  this  thou  tell'st     I  lost  my  children : 
If  these  be  they,  I  know  not  how  to  wish 
A  pair  of  worthier  sons. 

BeL  Be  pleas'd  a  while. — 

This  gentleman,  whom  I  call  Polydore, 
Most  worthy  prince,  as  yours,  is  true  Guiderius : 
This  gentleman,  my  Cadwal,  Arviragus, 
Your  younger  princely  son ;  he.  Sir,  was  lapp'd 
In  a  most  curious  mantle,  wrought  by  the  hand 
Of  his  queen  mother,  which,  for  more  probation, 
I  can  with  ease  produce. 

Cym,  Guiderius  had 

Upon  his  neck  a  mole,  a  sanguine  star ; 
It  was  a  mark  of  wonder. 

Bd,  This  is  he ; 

Who  hath  upon  him  still  that  natural  stamp : 
It  was  wise  nature's  end  in  the  donation. 
To  be  his  evidence  now. 

Cym,  O,  what,  am  I 

A  mother  to  the  birth  of  three  ?     Ne'er  mother 
Rejoic'd  deliverance  more. — Bless'd  pray  you  be. 
That,  after  this  strange  starting  from  your  orbs, 
You  may  reign  in  them  now ! — O  Imogen, 
Thou  hast  lost  by  this  a  kingdom. 

Into,  No,  my  lord  ; 

I  have  got  two  worlds  by 't — O  my  gentle  brothers, 
Have  we  thus  met  \    O,  never  say  hereafter. 
But  I  am  truest  speaker :  you  call'd  me  brother, 
When  I  was  but  your  sister ;  I  you  brothers, 
When  you  were  so  indeed. 

Cym,  Did  you  e'er  meet  ? 

An\  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

GuL  And  at  first  meeting  lov'd  ; 

Continued  so,  until  we  thought  he  died. 

Cor,  By  the  queen's  dram  she  swallow'd. 

Cym,  O  rare  instinct  I 

When  shall  I  hear  all  through  %    This  fierce  abridgment 
Hath  to  it  circumstantial  branches,  which  • 
Distinction  should  be  rich  in. — Where  ]  how  liv'd  you  ? 
And  when  came  you  to  serve  our  Roman  captive  ? 
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How  parted  with  your  brothers  1  how  first  met  themi 

Why  fled  you  from  the  court?  and  whither  1    These, 

And  your  three  motives  to  the  battle,  with 

I  know  not  how  much  more,  should  be  demanded ; 

And  all  the  other  by-dependencies, 

From  chance  to  chance :  but  nor  the  time,  nor  place, 

Will  serve  our  long  inter'gatories.     See, 

Posthumus  anchors  upon  Imogen ; 

And  she,  like  harmless  lightning,  throws  her  eye 

On  him,  her  brothers,  me,  her  master ;  hitting 

Each  object  with  a  joy :  the  counterchange 

Is  severally  in  alL — Let 's  quit  this  ground, 

And  smoke  the  temple  with  our  sacrifices. — 

[To  Beu]  Thou  art  my  brother;  so  we'll  hold  tliee  ever. 

/mo.  You  are  my  father  too  ;  and  did  reUeve  me, 
To  see  this  gracious  season. 

Cym,  All  o'erjoyVl, 

Save  these  in  bonds  :  let  them  be  joyful  too, 
For  they  shall  taste  our  comfort. 

Imo,  My  good  master, 

I  will  yet  do  you  service. 

Z//r.  Happy  be  you ! 

Cym,  The  forlorn  soldier,  that  so  nobly  fought, 
He  would  have  well  become  this  place,  and  grac  d 
The  thankings  of  a  king. 

Posf.  I  am,  Sir, 

The  soldier  that  did  company  these  three 
In  poor  beseeming ;  *twas  a  fitment  for 
The  purpose  I  then  followed. — That  I  was  he. 
Speak,  lachimo :  I  had  you  down,  and  might 
Have  made  you  finish.     . 

/acA.  [Kneeling,']  I  am  down  again : 

But  now  my  heavy  conscience  sinks  my  knee, 
As  then  your  force  did.     Take  that  life,  beseech  you 
Which  I  so  often  owe :  but  your  ring  first ; 
And  here  the  bracelet  of  the  truest  princess, 
That  ever  swore  her  faith. 

J^osL  Kneel  not  to  me : 

The  power  that  I  have  on  you  is  to  spare  you ; 
The  malice  towards  you  to  forgive  you :  live^ 
And  deal  with  others  better. 

Cym,  Nobly  doom'd  I 

We  *11  learn  our  fi-eeness  of  a  son-in-law ; 
Pardon 's  the  word  to  all 

VOU  IV'  2  K 


514  CYMBELINE.  [act  r. 

Arv.  You  holp  us,  Sir, 

As  you  did  mean  indeed  to  be  our  brother ; 

Jo/d  are  we,  that  you  are. 
Post,  Your  servant,  princes^ — Good  my  lord  of  Rome, 

Call  forth  your  soothsayer :  as  I  slept,  methought 

Great  Jupiter,  upon  his  eagle  back'd. 

Appeared  to  me,  with  other  spritely  shows 

Of  mine  own  kindred :  when  I  wak'd,  I  found 

This  label  on  my  bosom ;  whose  containing 

Is  so  from  sense  in  hardness,  that  I  can 

Make  no  collection  of  it :  let  him  show 

His  skill  in  the  construction. 
Luc,  Philarmonus, — 

Sooth,  Here,  my  good  lord. 

Luc,  Read,  and  declare  the  meaning. 

Sooth,  ^Reads,^  "  Whenas  a  lion's  whelp  shall,  to  himself  unknown, 
without  seeking  find,  and  be  embraced  by  a  piece  of  tender  air  j  and 
when  from  a  stately  cedar  shall  be  lopped  branches,  which,  being 
dead  many  years,  shall  after  revive,  be  jointed  to  the  old  stock,  and 
freshly  grow;  then  shall  Posthumus  end  his  miseries,  Britain 
fortunale,  and  flourish  in  peace  and  plenty. ' 

Thou,  Leonatus,  art  the  lion's  whelp ; 

The  fit  and  apt  construction  of  thy  name, 

Being  Leo-natus,  doth  import  so  much. 

\To  Cym.]  The  piece  of  tender  air,  thy  virtuous  daughter. 

Which  we  call  mollis  aer;  and  mollis  acr 

We  term  it  mulier:  which  mtdicr^  I  divine, 

Is  this  most  constant  wife ;  \To  Post.]  who,  even  now^ 

Answering  the  letter  of  the  oracle. 

Unknown  to  you,  unsought,  were  clipp'd  about 

With  this  most  tender  air. 
Cym,  This  hath  some  seeming . 

Sooth,  The  lofty  cedar,  royal  Cymbeline, 

Personates  thee :  and  thy  lopp'd  branches  point 

Thy  two  sons  forth  ;  who,  by  Belarius  stolen, 

For  many  years  thought  dead,  are  now  revived, 

To  the  majestic  cedar  join'd ;  whose  issue 

Promises  Britain  peace  and  plenty. 
Cym,  Well, 

My  peace  we  will  begin : — and,  Caius  Lucius, 

Although  the  victor,  we  submit  to  Caesar, 

And  to  the  Roman  empire ;  promising 

To  pay  our  wonted  tribute,  from  the  which 

We  were  dissuaded  by  our  wicked  queen  \ 


SCENE  v.]  CYMBELINE.  5 1 5 

Whom  heavens,  in  justice,  both  on  her  and  hers, 
Have  laid  most  heavy  hand. 

Sooth.  The  fingers  of  the  powers  above  do  tune 
The  harmony  of  this  peace.     The  vision. 
Which  I  made  known  to  Lucius  ere  the  stroke 
Of  this  yet  scarce-cold  battle,  at  this  instant 
Is  full  accdmpUsh'd ;  for  the  Roman  eagle, 
From  south  to  west  on  wing  soaring  aloft, 
Lessen'd  herself,  and  in  the  beams  o'  the  sun 
So  vanished  :  which  foreshowed  our  princely  eagle, 
Th'  imperial  Cajsar,  should  again  unite 
His  favour  with  the  radiant  Cymbehne, 
Which  shines  here  in  the  west 

Cym.  Laud  we  the  gods  \ 

And  let  our  crooked  smokes  climb  to  their  nostiils 
From  our  bless'd  altars.     Publish  we  this  peace 
To  all  our  subjects.     Set  we  forward :  let 
A  Roman  and  a  British  ensign  wave 
Friendly  together :  so  through  Lud's  town  march : 
And  in  the  temple  of  great  Jupiter 
Our  peace  we  '11  ratify ;  seal  it  with  feasts. — 
Set  on  there ! — Never  was  a  war  did  cease, 
Ere  bloody  hand^  were  washed,  with  mch  a  peace.        \Exeuni. 
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Diana. 

A  Bawd. 

Lords,  Ladies,  Knights,  Gentlemen,  Sailors,  Pirates,  Fisherman 

ii/f^  Messengers,  dr*r. 


SCENE, — Dispersedly  in  various  Countries, 


PERICLES,  PRINCE  OF  TYRE. 


ACT  I. 

Before  the  Palace  <2/^  Antioch. 

Enter  GoWER. 

To  sing  a  song  that  old  was  sung, 

From  ashes  ancient  Gower  is  come ; 

Assuming  man's  infirmities, 

To  glad  your  ear,  and  please  your  eye& 

It  hath  been  sung  at  festivals, 

On  ember-eves,  and  holy-ales ; 

And  lords  and  ladies  in  their  lives 

Have  read  it  for  restoratives ; 

The  purchase  is  to  make  men  glorious ; 

Et  bonum  quo  anUquitiS^  w  melius. 

If  you,  bom  in  these  latter  times, 

When  wit 's  more  ripe,  accept  my  rhymes. 

And  that  to  hear  an  old  man  sing, 

May  to  your  wishes  pleasure  brings 

1  life  would  wish,  and  that  I  might 

Waste  it  for  you,  like  taper-light — 

'iliis  Antioch,  then,  Antiochus  the  great 

Built  up,  this  city,  for  his  chiefest  seat ; 

The  fairest  in  all  Syria ; — 

I  tell  you  what  mine  authors  say : — 

This  king  unto  him  took  a  pheere, 

Who  died  and  left  a  female  heir, 

So  buxom,  blithe,  and  full  of  face, 

As  heaven  had  lent  her  all  his  grace ; 

With  whom  the  father  liking  took. 
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Anc*.  her  to  incest  did  provoke : — 

Bad  child ;  worse  father !  to  entice  his  owa 

To  evil,  should  be  done  by  none : 

By  custom,  what  they  did  begin. 

Was,  with  long  use,  account  no  sixL 

The  beauty  of  this  sinful  dame 

Made  many  princes  thither  frame. 

To  seek  her  as  a  bed-fellow. 

In  marriage  pleasures  play-fellow : 

Which  to  prevent,  he  made  a  law, — 

To  keep  her  still,  and  men  in  awe, — 

That  whoso  ask'd  her  for  his  wife, 

His  riddle  told  not,  lost  his  life : 

So  for  her  many  a  wight  did  die, 

As  yon  grim  looks  do  testify. 

What  now  ensues,  to  the  judgment  of  your  eye 

I  give,  my  cause  who  best  can  justify.  [Exif. 

SCENE  I. — ^Antioch.     A  Room  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  Antiochus,  Pericles,  and  Attendant*. 

Ant,  Young  prince  of  Tyre,  you  have  at  large  receiv'd 
The  danger  of  the  task  you  undertake. 

Per,  I  have,  Antiochus ;  and,  with  a  soul 
Emboldened  with  the  glory  of  her  praise. 
Think  death  no  hazard  in  this  enterprise. 

Ant,  Bring  in  our  daughter,  clothed  like  a  bride, 
For  the  embracements  even  of  Jove  himself; 
At  whose  conception,  (till  Lucina  reign'd,) 
Nature  this  dowry  gave,  to  glad  her  presence, 
The  senate-house  of  planets  all  did  sit. 
To  knit  in  her  their  best  perfections.  \Mu5ic, 

Enter  the  Daughter  ^Antiochus. 
Per,  See  where  she  comes,  apparelFd  like  the  spring, 
Graces  her  subjects,  and  her  thoughts  the  king 
Of  every  virtue  gives  renown  to  men ! 
Her  face  the  book  of  praises,  where  is  read 
Nothing  but  curious  pleasures,  as  from  thence 
Sorrow  were  ever  ras'd,  and  testy  wrath 
Could  never  be  her  mild  companion. 
Ye  gods,  that  made  me  man,  and  sway  in  love, 
That  have  inflam'd  desire  in  my  breast, 
To  taste  the  fruit  of  yon  celestial  tree. 
Or  die  in  the  adventure,  be  my  helps^ 
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As  I  am  son  and  servant  to  your  will, 
To  compass  such  a  boundless  happiness ! 

Ant  Prince  Pericles, — 

Per.  That  would  be  son  to  great  Antiochus. 

Ant.  Before  thee  stands  this  fair  Hesperides, 
With  golden  fruit,  but  dangerous  to  be  touched ; 
For  death-like  dragons  here  affright  thee  hard : 
Her  face,  like  heaven,  enticeth  thee  to  view 
Her  countless  glory,  which  desert  must  gain  ; 
And  which,  without  desert,  because  thine  eye 
Presumes  to  reach,  all  thy  whole  heap  must  die. 
Yon  sometime  famous  princes,  like  thyself, 
Drawn  by  report,  adventurous  by  desire, 
Tell  thee,  with  speechless  tongues,  and  semblance  pale. 
That,  without  covering,  save  yon  field  of  stars, 
They  here  stand  martyrs,  slain  in  Cupid's  wars  ; 
And  with  dead  cheeks  advise  thee  to  desist. 
For  going  on  death's  net,  whom  none  resist. 

Per.  Antiochus,  I  thank  thee,  who  hath  taught 
My  frail  mortality  to  know  itself, 
And  by  those  fearful  objects  to  prepare 
This  body,  like  to  them,  to  what  I  must : 
For  death  remember'd  should  be  like  a  mirror, 
Who  tells  us,  life 's  but  breath ;  to  trust  it,  error. 
I  '11  make  my  will,  then ;  and,  as  sick  men  do, 
\Vho  know  the  world,  see  heaven,  but  feeling  woe, 
Gripe  not  at  earthly  joys,  as  erst  they  did : 
So,  I  bequeath  a  happy  peace  to  you. 
And  all  good  men,  as  every  prince  should  do ; 
My  riches  to  the  earth  from  whence  they  came ; 

\To  the  Daughter  ^t/" Antiochus 
But  my  unspotted  fire  of  love  to  you. 
Thus,  ready  for  the  way  of  life  or  death, 
I  wait  the  sharpest  blow. 

Ant.  Scorning  advice,  read  the  conclusion,  then ; 
Which  read  and  not  expounded,  'tis  decreed. 
As  these  before  thee,  thou  thyself  shalt  bleed. 

Daugh.  Of  all,  'sa/d  yet,  mayst  thou  prove  prosperous ! 
Of  all,  'sa/d  yet,  I  wish  thee  happiness. 

Per.  Like  a  bold  champion,  I  assume  the  lists, 
Nor  ask  advice  of  any  other  thought 
But  faithfulness,  and  courage.  \Reads  the  riddle. 

**  I  am  no  viper,  yet  I  feed 
On  mother's  flesh,  which  did  me  breed ; 
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I  sought  a  husband,  in  which  labour, 
I  found  that  kindness  in  a  father : 
He  *s  father,  son,  and  husband  mild  ; 
I  mother,  wife,  and  yet  his  child. 
How  they  may  be,  and  yet  in  two, 
As  you  will  live,  resolve  it  you.'' 

Sharp  physic  is  the  last :  but,  O  you  powers ! 
That  give  heaven  countless  eyes  to  view  men's  acts, 
Why  cloud  they  not  their  sights  perpetually. 
If  this  be  true,  which  makes  me  pale  to  read  it  ? — 

[Takes  the  hand  of  the  Princess, 
Fair  glass  of  light,  I  lov'd  you,  and  could  still, 
Were  not  this  glorious  casket  stor'd  with  ill : 
But  I  must  tell  you, — now  my  thoughts  revolt ; 
For  he 's  no  man  on  whom  perfections  wait, 
That,  knowing  sin  within,  will  touch  the  gate. 
You  *re  a  fair  viol,  and  your  sense  the  strings ; 
Who,  finger'd  to  make  man  his  lawful  music. 
Would  draw  heaven  down,  and  all  the  gods,  to  hearken , 
But  being  play'd  upon  before  your  time. 
Hell  only  danceth  at  so  harsh  a  chime. 
Good^  sooth,  I  care  not  for  you. 

Ant  Prince  Pericles,  touch  not,  upon  thy  life, 
For  that 's  an  article  within  our  law. 
As  dangerous  as  the  rest.     Your  time 's  expired : 
Either  expound  now,  or  receive  your  sentence. 

Per,  Great  king. 
Few  love  to  hear  the  sins  they  love  to  act ; 
'Twould  'braid  yourself  too  near  for  me  to  tell  it 
Who  has  a  book  of  all  that  monarchs  do. 
He 's  more  secure  to  keep  it  shut,  than  shown  : 
For  vice  repeated,  is  like  the  wandering  wind. 
Blows  dust  in  others*  eyes,  to  spread  itself ; 
And  yet  the  end  of  all  is  bought  thus  dear. 
The  breath  is  gone,  and  the  sore  eyes  see  clear 
To  stop  the  air  would  hurt  them.     The  blind  mole  casts 
Copp'd  hills  towards  heaven,  to  tell  the  earth  is  tlirong'd 
By  man's  oppression ;  and  the  poor  worm  doth  die  for 't 
Kings  are  earth's  gods ;  in  vice  their  law 's  their  will ; 
And  if  Jove  stray,  who  dares  say  Jove  doth  ill  ] 
It  is  enough  you  know ;  and  it  is  fit. 
What  being  more  known  grows  worse,  to  smother  it 
All  love  the  womb  that  their  first  being  bred. 
Then  give  my  tongue  like  leave  to  love  my  head. 


SCENE  I.]  PERICLES,  PRINCE  OF  TYRE.  523 

Ant  \Asid£.']  Heaven,  that  I  had  thy  head!  he  has  found 
the  meaning : 
But  I  will  gloze  with  him. — [A/oud.]  Young  prince  of  Tyre, 
Though  by  the  tenour  of  our  strict  edict, 
Your  exposition  misinterpreting, 
We  might  proceed  to  cancel  of  your  days ; 
Yet  hope,  succeeding  from  so  fair  a  tree 
As  your  fair  self,  doth  tune  us  otherwise : 
Forty  days  longer  we  do  respite  you ; 
If  by  which  time  our  secret  be  undone. 
This  mercy  shows  we  '11  joy  in  such  a  son  : 
And  until  then  your  entertain  shall  be. 
As  doth  befjt  our  honour,  and  your  worth. 

[^Exeufii  all  except  Pericles. 

Per,  How  courtesy  would  seem  to  cover  sin, 
When  what  is  done  is  like  a  hypocrite, 
The  which  is  good  in  nothing  but  in  sight ! 
If  it  be  true  that  I  interpret  false, 
Then  were  it  certain  you  were  not  so  bad, 
As  with  foul  incest  to  abuse  your  soul ; 
Where  now  you  're  both  a  father  and  a  son. 
By  your  untimely  claspings  with  your  child, 
(Which  pleasure  fits  a  husband,  not  a  father ;) 
And  she  an  eater  of  her  mother's  flesh, 
By  the  defiling  of  her  parent's  bed ; 
And  both  like  serpents  are,  who  though  they  feed 
On  sweetest  flowers,  yet  they  poison  breed, 
Antioch,  farewell !  for  wisdom  sees,  those  men 
Blush  not  in  actions  blacker  than  the  night, 
Will  shun  no  course  to  keep  them  from  the  light. 
One  sin,  I  know,  another  doth  provoke ; 
Murder's  as  near  to  lust,  as  flame  to  smoke : 
Poison  and  treason  are  the  hands  of  sin, 
Ay,  and  the  targets,  to  put  off  the  shame : 
Then,  lest  my  life  be  cropp'd  to  keep  you  clear, 
By  flight  I  '11  shun  the  danger  which  I  fear.  \Exit 

Re-enter  Antiochus. 

Ant,  He  hath  found  the  meaning,  for  the  which  we  mean 
To  have  his  head. 

He  must  not  live  to  trumpet  forth  my  infamy. 
Nor  tell  the  world,  Antiochus  doth  sin 
In  such  a  loathbd  manner ; 
And  therefore  instantly  this  prince  must  die ; 
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For  by  his  fall  my  honour  must  keep  high. — 
Who  attends  us  there  1 

Enter  Thaliard. 

Thai,  Doth  yoiu:  highness  call? 

Ant  Thaliard, 
You  're  of  our  chamber,  and  our  mind  partakes 
Her  private  actions  to  your  secrecy : 
And  for  your  faithfulness  we  will  advance  you. 
Thaliard,  behold,  here 's  poison,  and  here 's  gold ; 
We  hate  the  prince  of  Tyre,  and  thou  must  kill  him : 
It  fits  thee  not  to  ask  the  reason  why, 
Because  we  bid  it     Say,  is  it  done  ? 

Thai.  My  lord, 

'Tis  done. 

Ant.  Enough. — 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Let  your  breath  cool  yourself,  telling  your  haste. 

Mess.  My  lord,  prince  Pericles  is  fled.  [Exit. 

Ant.  As  thou 

Wilt  live,  fly  after :  and,  as  an  arrow,  shot 
From  a  well-experienc*d  archer,  hits  the  mark 
His  eye  doth  level  at,  so  thou  ne'er  return, 
Unless  thou  say  "  Prince  Pericles  is  dead." 

Thai.  My  lord. 
If  I  can  get  him  within  my  pistol's  length, 
I  '11  make  him  sure  :  so,  farewell  to  your  highness. 

Ant  Thaliard,  adieu. —  [Exit  Thal. 

Till  Pericles  be  dead, 
My  heart  can  lend  no  succour  to  my  head.  [Exit 

SCENE  II.— Tyre.     A  Room  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  "PEKiCLESf  Helicanus,  and  otAer  Lords. 

Per.  Let  none  disturb  us. —        [Hel.  and  Lords  stand  aloof. 

Why  should  this  change  of  thoughts, 
The  sad  companion,  duU-ejr'd  melancholy. 
Be  my  so  us'd  a  guest,  as  not  an  hour, 
In  the  dajr's  glorious  walk,  or  peaceful  night, 
(The  tomb  where  grief  should  sleep,)  can  breed  me  quiet? 
Here  pleasures  court  mine  eyes,  and  mine  eyes  shun  them : 
And  danger,  which  I  fear'd,  is  at  Antioch, 
Whose  arm  seems  far  too  short  to  hit  me  here : 
Yet  neither  pleasure's  art  can  joy  my  spirits, 
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Nor  yet  the  other's  distance  comfort  me. 

Then  it  is  thus :  the  passions  of  the  mind, 

That  have  their  first  conception  by  mis-dread, 

Have  after-nourishment  and  life  by  care  ; 

And  what  was  first  but  fear  what  might  be  done, 

Grows  elder  now,  and  cares  it  be  not  done. 

And  so  with  me : — the  great  Antiochus 

('Gainst  whom  I  am  too  little  to  contend, 

Since  he 's  so  great,  can  make  his  will  his  act) 

Will  think  me  speaking,  though  I  swear  to  silence  ; 

Nor  boots  it  me  to  say  I  honour  him. 

If  he  suspect  I  may  dishonour  him : 

And  what  may  make  him  blush  in  being  known, 

He  '11  stop  the  course  by  which  it  might  be  known. 

With  hostile  forces  he  '11  o'erspread  the  land, 

And  with  the  ostent  of  war  will  look  so  huge, 

Amazement  shall  drive  courage  from  the  state ; 

Our  men  be  vanquished  ere  they  do  resist. 

And  subjects  punish'd  that  ne'er  thought  offence : 

Which  care  of  them,  not  pity  of  myself, 

(Who  am  no  more  but  as  the  tops  of  trees. 

Which  fence  the  roots  they  grow  by,  and  defend  them,) 

Makes  both  my  body  pine,  and  soul  to  languish. 

And  punish  that  before,  that  he  would  punish. 

[Hel.  and  Lords  draw  near. 

1  Lord.  Joy  and  all  comfort  in  your  sacred  breast ! 

2  Lord,  And  keep  your  mind,  till  you  return  to  us, 
Peaceful  and  comfortable. 

Hd,  Peace,  peace,  and  give  experience  tongue. 
They  do  abuse  the  king^  that  flatter  him : 
For  flattery  b  the  bellows  blows  up  sin  ; 
The  thing  the  which  is  flatter'd,  but  a  spark, 
To  which  that  blast  gives  heat  and  stronger  glowing ; 
Whereas  reproof,  obedient,  and  in  order, 
Fits  kings,  as  they  are  men,  for  they  may  err. 
When  signior  Sooth,,  here,  does  proclaim  a  peace, 
He  flatters  you,  makes  war  upon  your  life. 
Prince,  pardon  me,  or  strike  me,  if  you  please ; 
[Kneeiing.'\  I  cannot  be  much  lower  than  my  knees. 

Per.  All  leave  us  else  ;  but  let  your  cares  o'er-look 
What  shipping  and  what  lading 's  in  our  haven, 
And  then  return  to  us. —  [Exeunt  Lords. 

Helicanus,  thou 
Hast  mov^d  us :  what  seest  thou  in  our  looks! 
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HeL  An  angry  brow,  dread  lord. 

Per,  If  there  be  such  a  dart  in  prince's  frowns, 
How  durst  thy  tongue  move  anger  to  our  face  ? 

Hd,  How  dare  the  plants  look  up  to  heaven,  from  whence 
They  have  their  nourishment  % 

Per,  Thou  know'st  I  have  power 

To  take  thy  life  from  thee. 

Hel.  I  have  ground  the  axe  myself ; 

Do  you  but  strike  the  blow. 

Per,  Rise,  pr'ythee,  rise. 

Sit  down  :  thou  art  no  flatterer : 
I  thank  thee  for  it ;  and  heaven  forbid, 
That  kings  should  let  their  ears  hear  their  faults  hid ! 
Fit  counsellor,  and  servant  for  a  prince, 
Who  by  thy  wisdom  mak'st  a  prince  thy  servant, 
What  wouldst  thou  have  me  do  1 

Hel,  To  bear  with  patience 

Such  griefs  as  you  yourself  do  lay  upon  yourself 

Per,  Thou  speak'st  like  a  physician,  Helicanus, 
That  minister'st  a  potion  unto  me. 
That  thou  wouldst  tremble  to  receive  thyself. 
Attend  me,  then :  I  went  to  Antioch, 
Where,  as  thou  know'st,  against  the  face  of  death, 
I  sought  the  purchase  of  a  glorious  beauty, 
From  whence  an  issue  I  might  propagate. 
Are  arms  to  princes,  and  bring  joys  to  subjects. 
Her  face  was  to  mine  eye  beyond  all  wonder ; 
The  rest  (hark  in  thine  ear)  as  black  as  incest : 
Which  by  my  knowledge  found,  the  sinful  father 
Seem'd  not  to  strike,  but  smooth :  but  thou  know'st  ihia, 
'Tis  time  to  fear,  when  tyrants  seem  to  kiss. 
Which  fear  so  grew  in  me,  I  hither  fled. 
Under  the  covering  of  a  careful  night. 
Who  seem'd  my  good  protector :  and,  being  here, 
Bethought  me  what  was  past,  what  might  succeed. 
I  knew  him  tyrannous ;  and  tyrants'  fears 
Decrease  not,  but  grow  faster  than  the  years. 
And  should  he  doubt  it,  (as  no  doubt  he  doth,) 
That  I  should  open  to  the  listening  air. 
How  many  worthy  princes'  bloods  were  shed. 
To  keep  his  bed  of  blackness  unlaid  ope, — 
To  lop  that  doubt  he  '11  fill  this  land  with  arms. 
And  make  pretence  of  wrong  that  I  have  done  him ; 
When  all,  for  mine,  if  I  may  call't,  offence, 
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Must  feel  war*s  blow,  who  spares  not  innocence : 
Which  love  to  all,— of  which  thyself  art  one, 
Who  now  reprov'st  me  for  it, — 

Hd.  Alas,  Sir ! 

Per.  Drew  sleep  out  of  mine  eyes,  blood  from  my  cheeks, 
Musings  into  my  mind,  with  thousand  doubts 
How  I  might  stop  this  tempest,  ere  it  came ; 
And  finding  little  comfort  to  relieve  them, 
I  thought  it  princely  charity  to  grieve  them. 

Hel.  Well,  my  lord,  since  you  have  given  me  leave  to  speak, 
Freely  will  I  speak.     Antiochus  you  fear. 
And  justly  too,  I  think,  you  fear  the  tyrant. 
Who  either  by  public  war,  or  private  treason. 
Will  take  away  your  life. 
Therefore,  my  lord,  go  travel  for  a  while. 
Till  that  his  rage  and  anger  be  forgot. 
Or  till  the  Destinies  do  cut  his  thread  of  hfe. 
Your  rule  direct  to  any ;  if  to  me. 
Day  serves  not  light  more  faithful  than  I  '11  be. 

Per,  I  do  not  doubt  thy  faith ; 

But  should  he  wrong  my  liberties  in  my  absence  ? 

Hel.  We  '11  mingle  our  bloods  together  in  the  earth. 
From  whence  we  had  our  being  and  our  birth. 

Per,  Tyre,  I  now  look  from  thee,  then,  and  to  Tharsus 
Intend  my  travel,  where  I  '11  hear  fi-om  thee ; 
And  by  whose  letters  I  '11  dispose  myself. 
The  care  I  had,  and  have,  of  subjects*  good, 
On  thee  I  lay,  whose  wisdom's  strength  can  bear  it 
I  '11  take  thy  word  for  faith,  not.  ask  thine  oath : 
Who  shuns  not  to  break  one,  will  sure  crack  both : 
But  in  our  orbs  we  '11  live  so  round  and  safe. 
That  time  of  both  this  truth  shall  ne'er  convince. 
Thou  show'dst  a  subject's  shine,  I  a  true  prince.        [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III.— Tyre.     An  Ante-Chamber  in  tfie  Palace. 

Enter  Thaliard. 

Thai,  So,  this  is  T)rre,  and  this  the  court.  Here  must  I  kill  king 
Pericles ;  and  if  I  do  not,  I  am  sure  to  be  hanged  at  home :  'tis  dan- 
gerous.— Well,  I  perceive  he  was  a  wise  fellow,  and  had  good  dis- 
cretion, that,  being  bid  to  ask  what  he  would  of  the  king,  desired  he 
might  know  none  of  his  secrets :  now  do  I  see  he  had  some  reason 
for  it ;  for  if  a  king  bid  a  man  be  a  villain,  he  is  bound  by  the  inden- 
ture of  his  oath  to  be  one. — Hush  !  here  come  the  lords  of  Tyre. 
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Enter  Heucanus,  Escanes,  and  other  Lords. 

Hil.  You  shall  not  need,  my  fellow  peers  of  Tyre, 
Farther  to  question  me  of  your  king's  departure : 
His  seal'd  commission,  left  in  trust  with  me, 
Doth  speak  sufficiently,  he 's  gone  to  travel. 

Thai,  [Aside,']  How  I  the  king  gone ! 

Bel,  If  farther  yet  you  will  be  satisfied, 
Why,  as  it  were  unlicensed  of  your  loves, 
He  would  depart,  I  *11  give  some  light  unto  you. 
Being  at  Antioch — 

T/ial,  [Aside.]  What  from  Antioch  ? 

Hel,  Royal  Antiochus  (on  what  cause  I  know  not) 
Took  some  displeasure  at  him ;  at  least,  he  judged  so : 
And  doubting  lest  that  he  had  err'd  or  sinn'd, 
To  show  his  sorrow,  he  'd  correct  himself; 
So  puts  himself  unto  the  shipman's  toil. 
With  whom  each  minute  threatens  life  or  death. 

Thai,  [Aside.]  Well,  I  perceive 
I  shall  not  be  hang*d  now,  although  I  would ; 
But  since  he 's  gone,  the  king's  seas  must  please  : 
He  'scap'd  the  land,  to  perish  at  the  sea. — 
I  '11  present  myself. — [Aiotid.]  Peace  to  the  lords  of  Tyre. 

Hei,  Lord  Thaliard  from  Antiochus  is  welcome. 

Thai,  From  him  I  come. 
With  message  unto  princely  Pericles ; 
But  since  my  landing  I  have  understood 
Your  lord  hath  betook  himself  to  unknown  travels, 
My  message  must  return  from  whence  it  came. 

Hei,  We  have  no  reason  to  desire  it, 
Commended  to  our  master,  not  to  us : 
Yet,  ere  you  shall  depart,  this  we  desire, — 
As  friends  to  Antioch,  we  may  feast  in  Tyre.  [Exeunt, 


SCENE  IV. — Tharsus.     A  Room  in  the  Governor^ s  House. 

Enter  Cleon,  Dionyza,  and  Attendants. 

Cie.  My  Dionyza,  shall  we  rest  us  here. 
And  by  relating  tales  of  other's  griefs. 
See  if  'twill  teach  us  to  forget  our  own  1 

Die.  That  were  to  blow  at  fire  in  hope  to  quench  it ; 
For  who  digs  hills  because  they  do  aspire. 
Throw's  down  one  mountain  to  cast  up  a  higher. 
O  my  distressed  lord,  even  such  our  griefs ; 
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Here  they  're  but  felt,  and  seen  with  mischiefs  eyes, 
J^ut  like  to  groves,  being  topp'd,  they  higher  rise. 

Clc  O  Dionyza, 
Who  wanteth  food,  and  will  not  say  he  wants  it, 
Or  can  conceal  his  hunger,  till  he  famish  ? 
Our  tongues  and  sorrows  do  sound  deep 
Our  woes  into  the  air ;  our  eyes  do  weep. 
Till  tongues  fetch  breath  that  may  proclaim  them  louder  \ 
That,  if  heaven  slumber,  while  their  creatures  want, 
They  may  awake  their  helps  to  comfort  them. 
I  '11,  then,  discourse  our  woes,  felt  several  years. 
And,  wanting  breath  to  speak,  help  me  with  tears. 

Dio.  I  '11  do  my  best,  Sir. 

CU,  This  Tharsus  o'er  which  I  have  the  government, 
A  city  on  whom  plenty  held  full  hand, 
For  riches  strew'd  herself  even  in  the  streets ; 
Whose  towers  bore  heads  so  high  they  kiss'd  the  clouds, 
And  strangers  ne'er  beheld,  but  wonder'd  at ; 
Whose  men  and  dames  so  jetted,  and  adorn'd 
Like  one  another's  glass  to  trim  them  by : 
Their  tables  were  stor'd  full,  to  glad  the  sight. 
And  not  so  much  to  feed  on  as  delight ; 
All  poverty  was  scom'd,  and  pride  so  great, 
The  name  of  help  grew  odious  to  repeat 

Dio,  O,  'tis  too  true. 

Ck,  But  see  what  heaven  can  do  !     By  this  our  change, 
These  mouths,  whom  but  of  late,  earth,  sea,  and  air, 
Were  all  too  little  to  content  and  please. 
Although  they  gave  their  creatures  in  abundance. 
As  houses  are  defil'd  for  want  of  use. 
They  are  now  starv'd  for  want  of  exercise : 
Those  palates,  who,  not  yet  two  summers  younger, 
Must  have  inventions  to  delight  the  taste. 
Would  now  be  glad  of  bread,  and  beg  for  it : 
Those  mothers,  who,  to  nousle  up  their  babes 
Thought  naught  too  curious,  are  ready  now 
To  eat  those  little  darlings  whom  they  lov'd. 
So  sharp  are  hunger's  teeth,  that  man  and  wife 
Draw  lots,  who  first  shall  die  to  lengthen  life. 
Here  stands  a  lord,  and  there  a  lady  weeping ; 
Here  many  sink,  yet  those  which  see  them  iall 
Have  scarce  strength  left  to  give  them  burial 
Is  not  this  true  f 

Die,  Our  cheeks  and  hollow  eyes  do  witness  iw 

VOL,  IV.  2  1 
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.    Cle,  O,  let  those  cities,  that  of  plent/s  cup 
And  her  prosperities  so  largely  taste, 
With  their  superfluous  riots,  hear  these  tears  i 
The  misery  of  Tharsus  may  be  theirs. 

Enter  a  Lord. 

Lord.  Where's  the  lord  governor? 

Ci€.  Here. 
Speak  out  thy  sorrows  which  thou  bring'st,  in  ha^e. 
For  comfort  is  too  far  for  us  to  expect 

Lord,  We  have  descried,  upon  our  neighbouring  shore, 
*  A  portly  sail  of  ships  make  hitherward. 

Cie.  I  thought  as  much. 
One  sorrow  never  comes,  but  brings  an  heir 
That  may  succeed  as  his  inheritor ; 
And  so  in  ours  :  some  neighbouring  nation, 
Taking  advantage  of  our  misery, 
Hath  stuff*'d  these  hollow  vessels  with  their  power. 
To  beat  us  down,  the  which  are  down  already ; 
And  make  a  conquest  of  unhappy  me. 
Whereas  no  glory 's  got  to  overcome. 

Lord,  That 's  the  least  fear ;  for,  by  the  semblance 
Of  their  white  flags  displayed,  they  bring  us  peace. 
And  come  to  us  as  favourers,  not  as  foes. 

CU,  Thou  speak'st  like  him 's  untutor'd  to  repeat 
Who  makes  the  fairest  show  means  most  deceit. 
But  bring  they  what  they  will,  and  what  they  can. 
What  need  we  fear  1 

The  ground 's  the  lowest,  and  we  are  half  way  there. 
Go  tell  their  general  we  attend  him  here. 
To  know  for  what  he  comes,  and  whence  he  comes. 
And  what  he  craves. 

Lord,  I  go,  my  lord.  \Ext£ 

Cie,  Welcome  is  peace,  if  he  on  peace  consist ; 
If  wars,  we  are  unable  to  resist. 

Enter  Pericles,  with  Attendants. 

Per,  Lord  governor,  for  so  we  hear  you  are. 
Let  not  our  ships  and  number  of  our  men, 
Be,  like  a  beacon  fir'd,  to  amaze  your  eyes. 
We  have  heard  your  miseries  as  far  as  Tyre, 
And  seen  the  desolation  of  your  streets  : 
Nor  come  we  to  add  sorrow  to  your  tears, 
But  to  relieve  them  of  their  heavy  load  : 
And  these  our  ships  you  happily  may  think 
Are,  like  the  Trojan  horse,  war-stulf'd  within 
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With  bloody  veins,  expecting  overthrow, 

Are  stored  with  com  to  make  your  needy  bread, 

And  give  them  life  whom  hunger  starved  half  dead. 

All,  {Kneeling?^  The  gods  of  Greece  protect  you! 
And  we  'II  pray  for  you. 

Per,  Rise,  I  pray  you,  rise : 

We  do  not  look  for  reverence,  but  for  love. 
And  harbourage  for  ourself,  our  ships,  and  men. 

Cle,  The  which  when  any  shall  not  gratify, 
Or  pay  you  with  unthankfulness  in  thought. 
Be  it  our  >vives,  our  children,  or  ourselves, 
The  curse  of  heaven  and  men  succeed  their  evils ! 
Till  when,  (the  which,  I  hope,  shall  ne'er  be  seen,) 
Your  grace  is  welcome  to  our  to\^Ti  and  us. 

Per,  Which  welcome  we  41  accept ;  feast  here  a  while, 
Until  our  stars  that  frown  lend  us  a  smile.  \Exeunt 


i«e«- 


ACT  II. 

EnUr  GOWER. 

Gcw,  Here  have  you  seen  a  mighty  king 
His  child,  I  wis,  to  incest  bring ; 
A  better  prince,  and  benign  lord, 
That  will  prove  a^vful  both  in  deed  and  word 
Be  quiet,  then,  as  men  should  be. 
Till  he  hath  pass'd  necessity. 
I  '11  show  you  those  in  troubles  reign, 
Losing  a  mite,  a  mountain  gain. 
The  good  in  conversation 
(To  whom  I  give  my  benison) 
Is  still  at  Tharsus,  where  each  man 
Thinks  all  is  writ  he  spoken  can : 
And,  to  remember  what  he  does, 
Build  his  statue  to  make  him  glorious : 
But  tidings  to  the  contrary 
Are  brought  your  eyes ;  what  need  speak  I ! 

DUMB  SHOW. 
Enier^  from  one  side^  Pericles,  talking  with  Cleon  ;  their  trains  with  them. 
Enter ^  from  the  other  side^  a  Gentleinan,  with  a  letter  to  Pericles  ;  who  shoios 
the  letter  to  Cleon  ;  then  gives  the  Messenger  a  reivard^  and  knights  him. 
Exeunt  Pericles,  Cleon,  ^c,  severally. 
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Gow>  Good  Helicane  hath  stay'd  at  home, 
Not  to  eat  honey  like  a  drone, 
From  others'  labours ;  for  though  he  strive 
To  killen  bad,  keep  good  alive ; 
And,  to  fulfil  his  prince*  desire, 
Sends  word  of  all  that  haps  in  Tyre  : 
How  Thaliard  came  full  bent  with  sin 
And  hid  intent  to  murder  him  ; 
And  that  in  Tharsus  was  not  best 
Longer  for  him  to  make  his  rest. 
He,  knowing  so,  put  forth  to  seas. 
Where  when  men  been,  there 's  seldom  ease  \ 
For  now  the  wind  begins  to  blow ; 
Thunder  above,  and  deeps  below. 
Make  such  unquiet,  that  the  ship 
Should  house  him  safe,  is  wrecked  and  split ; 
And  he,  good  prince,  having  all  lost, 
By  waves  from  coast  to  coast  is  tost : 
All  perishen  of  man,  of  pelf, 
Ne  aught  escapen  but  himself; 
Till  fortune,  tir'd  with  doing  bad. 
Threw  him  ashore,  to  give  him  glad : 
And  here  he  comes.     What  shall  be  next, 
Pardon  old  Gower, — this  'longs  the  text  \Exit. 


SCENE  I. — Pentapolis.     An  open  Place  by  the  Sea-side. 

Enter  Pericles,  wet. 
Per,  Yet  cease  your  ire,  you  angry  stars  of  heaven  ! 
Wind,  rain,  and  thunder,  remember,  earthly  man 
Is  but  a  substance  that  must  yield  to  you ; 
And  I,  as  fits  my  nature,  do  obey  you : 
Alas,  the  sea  hath  cast  me  on  the  rocks, 
Wash'd  me  from  shore  to  shore,  and  left  me  breath 
Nothing  to  think  on,  but  ensuing  death : 
Let  it  suffice  the  greatness  of  your  powers. 
To  have  bereft  a  prince  of  all  his  fortunes ; 
And  having  thrown  him  from  your  watery  grave, 
Here  to  have  death  in  peace  is  all  he  '11  crave. 

Eftter  three  Fishermen. 

1  JFish.  \Vhat,  ho.  Pilch ! 

2  Fish,  Ho,  come,  and  bring  away  the  nets  I 
I  ^ish.  What,  Patch-breech,  I  say! 
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3  Fish,  What  say  you,  master  ? 

I  Fish,  Look  how  thou  stirrest  now !  come  away,  or  I  *11  fetch 
thee  with  a  wannioru 

3  Fish,  Taith,  master,  I  am  thinking  of  the  poor  men,  that  were 
cast  away  before  us  even  now. 

I  Fish,  Alas,  poor  souls !  it  grieved  my  heart  to  hear  what  pitiful 
cries  they  made  to  us  to  help  them,  when,  well-a-day,  we  could 
scarce  help  ourselves. 

3  Fish,  Nay,  master,  said  not  I  as  much,  when  I  saw  the  porpus, 
how  he  bounced  and  tumbled]  they  say,  they  are  half  fish,  half 
flesh  :  a  plague  on  them  !  they  ne'er  come,  but  I  look  to  be  washed. 
Master,  I  marvel  how  the  fishes  live  in  the  sea. 

1  Fish,  Why,  as  men  do  a-land, — the  great  ones  eat  up  the  little 
ones:  I  can  compare  our  rich  misers  to  nothing  so  fitly  as  to  a 
whale ;  'a  plays  and  tumbles,  driving  the  poor  fry  before  him,  and  at 
last  devours  them  all  at  a  mouthful :  such  whales  have  I  heard  on 
o'  the  land,  who  never  leave  gaping,  till  they  Ve  swallowed  the  whole 
I)arish,  church,  steeple,  bells,  and  all. 

Per,  \Aside^  A  pretty  moral. 

3  Fish,  But,  master,  if  I  had  been  the  sexton,  I  would  have  been 
that  day  in  the  belfry. 

2  Fish,  Why,  man  \ 

3  Fish,  Because  he  should  have  swallowed  me  too :  and  when  I 
had  been  in  his  belly,  I  would  have  kept  such  a  jangling  of  the  bells, 
that  he  should  never  have  left,  till  he  cast  bells,  steeple,  church, 
and  parish,  up  again.  But  if  the  good  king  Simonides  were  of  my 
mind, — 

Per.  [Asi/fe,]  Simonides? 

3  Fish,  We  would  purge  the  land  of  these  drones,  that  rob  the 
bee  of  her  honey. 

Per.  [Aside.]  How  from  the  finny  subject  of  the  sea 
These  fishers  tell  the  infirmities  of  men ; 
And  from  their  watery  empire  recollect 
All  that  may  men  approve,  or  men  detect ! — 
[Aloud,]  Peace  be  at  your  labour,  honest  fishermen. 

2  Fish,  Honest !  good  fellow,  what 's  that  1  if  it  be  a  day  fits  you, 
search  out  of  the  calendar,  and  no  body  look  after  it 

Per,  You  may  see,  the  sfia  hath  cast  upon  your  coast — 

2  Fish,  What  a  drunken  knave  was  the  sea,  to  cast  thee  in  our 
way! 

Per,  A  man  whom  both  the  waters  and  the  wind. 
In  that  vast  tennis-court,  have  made  the  ball 
For  them  to  play  upon,  entreats  you  pity  him ; 
He  asks  of  you,  that  never  us'd  to  beg. 
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1  Fish,  No,  friend,  cannot  you  beg?  here's  them  in  our  country 
of  Greece,  gets  more  with  begging,  than  we  can  do  with  working. 

2  Fish,  Canst  thou  catch  any  fishes,  then  ? 
Per,  I  never  practised  it 

2  Fish,  Nay,  then  thou  wilt  starve,  sure ;  for  here 's  nothing  to  be 
got  now-a-days,  unless  thou  canst  fish  for 't. 

Per,  What  I  have  been,  I  have  forgot  to  know ; 
But  what  I  am,  want  teaches  me  to  think  on : 
A  man  thronged  up  with  cold  :  my  veins  are  chill, 
And  have  no  more  of  life,  than  may  suffice 
To  give  my  tongue  that  heat  to  ask  your  help ; 
Which  if  you  shall  refuse,  when  I  am  dead, 
For  that  I  am  a  man,  pray  see  me  buried. 

1  Fish,  Die  quoth-a]  Now,  gods  forbid  it !  I  have  a  gowm  here  ; 
come,  put  it  on;  keep  thee  warm.  Now,  afore  me,  a  handsome 
fellow  I  Come,  thou  shalt  go  home,  and  we  '11  have  flesh  for  holi- 
days, fish  for  fasting-days,  and  moreover  puddings  and  flap-jacks; 
and  thou  shalt  be  welcome. 

Per,  I  thank  you.  Sir. 

2  Fish,  Hark  you,  my  friend,  you  said  you  could  not  beg. 
Per.  I  did  but  crave. 

2  Fish,  But  crave !  Then  I  '11  turn  craver  too,  and  so  I  shall 
'scape  whipping. 

Per,  Why,  are  all  your  beggars  whipped,  then  ? 

2  Fish,  O,  not  all,  my  friend,  not  all ;  for  if  all  your  beggars  were 
whipped,  I  would  wish  no  better  office  than  to  be  beadle. — But, 
master,  I  '11  go  draw  up  the  net.  \Exit  with  third  Fisherman. 

Per,  [Aside.]  How  well  this  honest  mirth  becomes  their  labour ! 

I  Fish.  Hark  you.  Sir ;  do  you  know  where  you  are  i 

Per,  Not  well. 

I  Fish,  Why,  I  'II  tell  you :  this  is  called  Pentapolis,  and  our  king, 
the  good  Simonides. 

Per.  The  good  king  Simonides,  do  you  call  him  ] 

I  Fish.  Ay,  Sir ;  and  he  deserves  to  be  so  called,  for  his  peaceable 
reign,  and  good  government 

Per,  He  is  a  happy  king,  since  he  gains  from  his  subjects  the 
name  of  good  by  his  government  How  far  is  his  court  distant  fi^om 
ihis  shore] 

I  Fish,  Marry,  Sir,  half  a  day's  journey :  and  I  '11  tell  you,  he  hath 
a  fair  daughter,  and  to-morrow  is  her  birth-day ;  and  there  are  princes 
and  knights  come  from  all  parts  of  the  world,  to  just  and  tourney  for 
her  love. 

Per,  Were  my  fortunes  equal  to  my  desires,  I  could  wish  to  iftake 
one  there. 


SCENE  I.]  PERICLES,  PRINCE  OF  TYRE.  535 

1  Fish,  O,  Sir,  things  must  be  as  they  may ;  and  what  a  man  cannot 
get,  he  may  lawfully  deal  for, — his  wife's  souL 

Re-enUr  second  and  third  Fishennen,  drawing  up  a  net 

2  Fish,  Help,  master,  help  !  here 's  a  fish  hangs  in  the  net,  like  a 
l)oor  man's  right  in  the  law ;  'twill  hardly  come  out  Ha !  bots  on 't, 
'lis  come  at  last,  and  'tis  turned  to  a  rusty  armour. 

Per,  An  armour,  friends !     I  pray  you,  let  me  see  it — 
Thanks,  fortune,  yet,  that  after  all  my  crosses, 
Thou  giv'st  me  somewhat  to  repair  myself; 
And  though  it  was  mine  own,  part  of  my  heritage, 
Which  my  dead  father  did  bequeath  to  me, 
With  this  strict  charge,  even  as  he  left  his  life, 
*'  Keep  it,  my  Pericles ;  it  hath  been  a  shield 
'Twixt  me  and  death ;" — and  pointed  to  this  brace ; — 
"  For  that  it  sav'd  me,  keep  it ;  in  like  necessity. 
The  which  the  gods  protect  thee  from !  it  may  defend  thee." 
It  kept  where  I  kept,  I  so  dearly  lov'd  it; 
Till  the  rough  seas,  that  spare  not  any  man. 
Took  it  in  rage,  though  calm'd,  have  given 't  again : 
I  thank  thee  for 't :  my  shipwreck  now 's  no  ill, 
Since  I  have  here  my  father's  gift  in 's  will 

I  Fish,  What  mean  you,  Sir] 

Fcr,  To  beg  of  you,  kind  friends,  this  coat  of  worth, 
For  it  was  sometime  target  to  a  king ; 
I  know  it  by  this  mark.     He  lov'd  me  dearly, 
And,  for  his  sake,  I  wish  the  having  of  it ; 
And  that  you  'd  guide  me  to  your  sovereign's  court, 
Where  with  it  I  may  appear  a  gentleman ; 
And  if  that  ever  my  low  fortunes  better, 
I  '11  pay  yoiu*  bounties  ;  till  then,  rest  your  debtor. 

T  Fish,  Why,  wilt  thou  tourney  for  the  ladyl 

Per,  I  '11  show  the  virtue  I  have  borne  in  arms. 

1  Fish,  Why,  do  ye  take  it ;  and  the  gods  give  thee  good  on 't ! 

2  Fish,  Ay,  but  hark  you,  my  friend ;  'twas  we  that  made  up  this 
garment  through  the  rough  seams  of  the  waters :  there  are  certain 
condolements,  certain  vails.  I  hope,  Sir,  if  you  thrive,  you  '11  re- 
member from  whence  you  had  it 

Per,  Believe  it,  I  will. 

By  your  fartherance  I  am  cloth'd  in  steel ; 
And,  spite  of  all  the  rapture  of  the  sea, 
Tliis  jewel  holds  his  biding  on  my  arm : 
Unto  thy  value  will  I  mount  myself 
Upon  a  courser,  whose  deliijrhtful  steps 


536  PERICLES,  PRINCE  OF  TYRE.  [act  ii. 

Shall  make  the  gazer  joy  to  see  him  tread. — 

Only,  my  friend,  I  yet  am  unprovided 

Of  a  pair  of  bases. 
2  Fish,  We  '11  sure  provide :  thou  shalt  have  my  best  gown  to 
make  thee  a  pair ;  and  I  'U  bring  thee  to  the  court  myself. 
Per,  Then  honour  be  but  a  goal  to  my  will, 

This  day  I  '11  rise,  or  else  add  ill  to  ilL  [ExeunK 


SCENE  II. — Pentapolis.  A  Platform  leading  to  the  Lists,  A 
Pavilion  near  ity  for  the  reception  of  the  King,  Princess,  Ladies, 
Lords,  &*€. 

Enter  SiMONlDES,  Thaisa,  Lords,  and  Attendants. 

Sim,  Are  the  knights  ready  to  begin  the  triumph  ^ 
I  Lord.  They  are,  my  liege  ; 

And  stay  your  coming  to  present  themselves. 
Sim,  Return  them,  we  are  ready ;  and  our  daughter, 

In  honour  of  whose  birth  these  triumphs  are, 

Sits  here,  like  beauty's  child,  whom  nature  gat        * 

For  men  to  see,  and  seeing  wonder  at  \^Exit  a  Lord. 

Thai,  It  pleaseth  you,  my  royal  father,  to  express 

My  commendations  great,  whose  merit 's  less. 
Sim,  'Tis  fit  it  should  be  so ;  for  princes  are 

A  model,  which  heaven  makes  like  to  itself: 

As  jewels  lose  their  glory  if  neglected. 

So  princes  their  renown,  if  not  respected. 

'Tis  now  your  honour,  daughter,  to  explain 

The  labour  of  each  knight  in  his  device. 
Thai,  Which,  to  preserve  mine  honour,  I  '11  perfomi. 

Enter  a  Knight :  he  passes  over^  and  his  Squire  presents  his  shield  to  the  Princess, 

Sim,  Who  is  the  first  that  doth  prefer  himself? 
Thai,  A  knight  of  Sparta,  my  renownM  father ; 

And  the  device  he  bears  upon  his  shield 

Is  a  black  Ethiop,  reaching  at  the  sun ; 

The  word,  Ltix  tua  vita  mihi. 
Sim.  He  loves  you  well  that  holds  his  life  of  you. 

[The  second  Knight  passes  aver. 

Who  is  the  second  that  presents  himself] 
Thai,  A  prince  of  Macedon,  my  royal  father ; 

And  the  device  he  bears  upon  his  shield 

Is  an  arm'd  knight,  that 's  conquer'd  by  a  lady ; 

The  motto  thus,  in  Spanish,  Piu  per  dul(ura  que  per  fturfa. 

[The  third  Knight  passes  oven 
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Sim,  And  what  *s  the  third  1 

T/hiL  The  third  of  Antioch ; 

And  his  device,  a  wreath  of  chivalry ; 
The  word,  Me  pompa  provexit  apex, 

\The fourth  YjCii^X passes  az'cr. 

Sim,  What  is  the  fourth  ? 

Thai,  A  burning  torch,  that 's  turned  upside  down ; 
The  word,  Quod  me  aiit,  me  extinguit, 

Sim,  Which  shows  that  beauty  hath  his  power  and  will, 
Which  can  as  well  inflame,  as  it  can  kill. 

[The fifth  Kn\g\\t passes  over. 

Thai,  The  fifth,  a  hand  environed  with  clouds, 
Holding  out  gold  that's  by  the  touchstone  tried ; 
The  motto  thus.  Sic  spectanda  fides, 

[The  sixth  Knight  passes  over, 

Sim,  And  what's  the  sixth  and  last,  the  which  the  knigin 
With  such  a  graceful  courtesy  deliver'd  ?  [himself 

Thai,  He  seems  to  be  a  stranger ;  but  his  present  is 
A  wither'd  branch,  that 's  only  green  at  top  ; 
The  motto,  In  /lac  spe  vivo, 

Sim,  A  pretty  moral ; 
From  the  dejected  state  wherein  he  is, 
He  hopes  by  you  his  fortunes  yet  may  flourish. 

1  Lord,  He  had  need  mean  better,  than  his  outward  show 
Can  any  way  speak  in  his  just  commend ; 

For,  by  his  rusty  outside,  he  appears 

To  have  practis'd  more  the  whipstock,  than  the  lance. 

2  Lord,  He  well  may  be  a  stranger,  for  he  comes 
To  an  honour'd  triumph  strangely  furnished. 

3  Lord.  And  on  set  purpose  let  his  armour  rust 
Until  this  day,  to  scour  it  in  the  dust. 

Sim.  Opinion 's  but  a  fool,  that  makes  us  scan 
The  outward  habit  by  the  inward  man. 
But  stay,  the  knights  are  coming :  we  '11  withdraw 
Into  the  gallery. 

[Exeunt,     Great  shouts,  and  ail  cry,  "  The  mean  knight  I " 

SCENE  III.— Pentapolis.     A  Hail  of  State :  a  Banquet  prepared. 

EnUr  SiMONiDES,  Thaisa^  Marshal,  Ladies,  Lords,  Attendants,  am/ /^Knights 

from  tilting, 

Sim,  Knights, 
To  say  you  're  welcome  were  superfluous. 
To  place  upon  the  volume  of  your  deeds. 
As  in  a  title-page,  your  worth  in  arms, 
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Were  more  than  you  expect,  or  more  than 's  fit, 
Since  every  worth  in  show  commends  itself. 
Prepare  for  mirth,  for  mirth  becomes  a  feast : 
You  are  princes,  and  my  guests. 

Thai,  But  you,  my  knight  and  guest  ,• 

To  whom  this  wreath  of  victory  I  give, 
And  crown  you  king  of  this  day's  happiness. 

Per.  'Tis  more  by  fortune,  lady,  than  by  merit. 

Sim,  Call  it  by  what  you  will,  the  day  is  yours ; 
And  here,  I  hope,  is  none  that  envies  it 
In  framing  an  artist,  art  hath  thus  decreed, 
To  make  some  good,  but  others  to  exceed  ; 
And  you  're  her  labour'd  scholar. — Come,  queen  o'  the  feast, 
(For,  daughter,  so  you  are,)  here  take  your  place : 
Marshal  the  rest,  as  they  deserve  their  grace. 

Knights,  We  are  honour'd  much  by  good  Simonides. 

Sim,  Your  presence  glads  our  days :  honour  we  love, 
For  who  hates  honour,  hates  the  gods  above. 

Marshal,  Sir,  yond's  your  place. 

Per.  Some  other  is  more  fit 

I  Knight,  Contend  not,  Sir ;  for  we  are  gentlemen, 
That  neither  in  our  hearts,  nor  outward  eyes. 
Envy  the  great,  nor  do  the  low  despise. 

Per,  You  are  right  courteous  knights. 

Sim,  Sit,  Sir,  sit— 

\Aside^  By  Jove,  I  wonder,  that  is  king  of  thoughts, 
These  cates  resist  me,  he  but  thought  upon. 

Thai,  [Aside,]  By  Juno,  that  is  queen 
Of  marriage,  all  the  viands  that  I  eat 
Do  seem  unsavoury,  wishing  him  my  meat 
Sure,  he 's  a  gallant  gentleman. 

Sim,  [Aside,]  He 's  but  a  country  gentleman  ; 
He  has  done  no  more  than  other  knights  have  done ; 
He  has  broken  a  staff,  or  so ;  so,  let  it  pass. 

Thai,  [Aside,]  To  me  he  seems  like  diamond  to  glass. 

Per,  [Aside.]  Yon  king  's  to  me  like  to  my  father's  picture, 
Which  tells  me  in  that  glory  once  he  was ; 
Had  princes  sit,  like  stars,  about  his  throne. 
And  he  the  sun,  for  them  to  reverence ; 
None  that  beheld  him,  but,  like  lesser  lights. 
Did  vail  their  crowns  to  his  supremacy : 
Where  now  his  son 's  like  a  glow-worm  in  the  night, 
The  which  hath  fire  in  darkness,  none  in  light : 
Whereby  I  see  that  Time 's  the  king  of  men ; 
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For  he  *s  their  parent,  and  he  is  their  grave, 

And  gives  them  what  he  will,  not  what  they  crave. 

Sim.  What,  are  you  merry,  knights  1 

I  Knight,  Who  can  be  other,  in  this  royal  presence  I 

Sim,  Here,  with  a  cup  that 's  stor'd  unto  the  brim, 
(As  you  do  love,  fill  to  your  mistress'  lips,) 
We  drink  this  health  to  you. 

Knights,  We  thank  your  grace. 

Sim,  Yet  pause  a  while  ; 
Yon  knight  doth  sit  too  melancholy. 
As  if  the  entertainment  in  our  court 
Had  not  a  show  might  countervail  his  worth. 
Note  it  not  you,  Thaisa  1 

Thai,  What  is  it 

To  me,  my  father  ? 

Sim,  O,  attend,  my  daughter : 

Princes,  in  this,  should  live  like  gods  above, 
Who  freely  give  to  every  one  that  comes 
To  honour  them : 

And  princes,  not  doing  so,  are  like  to  gnats, 
Which  make  a  sound,  but  kilFd  are  wonder'd  at. 
Therefore,  to  make  his  entrance  more  sweet, 
Here,  say  we  drink  this  standing-bowl  of  wine  to  him. 

Thai,  Alas,  my  father,  it  befits  not  me 
Unto  a  stranger  knight  to  be  so  bold : 
He  may  my  proffer  take  for  an  offence. 
Since  men  take  women's  gifts  for  impudence. 

Sim,  How ! 
Do  as  I  bid  you,  or  you  11  move  me  else. 

Thai,  [Aside.']  Now,  by  the  gods,  he  could  not  please  me 
better. 

Sim.  And  farther  tell  him,  we  desire  to  know. 
Of  whence  he  is,  his  name,  and  parentage. 

Thai,  The  king  my  father.  Sir,  has  drunk  to  you. 

Fcr,  I  thank  him. 

Thai,  Wishing  it  so  much  blood  unto  your  life. 

Fer,  I  thank  both  him  and  you,  and  pledge  him  freely. 

Thai.  And,  farther,  he  desires  to  know  of  you, 
Of  whence  you  are,  your  name  and  parentage. 

Per.  A  gentleman  of  Tyre  (my  name,  Pericles ; 
My  education  been  in  arts  and  arms) 
Who,  looking  for  adventures  in  the  world. 
Was  by  the  rough  seas  refl  of  ships  and  men, 
And,  after  shipwreck,  driven  upon  this  shore 
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J7iaL  He  thanks  your  grace ;  names  himself  Pericles, 
A  gentleman  of  T>Te, 
Who  only  by  misfortune  of  the  seas 
Bereft  of  ships  and  men,  cast  on  this  shore. 

Sim.  Now,  by  the  gods,  I  pity  his  misfortune, 
And  will  awake  him  from  his  melancholy. 
Come,  gentlemen,  we  sit  too  long  on  trifles, 
And  waste  the  time  which  looks  for  other  revels. 
Even  in  your  armours,  as  you  are  addressed. 
Will  very  well  become  a  soldier's  dance. 
I  will  not  have  excuse,  with  saying,  this 
Loud  music  is  too  harsh  for  ladies'  heads ; 
Since  they  love  men  in  arms,  as  well  as  beds. 

[The  Knights  dance. 
So,  this  was  well  ask*d,  'twas  so  well  performed. — 
Come,  Sir; 

Here  is  a  lady  that  wants  breathing  too : 
And  I  have  often  heard,  you  knights  of  Tyre 
Are  excellent  in  making  ladies  trip ; 
And  that  their  measures  are  as  excellent. 

Per.  In  those  that  practise  them,  they  are,  my  lord. 

Sim.  O,  that 's  as  much,  as  you  would  be  denied 
Of  your  fair  courtesy. —  [The  Knights  and  Ladies  dance. 

Unclasp,  unclasp : 
Thanks,  gentlemen,  to  all ;  all  have  done  well, 
\To  Pericles.]  But  you  the  best. — Pages  and  lights,  to  conduct 
These  knights  unto  their  several  lodgings  ! — Yours,  Sir, 
We  have  given  order  to  be  next  our  own. 

Per.  I  am  at  your  grace's  pleasure. 

Sim.  Princes,  it  is  too  late  to  talk  of  love ; 
And  that 's  the  mark  I  know  you  level  at : 
Therefore,  each  one  betake  him  to  his  rest ; 
To-morrow  all  for  speeding  do  their  best  \Exeunt 

SCENE  IV.— Tyre.     A  Room  in  the  Governor's  House. 

Enter  Helicanus  and  Escanes. 

Hel.  No,  Escanes ;  know  this  of  me, — 
Antiochus  from  incest  liv'd  not  free  : 
For  which,  the  most  high  gods,  not  minding  longer 
To  withhold  the  vengeance  that  they  had  in  store, 
Due  to  this  heinous  capital  offence, 
Even  in  the  height  and  pride  of  all  his  glory. 
When  he  was  seated,  and  his  daughter  with  him, 
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In  a  chariot  of  inestimable  value, 
A  fire  from  heaven  came,  and  shrivell'd  up 
Their  bodies,  even  to  loathing ;  for  they  so  stunk, 
That  all  those  eyes  ador*d  them  ere  their  fall, 
Scorn  now  their  hand  should  give  them  burial. 

Esca,  'Twa§  very  strange. 

HeL  And  yet  but  just ;  for  though 

This  king  were  great,  his  greatness  was  no  guard 
To  bar  heaven's  shaft,  but  sin  had  his  reward. 

Esca,  'Tis  very  true. 

Enter  three  Lords. 

1  Lord,  See,  not  a  man,  in  private  conference 
Or  council,  has  respect  with  him  but  he. 

2  Lord,  It  shall  no  longer  grieve  without  reproof. 

3  Lord,  And  curs'd  be  he  that  will  not  second  it. 

I  Lord.  Follow  me,  then. — Lord  Helicane,  a  word. 
Hel,  With  me  %  and  welcome. — Happy  day,  my  lords. 
I  Lofd,  Know,  that  our  griefs  are  risen  to  the  top. 
And  now  at  length  they  overflow  their  banks. 

Hel,  Your  griefs  !  for  what  ?  wrong  not  the  prince  you  love. 

1  Lord,  Wrong  not  yourself,  then,  noble  Helicane  \ 
But  if  the  prince  do  live,  let  us  salute  him, 

Or  know  what  ground 's  made  happy  by  his  breath. 
If  in  the  world  he  live,  we  '11  seek  him  out ; 
If  in  his  grave  he  rest,  we  '11  find  him  there ; 
And  be  resolv'd  he  lives  to  govern  us, 
Or  dead,  gives  cause  to  mourn  his  funeral, 
And  leaves  us  to  our  free  election. 

2  Lord,  Whose  death 's,  indeed,  the  strongest  in  our  censure  • 
And  knowing  this  kingdom  is  without  a  head, — 

Like  goodly  buildings  left  without  a  roof. 
Soon  fall  to  ruin, — your  noble  self. 
That  best  know'st  how  to  rule  and  how  to  reign, 
We  thus  submit  unto, — our  sovereign. 

All,  Live,  noble  Helicane  ! 

Hd,  For  honour's  cause,  forbear  your  suffrages : 
If  that  you  love  prince  Pericles,  forbear. 
Take  I  your  wish,  I  leap  into  the  seas, 
^Vhere  's  hourly  trouble  for  a  minute's  ease. 
A  twelvemonth  longer,  let  me  entreat  you 
To  forbear  the  absence  of  your  king ; 
If  in  which  time  expir'd,  he  not  return, 
I  shall  with  agbd  patience  bear  your  yoke. 
But  if  I  cannot  win  you  to  this  love. 
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Go  search  like  nobles,  like  noble  subjects, 

And  in  your  search  spend  your  adventurous  worth  ; 

Whom  if  you  find,  and  win  unto  return, 

You  shall  like  diamonds  sit  about  his  crown. 

I  Lord.  To  wisdom  he 's  a  fool  that  will  not  yield  ; 
And  since  lord  Helicane  enjoineth  us, 
We  with  our  travels  will  endeavour  it 

HeL  Then  you  love  us,  we  you,  and  we  '11  clasp  hands : 
When  peers  thus  knit,  a  kingdom  ever  stands.  \Exeuni. 


SCENE  V. — Pentapolis.     A  Room  in  tlu  Palace, 

Enter  SiMONiDES,  reading  a  letter:  the  Knights  meet  him. 

1  Knight.  Good  morrow  to  the  good  Simonides. 
Sim.  Knights,  from  my  daughter  this  I  let  you  know, 

That  for  this  twelvemonth  she  '11  not  undertake 
A  married  life. 

Her  reason  to  herself  is  only  known, 
Which  yet  from  her  by  no  means  can  I  get 

2  Knight.  May  we  not  get  access  to  her,  my  lord  1 
Sim.  'Faith,  by  no  means ;  she  hath  so  strictly  tied  her 

To  her  chamber,  that  it  is  impossible. 
One  twelve  moons  more  she  '11  wear  Diana's  livery ; 
This  by  the  eye  of  Cynthia  hath  she  vow'd. 
And  on  her  virgin  honour  will  not  break  it. 

3  Knight.  Though  loath  to  bid  farewell,  we  take  our  leaves. 

\Excunt 
Sim.  So, 
They're  well  despatched  ;  now  to  my  daughter's  letter: 
She  tells  me  here,  she  '11  wed  the  stranger  knight, 
Or  never  more  to  view  nor  day  nor  light. 
'Tis  well,  mistress ;  your  choice  agrees  with  mine  \ 
I  like  that  well : — nay,  how  absolute  she 's  in 't, 
Not  minding  whether  I  dislike  or  no ! 
Well,  I  commend  her  choice ; 
And  will  no  longer  have  it  be  delayed. — 
Soft !  here  he  comes :  I  must  dissemble  it 

Enter  Pericles. 

Per.  All  fortune  to  the  good  Simonides ! 

Sim.  To  you  as  much.  Sir  1     I  am  beholden  to  you, 
For  your  sweet  music  this  last  night :  I  do 
Protest,  my  ears  were  never  better  fed 
With  such  delightful  pleasing  harmony. 
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Per,  It  is  your  grace's  pleasure  to  commend  ; 
Not  my  desert. 

Sim.  Sir,  you  are  music's  master. 

Per.  The  worst  of  all  her  scholars,  my  good  lord. 

Sim.  Let  me  ask  you  one  thing. 
What  do  you  think  of  my  daughter,  Sir  \ 

Per.  As  of  a  most  virtuous  princess. 

Sim.  And  she  is  fair  too,  is  she  not  ? 

Per.  As  a  fair  day  in  summer, — wondrous  fair. 

Sim.  Sir,  my  daughter  thinks  very  well  of  you  ; 
Ay,  so  well,  that  you  must  be  her  master, 
And  she  will  be  your  scholar :  therefore  look  to  it. 

Per.  I  am  unworthy  for  her  schoolmaster. 

Sim.  She  thinks  not  so ;  peruse  this  writing  else. 

Per.  [Aside.]  What 's  here  ? 
A  letter,  that  she  loves  the  knight  of  Tyre  ! 
'Tis  the  king's  subtilty,  to  have  my  life. 
[A/oud.]  O,  seek  not  to  entrap  me,  gracious  lord, 
A  stranger  and  distressed  gentleman. 
That  never  aira'd  so  high,  to  love  your  daughter, 
But  bent  all  offices  to  honour  her. 

Sim.  Thou  hast  bewitch'd  my  daughter,  and  thou  art 
A  villain. 

Per.  By  the  gods,  I  have  not : 
Never  did  thought  of  mine  levy  offence ; 
Nor  never  did  my  actions  yet  commence 
A  deed  might  gain  her  love,  or  your  displeasure. 

Sim.  Traitor,  thou  liest. 

Per.  Traitor ! 

Sim.  Ay,  traitor. 

Per.  Even  in  his  throat, — unless  it  be  the  king, — 
That  calls  me  traitor,  I  return  the  lie. 

Sim.  [Aside.]  Now,  by  the  gods,  I  do  applaud  his  couragd 

Per.  My  actions  are  as  noble  as  my  thoughts, 
That  never  relish'd  of  a  base  descent 
I  came  unto  your  court  for  honour's  cause, 
And  not  to  be  a  rebel  to  her  state ; 
And  he  that  otherwise  accounts  of  me, 
This  sword  shall  prove  he 's  honour's  enemy. 

Sim.  No ! — 
Here  comes  my  daughter,  she  can  witness  it 

£nttr  TUAISA. 

Pef.  Then,  as  you  are  as  virtuous  as  fair, 
Resolve  your  angry  father,  if  my  tongue 
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Did  e'er  solicit,  or  my  hand  subscribe 
To  any  syllable  that  made  love  to  you. 

Thai,  Why,  Sir,  say  if  you  had. 
Who  takes  offence  at  that  would  make  me  glad  ? 

Sim,  Yea,  mistress,  are  you  so  peremptory  1 — 
Aside."]  I  am  glad  on 't  with  all  my  heart — 
To  her,']  I  '11  tame  you ;  I  '11  bring  you  in  subjectioa 
Will  you,  not  having  my  consent. 
Bestow  your  love  and  your  affections 
Upon  a  stranger!  [Aside,']  who,  for  aught  I  know, 
May  be  (nor  can  I  think  the  contrary) 
As  great  in  blood  as  I  myself. — 
[Aloud.]  Therefore,  hear  you,  mistress ;  either  frame 
Your  will  to  mine, — and  you,  Sir,  hear  you. 
Either  be  rul'd  by  me,  or  I  will  make  you — 
Man  and  wife : — nay,  come,  your  hands 
And  lips  must  seal  it  too : 
And  being  join'd,  1  '11  thus  your  hopes  destroy  \ 
And  for  a  farther  grief, — God  give  you  joy ! — 
What,  are  you  both  pleas'd  ? 

Thai.  Yes,  if  you  love  me,  Sir. 

/Vr.  Even  as  my  life,  or  blood  that  fosters  it 

Sim,  What,  are  you  both  agreed  ? 

Both.  Yes,  if 't  please  your  majesty. 

Sim.  Ii  pleaseth  me  so  well,  that  I  will  see  you  wed  j 
Then,  with  what  haste  you  can,  get  you  to  bed.  \Ext uNt. 


'm»' 


ACT   III. 

£n/fr  GowER. 

Gow.  Now  sleep  yslaked  hath  the  rout ; 
No  din  but  snores  the  house  about, 
Made  louder  by  the  o'er-fed  breast 
Of  this  most  pompous  marriage  feast. 
The  cat,  with  eyne  of  burning  coal, 
Now  couches  'fore  the  mouse's  hole ; 
And  crickets  sing  at  the  oven's  mouih, 
Are  the  blither  for  their  drouth. 
Hymen  hath  brought  the  bride  to  bed. 
Where,  by  the  loss  of  maidenhead, 


SCENE  I.]  PERICLES,  PRINCE  OF  TYRE.  545 

A  babe  is  moulded. — Be  attent ; 

And  time  that  is  so  briefly  spent, 

With  your  fine  fancies  quaintly  eche : 

What 's  dumb  in  show,  I  '11  plain  with  speech. 

DUMB  SHOW. 

Enttr^from  one  side^  PERICLES  and  SiMONIDES,  with  Attendants;  a  Messenger 
meeii  thc-m,  kneels,  and  gives  PERICLES  a  letter:  he  shows  it  to  SiMONIDES  ; 
the  Lx)rd8  kneel  to  Pericles.  Then,  enter  Thaisa  with  child,  and  Lycho- 
RIDA :  SiMONIDES  shows  his  daughter  the  Utter;  she  rejoices:  xhe  and 
Pericles  take  leave  of  her  father,  and  depart  with  Lychokida  and  their 
Attendants.     Then,  exeunt  Simon  ides  and  the  rest, 

Gow.  By  many  a  deam  and  painful  perch. 
Of  Pericles  the  careful  search, 
By  the  four  opposing  coignes, 
Which  the  world  together  joins, 
Is  made  with  all  due  diligence 
That  horse,  and  sail,  and  high  expense, 
Can  stead  the  quest     At  last  from  Tyre 
(Fame  answering  the  most  strange  enquire) 
To  the  court  of  king  Simonides 
Are  letters  brought,  the  tenor  these : — 
Antiochus  and  his  daughter  dead ; 
The  men  of  Tyrus  on  the  head 
Of  Helicanus  would  set  on 
The  crown  of  Tyre,  but  he  will  none : 
The  mutiny  he  there  hastes  t'  oppress ; 
Says  to  them,  if  king  Pericles 
Come  not  home  in  twice  six  moons, 
He,  obedient  to  their  dooms, 
Will  take  the  crown.     The  sum  of  this, 
Brought  hither  to  Pentapolis, 
Yravish^d  the  regions  round, 
And  every  one  with  claps  can  sound, 
"  Our  heir  apparent  is  a  king ! 
Who  dream'd,  who  thought  of  such  a  thing  1^ 
Brief,  he  must  hence  depart  to  Tyre : 
His  queen,  with  child,  makes  her  desire 
(Which  who  shall  cross?)  along  to  go: — 
Omit  we  all  their  dole  and  woe  : — 
Lychorida,  her  nurse,  she  takes, 
And  so  to  sea.    Their  vessel  shakes 
On  Neptune's  billow ;  half  the  flood 
Hath  their  keel  cut :  but  fortune's  mood 
Varies  again  j  the  grisly  north 

VOL.  IV.  a  M 
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Disgoiges  such  a  tempest  forth, 

That,  as  a  duck  for  life  that  dives. 

So  up  and  down  the  poor  ship  drives : 

The  lady  shrieks,  and,  well-a-near, 

Does  fall  in  travail  with  her  fear : 

And  what  ensues  in  this  fell  storm 

Shall  for  itself  itself  perform, 

I  niU  relate,  action  may 

Conveniently  the  rest  convey ; 

Which  might  not  what  by  me  is  told. 

In  your  imagination  hold 

This  stage  the  ship,  upon  whose  deck 

The  sea-tost  Pericles  appears  to  speak.  [Exil 


SCENE  L—On  a  Ship  at  Sea, 

Enter  Pericles. 
Per,  Thou  God  of  this  great  vast,  rebuke  these  surges, 
Which  wash  both  heaven  and  hell ;  and  thou,  that  hast 
Upon  the  winds  command,  bind  them  in  brass. 
Having  calFd  them  from  the  deep !     O,  still 
Thy  deafening,  dreadful  thunders ;  gently  quench 
Thy  nimble,  sulphurous  flashes ! — O,  how,  Lychorida, 
How  does  my  queen  ] — Thou  storm,  venomously 
Wilt  thou  split  all  thyself? — The  seaman's  whistle 
Is  as  a  whisper  in  the  ears  of  death. 
Unheard. — Lychorida  ! — Lucina,  O, 
Divinest  patroness,  and  midwife  gentle 
To  those  that  cry  by  night,  convey  thy  deity 
Aboard  our  dancing  boat ;  make  swift  the  pangs 
Of  my  queen's  travails ! — 

Enter  Lychorida,  -with  an  infant. 

Now,  Lychorida! 

Lye,  Here  is  a  thing  too  young  for  such  a  place, 
Who,  if  it  had  conceit,  would  die,  as  I 
Am  like  to  do :  take  in  your  arms  this  piece 
Of  your  dead  queen. 

Per.  How,  how,  Lychorida ! 

Lye,  Patience,  good  Sir ;  do  not  assist  the  stomk 
Here's  all  that  is  left  living  of  your  queen, — 
A  little  daughter ;  for  the  sake  of  it. 
Be  manly,  and  take  comfort 

Per,  O  you  gods  I 
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Why  do  you  make  us  love  your  goodly  gifts, 
And  snatch  them  straight  awayl    We,  here  below. 
Recall  not  what  we  give,  and  therein  may 
Vie  honour  with  you. 

Lye.  Patience,  good  Sir, 

Even  for  this  charge. 

Per.  Now,  mild  may  be  thy  life ! 

For  a  more  blusterous  birth  had  never  babe : 
Quiet  and  gentle  thy  conditions  I 
For  thou  'rt  the  rudeliest  welcome  to  this  world, 
That  e'er  was  prince's  child     Happy  what  follows ! 
Thou  hast  as  chiding  a  nativity. 
As  fire,  air,  water,  earth,  and  heaven  can  make, 
To  herald  thee  from  the  womb :  even  at  the  first, 
Thy  loss  is  more  than  can  thy  portage  quit. 
With  all  thou  canst  find  here. — Now,  the  good  gods 
Throw  their  best  eyes  upon  it  I 

Enter  two  Sailors. 

I  Sail,  What  courage,  Sir  1     God  save  you ! 

Per.  Courage  enough :  I  do  not  fear  the  flaw ;  ^ 

It  hath  done  to  me  the  worst.    Yet,  for  the  love 

Of  this  poor  infant,  this  fresh  new  sea-farer, 

I  would  it  would  be  quiet. 

1  Sail.  Slack  the  bolins  there  ! — Thou  wilt  not,  wilt  thou  1  Blow, 
and  split  thyself. 

2  Sail.  But  sea-room,  an  the  brine  and  cloudy  billow  kiss  the 
moon,  I  care  not. 

I  Sail.  Sir,  your  queen  must  overboard :  the  sea  works  high,  the 
wind  is  loud,  and  will  not  lie  till  the  ship  be  cleared  of  the  dead. 

Per.  That 's  your  superstition. 

I  Sail.  Pardon  us,  Sir ;  with  us  at  sea  it  hath  been  still  observed, 
and  we  are  strong  in  custom.  Therefore  briefly  yield  her ;  for  she 
must  overboard  straight. 

Per.  As  you  think  meet — Most  wretched  queen ! 

Lye.  Here  she  lies,  Sir. 

Per.  A  terrible  child-bed  hast  thou  had,  my  dear ; 
No  light,  no  fire :  the  unfriendly  elements 
Forgot  thee  utterly ;  nor  have  I  time 
To  give  thee  hallowed  to  thy  grave,  but  straight 
Must  cast  thee,  scarcely  coffin'd,  in  the  ooze ; 
Where,  for  a  monument  upon  thy  bones. 
And  aye-remaining  lamps,  the  belching  whale 
And  humming  water  must  overwhelm  thy  corse, 


^^8  PERICLES,  PRINCE  OF  TYRE.  [act  iil 

Lying  with  simple  shells. — O  Lychorida, 
Bid  Nestor  bring  me  spices,  ink  and  paper, 
My  casket  and  my  jewels ;  and  bid  Nicander 
Bring  me  the  satin  coffer :  lay  the  babe 
Upon  the  pillow.     Hie  thee,  whiles  I  say 
A  priestly  farewell  to  her :  suddenly,  woman. 

[JSxt^  Lychorida. 

2  Sail,   Sir,  we  have  a  chest  beneath  the  hatches,  caulk'd  and 
bitumed  ready. 

Per.  I  thank  thee.     Mariner,  say  what  coast  is  this  ? 

2  Sail,  We  are  near  Tharsus. 

Per,  Thither,  gentle  mariner, 

Alter  thy  course  for  Tyre.     When  canst  thou  reach  iti 

2  Sail,  By  break  of  day,  if  the  wind  cease. 

Per,  O,  make  for  Tharsus. — 

There  will  I  visit  Cleon,  for  the  babe 

Cannot  hold  out  to  Tyrus :  there  I  '11  leave  it 

At  careful  nursing. — Go  thy  ways,  good  mariner  : 

I  '11  bring  the  body  presently.  [^Excuni. 

SCENE  II. — Ephesus.     A  Room  in  Cerimon's  Bouse. 

Enter  Cerimon,  a  Servant,  and  some  persons  who  have  been  shipwreckti^ 
Cer,  Philemon,  ho ! 

Enter  Philemon. 
Phil,  Doth  my  lord  call  ? 
Cer,  Get  fire  and  meat  for  these  poor  men  : 

It  has  been  a  turbulent  and  stormy  night. 
Ser,  I  have  been  in  many ;  but  such  a  night  as  this, 

Till  now  I  ne'er  endur'd. 
Cer,  Your  master  will  be  dead  ere  you  return  ; 
There 's  nothing  can  be  minister'd  to  nature. 
That  can  recover  him. — \To  Phil.]  Give  this  to  the  pothe- 

cary, 
And  tell  me  how  it  works.  \Exatnt  all  except  Cerimon. 

Enter  two  Gentlemen, 

1  Gent,  Good  morrow.  Sir. 

2  Gent,  Good  morrow  to  your  lordship. 

Cer,  Gentlemen, 

Why  do  you  stir  so  early  ] 
I  Gent.  Sir, 

Our  lodgings,  standing  bleak  upon  the  sea, 

Shook,  as  the  earth  did  quake ; 

The  very  principals  did  seem  to  rend, 
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.    And  all  to  topple :  pure  surprise  and  fear 
Made  me  to  quit  the  house. 

2  Gent  That  is  the  cause  we  trouble  you  so  early ; 
Tis  not  our  husbandry. 

Cer,  O,  you  say  well. 

1  Gent,  But  I  much  marvel  that  your  lordship,  having 
Rich  tire  about  you,  should  at  these  early  hours 
Shake  off  the  golden  slumber  of  repose. 

Tis  most  strange, 

Nature  should  be  so  conversant  with  pain. 

Being  thereto  not  corapell'd. 

Or.  I  held  it  ever, 

Virtue  and  cunning  were  endowments  greater 
Than  nobleness  and  riches :  careless  heirs 
May  the  two  latter  darken  and  expend ; 
But  immortality  attends  the  former. 
Making  a  man  a  god.     Tis  known,  I  ever 
Have  studied  physic,  through  which  secret  art, 
By  turning  o'er  authorities,  I  have 
(Together  with  my  practice)  made  familiar 
To  me  and  to  my  aid,  the  blest  infusions 
That  dwell  in  vegetives,  in  metals,  stones ; 
And  can  speak  of  the  disturbances  that  nature 
Works,  and  of  her  cures ;  which  doth  give  me 
A  more  content  in  course  of  true  delight, 
Than  to  be  thirsty  after  tottering  honour, 
Or  tie  my  treasure  up  in  silken  bags. 
To  please  the  fool  and  death. 

2  Gent  Your  honour  has  through  Ephesus  poui'J  forth 
Your  charity,  and  hundreds  call  themselves 

Your  creatures,  who  by  you  have  been  restored  : 
And  not  your  knowledge,  your  personal  pain,  but  even 
Your  purse,  still  open,  hath  built  lord  Cerimon 
Such  strong  renown  as  time  shall  never — 

Enter  two  Servants,  with  a  chest, 
I  Serv,  So ;  lift  there. 
Cer,  What  is  that  ? 

1  Serv,  Sir,  even  now 
Did  the  sea  toss  upon  our  shore  this  chest : 

'Tis  of  some  wreck. 

Cer,  Set  it  down  ;  let 's  look  upon 't 

2  Gent  'Tis  like  a  coffin.  Sir. 

Cer,  Whate'er  it  be, 

'Tis  wondrous  heavy.     Wrench  it  open  straight : 
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If  the  sea's  stomach  be  overcharged  with  gold, 

Tis  a  good  constraint  of  fortune  it  belches  upon  us. 

2  Gent  Tis  so,  my  lord. 

Cer.  How  close  'tis  caulk'd  and  bitum'd ! — 

Did  the  sea  cast  it  up  ? 

1  SenK  I  never  saw  so  huge  a  billow,  Sir, 
As  toss*d  it  upon  shore. 

Cer,  Wrench  it  open ; 

Soft ! — it  smells  most  sweetly  in  my  sense. 

2  Gent  A  delicate  odour. 

Cer,  As  ever  hit  my  nostril.     So,  up  with  it — 
O  you  most  potent  gods  I  what 's  here  1  a  corse  1 

1  Gent  Most  strange ! 

Cer,  Shrouded  in  cloth  of  state ;  balm'd  and  entreasur^d 
With  full  bags  of  spices !    A  passport  too ! —    [  Unfolds  a  scroll 
Apollo,  perfect  me  in  the  characters  I 

\Reads!\       •«  Here  I  give  to  understand, 

(If  e'er  this  coffin  drive  a-land,) 

I,  king  Pericles,  have  lost 

This  queen,  worth  all  our  mundane  cost 

Who  finds  her,  give  her  burying ; 

She  was  the  daughter  of  a  king : 

Besides  this  treasure  for  a  fee. 

The  gods  requite  his  charity  I " 

If  thou  liVst,  Pericles,  thou  hast  a  heart 

That  even  cracks  for  woe  \ — This  chanc'd  to-night 

2  Gent  Most  likely.  Sir. 

Cer,  Nay,  certainly  to-night ; 

For  look,  how  fresh  she  looks ! — They  were  too  rough, 
That  threw  her  in  the  sea. — Make  fire  within : 
Fetch  hither  all  the  boxes  in  my  closet —  {Exit  2  Servant 

Death  may  usurp  on  nature  many  hours. 
And  yet  the  fire  of  life  kindle  again 
The  overpress'd  spirits.     I  heard 
Of  an  Egyptian,  that  had  nine  hours  lien  dead ; 
Who  was  by  good  appliance  recovered 

Re-enter  2  Servant,  with  boxes,  napkins,  and /ire. 

Well  said,  well  said ;  the  fire  and  cloths. — 

The  rough  and  woful  music  that  we  have, 

Cause  it  to  sound,  *beseech  you. 

The  vial  once  more  j — how  thou  stirr'st,  thou  block  I— 

The  music  there  1 — I  pray  you,  give  her  air. 

Gentlemen, 

This  queen  will  live :  nature  awakes ;  a  warmth 
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Breathes  out  of  her:  she  hath  not  been  entranced 
Above  five  hours.     See,  how  she  'gins  to  blow 
Into  life's  flower  again  I 

1  Gent  The  heavens. 
Through  you,  increase  our  wonder,  and  set  up 
Your  fame  for  ever. 

Cer,  She  is  alive  !  behold, 

Her  eyelids,  cases  to  those  heavenly  jewels 
Which  Pericles  hath  lost, 
P^egin  to  part  their  fringes  of  bright  gold ; 
The  diamonds  of  a  most  praised  water 
Do  appear,  to  make  the  world  twice  rich. — Lire, 
And  make  us  weep  to  hear  your  fate,  fair  creature, 
Rare  as  you  seem  to  be !  \SJu  moves. 

Thau  O  dear  Diana ! 

Where  am  I  %    Where  's  my  lord  ]    WTiat  world  is  this ! 

2  Gent  Is  not  this  strange  ] 

r  Gent  Most  rare. 

Cer,  Hush,  gentle  neighbours ! 

Lend  me  your  hands ;  to  the  next  chamber  bear  her. 
Get  linen  :  now  this  matter  must  be  looked  to, 
For  her  relapse  is  mortal.     Come,  come ; 
And  .^sculapius  guide  us  !         \Exeunty  carrying  Thaisa  away. 

SCENE  IIL— Tharsus.     A  Room  in  Cleon's  House. 

Enter  Pericles,  Cleon,  Dionyza,  and  Lychorida,  with  Marina. 

Per.  Most  honoured  Cleon,  I  must  needs  be  gone  \ 
My  twelve  months  are  expired,  and  Tyrus  stands 
In  a  litigious  peace.     You,  and  jrour  lady, 
Take  from  my  heart  all  thankfulness  I  the  gods 
Make  up  the  rest  upon  you  ! 

Cle.  Your  shafts  of  fortune,  though  they  hurt  you  mortally, 
Yet  glance  full  wanderingly  on  us. 

Dion.  O  your  sweet  queen ! 

That  the  strict  fates  had  pleased  you  had  brought  her  hither. 
To  have  bless'd  mine  eyes ! 

Per.  We  cannot  but  obey 

The  powers  above  us.     Could  I  rage  and  roar 
As  doth  the  sea  she  lies  in,  yet  the  end 
Must  be  as  'tis.     My  gentle  babe  Marina  (whom, 
For  she  was  bom  at  sea,  I  have  nam'd  so)  here 
I  charge  your  charity  withal,  and  leave  her 
The  infant  of  your  care ;  beseeching  you 
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To  give  her  princely  training,  that  she  may 
Be  manner'd  as  she  is  bom. 

C/e.  Fear  not,  my  lord,  but  think 

Your  grace,  that  fed  my  country  with  your  com, 
(For  which  the  people's  prayers  still  fall  upon  you,) 
Must  in  your  child  be  thought  on.     If  neglection 
Should  therein  make  me  vile,  the  common  body 
By  you  relieved,  would  force  me  to  my  duty : 
But  if  to  that  my  nature  need  a  spur. 
The  gods  revenge  it  upon  me  and  mine, 
To  the  end  of  generation ! 

/<fr.  I  believe  you ; 

Your  honour  and  your  goodness  teach  me  to  *t. 
Without  your  vows.     Till  she  be  married.  Madam, 
By  bright  Diana,  whom  we  honour,  all 
Unscissar*d  shall  this  hair  of  mine  remain. 
Though  I  show  ill  in 't     So  I  take  my  leave. 
G^od  Madam,  make  me  blessbd  in  your  care 
In  bringing  up  my  child. 

Dion,  I  have  one  myself, 

Who  shall  not  be  more  dear  to  my  respect. 
Than  yours,  my  lord. 

Pgr.  Madam,  my  thanks  and  prayers. 

C/e,  We  '11  bring  your  grace  e'en  to  the  edge  o'  the  shore ; 
Then  give  you  up  to  the  masked  Neptune,  and 
The  gentlest  winds  of  heaven. 

Per,  I  will  embrace 

Your  offer.     Come,  dearest  Madam. — O,  no  tears, 
Lychorida,  no  tears : 

I^ook  to  your  little  mistress,  on  whose  grace 
You  may  depend  hereafter. — Come,  my  lord.  [Exeunl 

SCENE  IV. — Ephesus.    A  Room  in  Cerimon's  House, 

Enter  Cerimon  and  Thaisa. 

Cer,  Madam,  this  letter,  and  some  certain  jewels^ 
Lay  with  you  in  your  coffer ;  which  are 
At  your  command.     Know  you  the  character] 

Thai,  It  is  my  lord's. 
That  I  was  shipp'd  at  sea,  I  well  remember. 
Even  on  my  yearning  time ;  but  whether  thei\: 
Deliver'd,  by  the  holy  gods, 
I  cannot  rightly  say.     But  since  king  Periclea^ 
My  wedded  lord,  I  ne'er  shall  see  again. 


scEKEiv.J  PERICLES,  PRINCE  OF  TYRE.  553 

A  vestal  iivery  will  I  take  me  to, 
And  never  more  have  joy. 

Cer,  Madam,  if  this  you  purpose  as  you  speak, 
Diana's  temple  is  not  distant  far, 
Where  you  may  'bide  until  your  date  expire. 
Moreover,  if  you  please,  a  niece  of  mine 
Shall  there  attend  you. 

Thai,  My  recompense  is  thanks,  that 's  all ; 
Yet  my  good  will  is  great,  though  the  gift  small  \Exeunt 


^^i&¥ 


ACT   IV. 

Enter  GowER. 

Gow,  Imagine  Pericles  arriv'd  at  Tyre, 

Welcomed  and  settled  to  his  own  desire. 

His  woful  queen  we  leave  at  Ephesus, 

Unto  Diana  there  a  votaress.  • 

Now  to  Marina  bend  your  mind, 

Whom  our  fast-growing  scene  must  find 

At  Tharsus,  and  by  Cleon  train'd 

In  music,  letters ;  who  hath  gain'd 

Of  education  all  the  grace, 

Which  makes  her  both  the  heart  and  place 

Of  general  wonder.     But,  alack, 

That  monster  envy,  oft  the  wrack 

Of  eamM  praise,  Marina's  life 

Seeks  to  take  off  by  treason's  knife. 

And  in  this  kind  hath  our  Clcon 

One  daughter,  and  a  wench  full  growni, 

Even  ripe  for  marriage  rite  \  this  maid 

Hight  Philoten :  and  it  is  said 

For  certain  in  our  story,  she 

Would  ever  with  Marina  be : 

Be 't  when  she  weav'd  the  sleided  silk 

With  fingers,  long,  small,  white  as  milk ; 

Or  when  she  would  with  sharp  neeld  wound 

The  cambric,  which  she  made  more  sound 

By  hurting  it ;  or  when  to  the  lute 

She  sung,  and  made  the  night-bird  mute, 

That  still  records  with  moan ;  or  when 

She  would  witn  rich  and  constant  pen 
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Vail  to  her  mistress  Dian ;  still 

This  Philoten  contends  in  skill 

With  absolute  Marina :  so 

With  the  dove  of  Paphos  might  the  crow 

Vie  feathers  white.     Marina  gets    . 

All  praises,  which  are  paid  as  debts, 

And  not  as  given.     This  so  darks 

In  Philoten  all  graceful  marks, 

That  Cleon's  wife,  with  envy  rare, 

A  present  murderer  does  prepare 

For  good  Marina,  that  her  daughter 

Might  stand  peerless  by  this  slaughter. 

The  sooner  her  vile  thoughts  to  stead, 

Lychorida,  our  nurse,  is  dead  : 

And  cursed  Dionyza  hath 

The  pregnant  instrument  of  wrath 

Prest  for  this  blow.     The  unborn  event 

I  do  commend  to  your  content : 

Only  I  carry  winged  time 

Post  on  the  lame  feet  of  my  rhyme ; 

Which  never  could  I  so  convey. 

Unless  your  thoughts  went  on  my  way. — 

Dionyza  doth  appear. 

With  Leonine,  a  murderer.  [£xil, 

SCENE  I. — Tharsus.     An  open  Place  near  the  Sea-shore, 

Enter  Dionyza  and  Leonine. 

Dion.  Thy  oath  remember ;  thou  hast  sworn  to  do  *t : 
'Tis  but  a  blow,  which  never  shall  be  known. 
Thou  canst  not  do  a  thing  i'  the  world  so  soon, 
To  yield  thee  so  much  profit     Let  not  conscience, 
Which  is  but  cold,  inflaming  love  in  thy  bosom, 
Inflame  too  nicely ;  nor  let  pity,  which 
Even  women  have  cast  off,  melt  thee,  but  be 
A  soldier  to  thy  purpose. 

Leon.  I  '11  do 't ;  but  yet  she  is  a  goodly  creature. 

Dion.  The  fitter,  then,  the  gods  should  have  her. — Here 
She  comes  weeping  for  her  only  mistress'  death. — 
Thou  art  resolv'd  1 

Leon.  I  am  resolv'd. 

Enter  Marina,  with  a  basket  of  flowers* 

Mar,  No,  I  will  rob  Tellus  of  her  weed. 
To  strew  thy  green  with  flowers :  the  yellows,  blues, 
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The  purple  violets,  and  marigolds. 
Shall,  as  a  carpet,  hang  upon  thy  grave, 
While  summer  days  do  last. — Ah  me !  poor  maid, 
Bom  in  a  tempest,  when  my  mother  died, 
This  world  to  me  is  like  a  lasting  storm. 
Whirring  me  from  my  friends. 

Dion.  How  now,  Marina !  why  do  you  keep  alone  I 
How  chance  my  daughter  is  not  with  youf    Do  not 
Consume  your  blood  with  sorrowing :  you  have 
A  nurse  of  me.     Lord,  how  your  favour 's  changed 
With  this  unprofitable  woe !    Come, 
Give  me  your  flowers,  ere  the  sea  mar  them. 
Walk  with  Leonine  \  the  air  is  quick  there. 
And  it  pierces  and  sharpens  the  stomach. — Come, 
Leonine,  take  her  by  the  arm,  walk  with  her. 

Mar,  No,  I  pray  you  ; 
I  '11  not  bereave  you  of  your  servant. 

Dion,  Come,  come; 

I  love  the  king  your  father,  and  yourself. 
With  more  than  foreign  heart.     We  every  day 
Expect  him  here :  when  he  shall  come,  and  find 
Our  paragon  to  all  reports  thus  blasted, 
He  will  repent  the  breadth  of  his  great  voyage  ; 
Blame  both  my  lord  and  me,  that  we  have  taken 
No  care  to  your  best  courses.     Go,  I  pray  you, 
Walk,  and  be  cheerful  once  again ;  reserve 
That  excellent  complexion,  which  did  steal 
The  eyes  of  young  and  old.     Care  not  for  me  \ 
I  can  go  home  alone. 

Mar.  Well,  I  ^vill  go ; 

But  yet  I  have  no  desire  to  it 

Dion.  Come,  come,  I  know  'tis  good  for  you. — 
Walk  half  an  hour,  Leonine,  at  the  least : 
Remember  what  I  have  said. 

Leon.  I  warrant  you.  Madam. 

Dion.  I  '11  leave  you,  my  sweet  lady,  for  a  while : 
Pray  you  walk  softly,  do  not  heat  your  blood : 
What !     I  must  have  care  of  you. 
Mar.  Thanks,  sweet  Madam. — 

\Exit  DiONYZA. 

Is  this  wind  westerly  that  blows? 
Leon.  South-west. 

Mar.  When  I  was  bom,  the  wind  was  north. 
Lean.  Was't  sol 
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Mar.  My  father,  as  nurse  said,  did  never  fear, 
But  cried  "good  seamen!"  to  the  sailors,  galling 
His  kingly  hands,  hauling  ropes ; 
And,  clasping  to  the  mast,  endufd  a  sea 
That  almost  burst  the  deck. 

Leon,  When  was  this  ] 

Mar.  When  I  was  bom : 
Never  were  waves  nor  wind  more  violent ; 
And  from  the  ladder-tackle  washes  off 
A  canvas-climber.     "Hal"  says  one,  "wilt  out  1" 
And  with  a  dropping  industry  they  skip 
From  stem  to  stem :  the  boatswain  whistles,  and 
The  master  calls,  and  trebles  their  confusion. 

Leon.  Come,  say  your  prayers. 

Mar.  WTiat  mean  you  f 

Leon.  If  you  require  a  little  space  for  prayer, 
I  grant  it :  pray ;  but  be  not  tedious. 
For  the  gods  are  quick  of  ear,  and  I  am  sworn 
To  do  my  work  with  haste. 

Mar.  Why  will  you  kill  me  I 

Leon.  To  satisfy  my  lady. 

Mar.  Why  would  she  have  me  kilFd  1 
Now,  as  I  can  remember,  by  my  troth, 
I  never  did  her  hurt  in  all  my  life : 
I  never  spake  bad  word,  nor  did  ill  turn 
To  any  living  creature :  believe  me,  la, 
I  never  kiird  a  mouse,  nor  hurt  a  fly : 
I  trod  upon  a  worm  against  my  will. 
But  I  wept  for  it     How  have  I  offended. 
Wherein  my  death  might  yield  her  profit,  or 
My  life  imply  her  any  danger  ] 

Leon.  My  commission 

Is  not  to  reason  of  the  deed,  but  do  it. 

Mar.  You  will  not  do 't  for  all  the  world,  I  hope. 
You  are  well-favoiu^d,  and  your  looks  foreshow 
You  have  a  gentle  heart     I  saw  you  lately. 
When  you  caught  hurt  in  parting  two  that  fought : 
Good  sooth,  it  show'd  well  in  you :  do  so  now : 
Your  lady  seeks  my  life ;  come  you  between. 
And  save  poor  me,  the  weaker. 

Leon.  I  am  sworn, 

And  will  despatch. 

EfUer  Pirates,  whilst  Marina  is  strug^ing. 
I  Pirate.  Hold,  villain !  [Leonine  rum  away. 
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2  Pirate,  A  prize !  a  prize  I 

3  Pirate.  Half-part,  mates,  half-part.     Come,  let's  have  her  aboard 
suddenly.  [Exeunt  Pirates  with  Marina. 


SCENE  U,—T/ie  Sapne. 

Enter  Leonine. 

Leon,  These  roguing  thieves  serve  the  great  pirate  Valdes ; 
And  they  have  seiz*d  Marina.     Let  her  go : 
There 's  no  hope  she  '11  return.     I  '11  swear  she 's  dead, 
And  thrown  into  the  sea. — But  I  '11  see  farther ; 
Perhaps  they  will  but  please  themselves  upon  her. 
Not  carry  her  aboard.     If  she  remain, 
Whom  they  have  ravish'd  must  by  me  be  slain.  [Exit. 

SCENE  III.— MiTYLENE.     A  Room  in  a  BrotM. 

Enter  Pander,  Bawd,  and  Boult. 

Pana,  Boult, — 

Boult,  Sir? 

Pand,  Search  the  market  narrowly ;  Mitylene  is  full  of  gallants. 
We  lost  too  much  money  this  mart,  by  being  too  wenchless. 

Bawd,  We  were  never  so  much  out  of  creatures.  We  have  but 
poor  three,  and  they  can  do  no  more  than  they  can  do ;  and  they 
with  continual  action  are  even  as  good  as  rotten. 

Pand,  Therefore  let 's  have  fresh  ones,  whate'er  we  pay  for  them. 
If  there  be  not  a  conscience  to  be  used  in  every  trade,  we  shall 
never  prosper. 

Bawd,  Thou  sa/st  true  :  'tis  not  the  bringing  up  of  poor  bastards, 
— as,  I  think,  I  have  brought  up  some  eleven — 

Boult,  Ay,  to  eleven ;  and  brought  them  down  again. — But  shall 
I  search  the  market  1 

Bawd,  What  else,  man  ?  The  stuff  we  have,  a  strong  wind  will 
blow  it  to  pieces,  they  are  so  pitifully  sodden. 

Pand,  Thou  say'st  true;  they're  too  unwholesome,  o'  conscience. 
The  poor  Transylvanian  is  dead,  that  lay  with  the  little  baggage. 

Boult,  Ay,  she  quickly  pooped  him  ;  she  made  him  roast-meat  for 
worms. — But  I  '11  go  search  the  market.  [Exit, 

Pand,  Three  or  four  thousand  chequins  were  as  pretty  a  propor- 
tion to  live  quietly,  and  so  give  over. 

Bawd.  Why,  to  give  over,  I  pray  you  1  is  it  a  shame  to  get  when 
we  are  old  ] 

Pand,  O,  our  credit  comes  not  in  like  the  commodity ;  nor  the 
commodity  wages  not  with  the  danger :  therefore,  if  in  our  youths 
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we  could  pick  up  some  pretty  estate,  'twere  not  amiss  to  keep  our 
door  hatched.  Besides,  the  sore  terms  we  stand  upon  with  the  gods, 
will  be  strong  with  us  for  giving  over. 

Bawd,  Come,  other  sorts  oflfend  as  well  as  we. 

Pand.  As  well  as  we !  ay,  and  better  too ;  we  offend  worse. 
Neither  is  our  profession  any  trade ;  it 's  no  calling. — But  here  comes 
Boult 

Re-enter  BouLT,  with  Marina  and  the  Pirates. 

Boult.  [To  Mar,]  Come  your  ways. — My  masters,  you  say  she 's  a 
virgin  1 

I  Pirate.  O,  Sir,  we  doubt  it  not 

Boult.  Master,  I  have  gone  thorough  for  this  piece,  you  see :  if 
you  like  her,  so ;  if  not,  I  have  lost  my  earnest 

Bawd.  Boult,  has  she  any  qualities  ? 

Bouit.  She  has  a  good  face,  speaks  well,  and  has  excellent  good 
clothes :  there 's  no  farther  necessity  of  qualities  can  make  her  be 
refused. 

Bawd.  What 's  her  price,  Boult  1 

Boult.  I  cannot  be  bated  one  doit  of  a  thousand  pieces. 

Pand.  Well,  follow  me,  my  masters,  you  shall  have  your  money 
presently.  Wife,  take  her  in ;  instruct  her  what  she  has  to  do,  thai 
she  may  not  be  raw  in  her  entertainment 

[Exeunt  Pander  and  Pirates. 

Bawd.  Boult,  take  you  the  marks  of  her, — the  colour  of  her  hair, 
complexion,  height,  her  age,  with  warrant  of  her  virginity ;  and  cry, 
"  He  that  will  give  most,  shall  have  her  j5rst"  Such  a  maidenhead 
were  no  cheap  thing,  if  men  were  as  they  have  been.  Get  this  done 
as  I  command  you. 

Boult,  Performance  shall  follow.  [Exit. 

Mar,  Alack,  that  Leonine  was  so  slack,  so  slow ! 

He  should  have  struck,  not  spoke ;  or  that  these  pirates, 
(Not  enough  barbarous,)  had  not  o'erboard  thrown  me 
For  to  seek  my  mother ! 

Bawd.  Why  lament  you,  pretty  one  ] 

Mar.  That  I  am  pretty. 

Bawd.  Come,  the  gods  have  done  their  part  in  you. 

Mar.  I  accuse  them  not. 

Bawd.  You  are  Ht  into  my  hands,  where  you  are  like  to  live 

Mar,  The  more  my  fault. 

To  'scape  his  hands  where  I  was  like  to  die. 

Bawd.  Ay,  and  you  shall  live  in  pleasure. 

Mat.  No. 

Bawd.  Yes,  indeed,  shall  you,  and  taste  gentlemen  of  all  fashions  : 
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you  shall  fare  well ;  you  shall  have  the  difference  of  all  complexions. 
What,  do  you  stop  your  ears  ] 

MaK  Are  you  a  woman  1 

Bawd,  What  would  you  have  me  be,  an  I  be  not  a  woman  1 

Mar,  An  honest  woman,  or  not  a  woman. 

Bawd,  Marry,  whip  thee,  gosling:  I  think  I  shall  have  some- 
thing to  do  with  you.  Come,  you  are  a  young  foolish  sapling,  and 
must  be  bowed  as  I  would  have  you. 

Mar.  The  gods  defend  me ! 

Bawd,  If  it  please  the  gods  to  defend  you  by  men,  then  men  must 
comfort  you,  men  must  feed  you,  men  must  stir  you  up. — Boult  *s 
returned. 

Re-enter  BouLT. 

Now,  Sir,  hast  thou  cried  her  through  the  market  ] 

Botdt.  I  have  cried  her  almost  to  the  niunber  of  her  hairs;  I  have 
drawn  her  picture  with  my  voice. 

Bawd,  And  I  pr*ythee,  tell  me,  how  dost  thou  find  the  inclination 
of  the  people,  especially  of  the  younger  sort  % 

Boult,  Faith,  they  listened  to  me,  as  they  would  have  hearkened 
to  their  father's  testament  There  was  a  Spaniard's  mouth  so 
watered,  that  he  went  to  bed  to  her  very  description. 

Bawd.  We  shall  have  him  here  to-morrow  with  his  best  ruff  on. 

Boult,  To-night,  to-night.  But,  mistress,  do  you  know  the  French 
knight  that  cowers  i'  the  hams  1 

Bawd,  Who,  rafonsieur  Veroles  ? 

Boidt,  Ay :  he  offered  to  cut  a  caper  at  the  proclamation ;  but  he 
made  a  groan  at  it,  and  swore  he  would  see  her  to-morrow. 

Bawd,  Well,  well ;  as  for  him,  he  brought  his  disease  hither :  here 
he  does  but  repair  it.  I  know  he  will  come  in  our  shadow,  to  scat- 
ter his  crowns  in  the  sun. 

Boult,  Well,  if  we  had  of  every  nation  a  traveller,  we  should 
lodge  them  with  this  sign. 

Bawd,  Pray  you,  come  hither  a  while.  You  have  fortunes  com- 
ing upon  you.  Mark  me:  you  must  seem  to  do  that  fearfully, 
which  you  commit  willingly  \  to  despise  profit,  where  you  have  most 
gain.  To  weep  that  you  live  as  you  do,  makes  pity  in  your  lovers : 
seldom,  but  that  pity  begets  you  a  good  opinion,  and  that  opinion  a 
mere  profit. 

Mar,  I  understand  you  not. 

Boult,  O,  take  her  home,  mistress,  take  her  home :  these  blushes 
of  hers  must  be  quenched  with  some  present  practice. 

Bawd,  Thou  say'st  true,  F  faith,  so  they  must ;  for  your  bride  goes 
to  that  with  shame,  which  is  her  way  to  go  with  warrant. 
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Boult,  Faith,  some  do,  and  some  do  not.  But,  mistress,  if  I  have 
bargained  for  the  joint, — 

Bawd,  Thou  mayst  cut  a  morsel  off  the  spit 

Boult  I  may  so. 

Bawd.  Who  should  deny  it? — Come,  young  one,  I  like  the  man- 
ner of  your  garments  well 

Boult  Ay,  by  my  faith,  they  shall  not  be  changed  yet 

Bawd.  Boult,  spend  thou  that  in  the  town:  report  what  a  so- 
journer we  have;  you'll  lose  nothing  by  custom.  When  nature 
framed  this  piece,  she  meant  thee  a  good  turn ;  therefore  say  what  a 
paragon  she  is,  and  thou  hast  the  harvest  out  of  thine  own  report 

Boult  I  warrant  you,  mistress,  thunder  shall  not  so  awake  the 
beds  of  eels,  as  my  giving  out  her  beauty  stir  up  the  lewdly  inclined- 
I  '11  bring  home  some  to-night 

Bawd,  Come  your  ways ;  follow  me. 

Mar,  If  fires  be  hot,  knives  sharp,  or  waters  deep, 
Untied  I  still  my  virgin  knot  will  ke^p. 
Diana,  aid  my  purpose ! 

Bawd,  What  have  we  to  do  with  Diana?  Pray  you,  will  you  go 
with  us  1  \Exeunt, 

SCENE  IV. — Tharsus.    A  Room  in  Cleon's  House. 

Enter  Cleon  and  DiONYZA. 

Diofi,  Why,  are  you  foolish  1     Can  it  be  undone  ? 
Cle,  O  Dionyza,  such  a  piece  of  slaughter 

The  sun  and  moon  ne'er  looked  upon ! 
Dion,  I  think 

You  '11  turn  a  child  again. 
Cle,  Were  I  chief  lord  of  all  this  spacious  world, 

I  'd  give  it  to  undo  the  deed. — O  lady. 

Much  less  in  blood  than  virtue,  yet  a  princess 

To  equal  any  single  crown  o*  the  earth, 

I'  the  justice  of  compare  I — O  villain  Leonine ! 

Whom  thou  hast  poison'd  too  : 

If  thou  hast  drunk  to  him,  it  had  been  a  kindness 

Becoming  well  thy  fact :  what  canst  thou  say. 

When  noble  Pericles  shall  demand  his  child  % 
Dion,  That  she  is  dead.     Nurses  are  not  the  fates, 

To  foster  it,  nor  ever  to  preserve. 

She  died  at  night ;  I  '11  say  so.     Who  can  cross  il  \ 

Unless  you  play  the  pious  innocent. 

And  for  an  honest  attribute,  cry  out, 

"  She  died  by  foul  play." 
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CU,  O,  go  to.    Well,  well, 

Of  all  the  faults  beneath  the  heavens,  the  gods 
Do  like  this  worst 

Divn,  Be  one  of  those,  that  think 

The  pretty  wrens  of  Tharsus  will  fly  hence, 
And  open  this  to  Pericles.     I  do  shame 
To  think  of  what  a  noble  strain  you  are. 
And  of  how  coward  a  spirit 

CU,  To  such  proceeding 

WTio  ever  but  his  approbation  added. 
Though  not  his  pre-consent,  he  did  not  flow 
From  honourable  courses. 

Dion.  Be  it  so,  then  : 

Yet  none  does  know,  but  you,  how  she  came  dead, 
Nor  none  can  know.  Leonine  being  gone. 
She  did  disdain  my  child,  and  stood  between 
Her  and  her  fortunes :  none  would  look  on  her. 
But  cast  their  gazes  on  Marina's  face ; 
Whilst  ours  was  blurted  at,  and  held  a  malkin. 
Not  worth  the  time  of  day.     It  pierc'd  me  thorough ; 
And  though  you  call  my  course  unnatural. 
You  not  your  child  well  loving,  yet  I  find, 
It  greets  me  as  an  enterprise  of  kindness. 
Performed  to  your  sole  daughter. 

Cle,  Heavens  forgive  it  I 

Dion,  And  as  for  Pericles, 
What  should  he  say  1    We  wept  after  her  hearse, 
And  even  yet  we  mourn :  her  monument 
Is  almost  finished,  and  her  epitaphs 
In  glittering  golden  characters  express 
A  general  praise  to  her,  and  care  in  us 
At  whose  expense  'tis  done. 

Cle,  Thou  art  like  the  harpy, 

Which,  to  betray,  dost  with  thine  angel's  face. 
Seize  with  thine  eagle's  talons. 

Dion.  You  are  like  one,  that  superstitiously 
Doth  swear  to  the  gods,  that  winter  kills'the  flies : 
But  yet  I  know  you  '11  do  as  I  advise.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Gower,  before  the  monument  of  Marina  at  Tharsus. 

Go7v.  Thus  time  we  waste,  and  longest  leagues  make  short , 
Sail  seas  in  cockles;  have,  an  wish  but  for't ; 
Making  (to  take  your  imagination) 
From  bourn  to  bourn,  region  to  region. 

VOL.  IV.  2  N 
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By  you  being  pardon'd,  we  commit  no  crime 

To  use  one  language,  in  each  several  clime, 

Where  our  scenes  seem  to  live.     I  do  beseech  you 

To  learn  of  me,  who  stand  i'  the  gaps  to  teach  you. 

The  stages  of  our  story.     Pericles 

Is  now  again  thwarting  the  wayward  seas, 

Attended  on  by  many  a  lord  and  knight, 

To  see  his  daughter,  all  his  life's  delight. 

Old  Escanes,  whom  Helicanus  late 

Advanced  in  time  to  great  and  high  estate, 

Is  left  to  govern.     Bear  you  it  in  mind, 

Old  Helicanus  goes  along  behind. 

Well-sailing  ships,  and  bounteous  winds,  have  brought 

This  king  to  Tharsus,  (think  this  pilot  thought  \ 

So  with  his  steerage  shall  your  thoughts  grow  on,) 

To  fetch  his  daughter  home,  who  first  is  gone. 

Like  motes  and  shadows  see  them  move  a  while ; 

Your  ears  unto  your  eyes  I  'U  reconcile. 

DUMB   SHOW. 
Enter,  from  one  side,  Pericles  with  his  train  ;  Cleon  and  Dionyza,  from  tkt 
other,     Cleon  shows  Pericles  the  tomb  of  Marina  ;  whereat  Pericles 
makes  lamentation,  puts  on  sackcloth^   and  in  a  mighty  passion   departs. 
Exeunt  the  rest. 

GcruK  See,  how  belief  may  suffer  by  foul  show ! 
This  borrowed  passion  stands  for  true  old  woe ; 
And  Pericles,  in  sorrow  all  devoured. 
With  sighs  shot  through,  and  biggest  tears  o'er-snow'r'd. 
Leaves  Tharsus,  and  again  embarks.     He  swears 
Never  to  wash  his  face,  nor  cut  his  hairs  : 
He  puts  on  sackcloth,  and  to  sea.     He  bears 
A  tempest,  which  his  mortal  vessel  tears, 
And  yet  he  rides  it  out     Now,  please  you,  wit 
The  epitaph  is  for  Marina  writ 
By  wicked  Dionyza. 

\Reads  the  ifiscription  an  Marina's  tfumument, 

••  The  fairest,  sweet'st,  and  best,  lies  here, 
Who  withered  in  her  spring  of  year. 
She  was  of  Tyrus,  the  king's  daughter, 
On  whom  foul  death  hath  made  this  slaughter ; 
Marina  was  she  caird ;  and  at  her  birth, 
Thetis,  being  proud,  swallow'd  some  part  o*  the  earth  : 
Therefore  the  earth,  fearing  to  be  o*eriflow'd. 
Hath  Thetis'  birth-child  on  the  heavens  bestow'd : 
Wherefore  she  does  (and  swears  she  '11  never  stmt) 
Make  raging  battery  upon  shores  of  flint " 
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No  visor  does  become  black  villany. 

So  well  as  soft  and  tender  flattery. 

Let  Pericles  believe  his  daughter 's  dead. 

And  bear  his  courses  to  be  ordered 

By  lady  fortune ;  while  our  scene  must  play 

His  daughter's  woe  and  heavy  well-a-day, 

In  her  unholy  service.     Patience,  then, 

And  think  you  now  are  all  in  Mitylen.  [Exi/, 

SCENE  v.— MiTYLENE.     A  Street  before  t/ie  BroiJid. 

Enter^  from  the  brothel^  two  Gentlemen. 

1  Gent.  Did  you  ever  hear  the  like  ? 

2  Gent,  No,  nor  never  shall  do  in  such  a  place  as  this,  she  being 
once  gone. 

1  Gent,  But  to  have  divinity  preached  there !  did  you  ever  dream 
of  such  a  thing  ? 

2  Gent,  No,  no.  Come,  I  am  for  no  more  bawdy-houses :  shall 
we  go  hear  the  vestals  sing  ] 

I  Gent,  I  '11  do  any  thing  now  that  is  virtuous ;  but  I  am  out  of 
the  road  of  rutting  for  ever.  \Exeunt. 

SCENE  VL— MiTYLENE.     A  Room  tn  t/ie  Brothel. 

Enter  Pander,  Bawd,  and  BoULT. 

Fand,  Well,  I  had  rather  than  twice  the  worth  of  her,  she  had 
ne'er  come  here. 

Bawd,  Fie,  fie  upon  her  I  she  is  able  to  freeze  the  god  Priapus, 
and  undo  a  whole  generation.  We  must  either  get  her  ravished,  or 
be  rid  of  her.  When  she  should  do  for  clients  her  fitment,  and  do 
me  the  kindness  of  our  profession,  she  has  me  her  quirks,  her 
reasons,  her  master  reasons,  her  prayers,  her  knees ;  that  she  would 
make  a  puritan  of  the  devil,  if  he  should  cheapen  a  kiss  of  her. 

BouJt,  Faith,  I  must  ravish  her,  or  she  *11  disftimish  us  of  all  our 
cavaliers,  and  make  all  our  swearers  priests. 

Fand.  Now,  the  por  upon  her  green-sickness  for  me ! 

Bawd,  'Faith,  there 's  no  way  to  be  rid  on  *t,  but  by  the  way  to 
the  pox. — Here  comes  the  lord  Lysimachus,  disguised. 

Boult,  We  should  have  both  lord  and  lown,  if  the  peevish  baggage 
would  but  give  way  to  customers. 

EfOer  Ltsimachus. 
Lys.  How  now !     How  a  dozen  of  virginities  % 
Bawd.  Now,  the  gods  to-bless  your  honour ! 
Bjuit,  I  am  glad  to  see  your  honour  in  good  health. 
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Lys.  You  may  so ;  *tis  the  better  for  you  that  your  resorters  stand 
upon  sound  legs.  How  now,  wholesome  iniquity !  have  you  that  a 
man  may  deal  withal,  and  defy  the  surgeon  ? 

Bawd,  We  have  here  one,  Sir,  if  she  would — but  there  never 
came  her  like  in  Mitylene. 

Lys,  If  she  *d  do  the  deed  of  darkness,  thou  wouldst  say. 

Bawd,  Your  honour  knows  what  'tis  to  say,  well  enough. 

Lys,  Well,  call  forth,  call  forth. 

Boult,  For  flesh  and  blood.  Sir,  white  and  red,  you  shall  see  a 
rose  ;  and  she  were  a  rose  indeed,  if  she  had  but — 

Lys.  What,  pr'ythee  1 

Boult,  O,  Sir,  I  can  be  modest.  \Exit. 

Lys,  That  dignifies  the  renown  of  a  bawd,  no  less  than  it  gives  a 
good  report  to  a  number  to  be  chaste. 

Bawd,  Here  comes  that  which  grows  to  the  stalk ; — never  plucked 
yet,  I  can  assure  you. — 

Re-enter  BouLT  with  Marina. 
Is  she  not  a  fair  creature  ? 

Lys,  Faith,  she  would  serve  after  a  long  voyage  at  sea.  Well, 
there 's  for  you :  leave  us. 

Bawd,  I  beseech  your  honour,  give  me  leave :  a  word,  and  I  'U 
have  done  presently. 

Lys,  I  beseech  you,  do. 

Bawd,  [To  Marina,  a^arf.'\  First,  I  would  have  you  note,  this  is 
an  honourable  man. 

Mar,  I  desire  to  find  him  so,  that  I  may  worthily  note  him. 

Bawd,  Next,  he 's  the  governor  of  this  country,  and  a  man  whom 
I  am  bound  to. 

Mar,  If  he  govern  the  country,  you  are  bound  to  him  indeed ; 
but  how  honourable  he  is  in  that,  I  know  not 

Bawd,  Tray  you,  without  any  more  virginal  fencing,  will  you  use 
him  kindly  ?     He  will  line  your  apron  with  gold. 

Mar,  What  he  will  do  graciously,  I  will  thankfully  receive. 

Lys,  Have  you  done  1 

Bawd,  My  lord,  she  *s  not  paced  yet :  you  must  take  some  pains 
to  work  her  to  your  manage. — Come,  we  will  leave  his  honour  and 
her  together. — Go  thy  ways. 

[Exeunt  Bawd,  Pander,  and  Boult. 

Lys,  Now,  pretty  one,  how  long  have  you  been  at  this  trade  ? 

Mar,  What  trade.  Sir  1 

Lys,  AVhy,  I  cannot  name  it,  but  I  shall  offend. 

Mar,  I  cannot  be  offended  with  my  trade.     Please  you  to  name  it 

Lys,  How  long  have  you  been  of  this  profession  ] 

Mar,  Ever  since  I  can  remember. 
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Lys,  Did  you  go  to  it  so  young?  Were  you  a  gamester  at  five, 
or  at  seven  ?  • 

Mar,  Earlier,  too,  Sir,  if  now  I  be  one. 

Lys,  Why,  the  house  you  dwell  in  proclaims  you  to  be  a  creature 
of  sale. 

Mar,  Do  you  know  this  house  to  be  a  place  of  such  resort,  and 
will  come  into  it?  I  hear  say,  you  are  of  honourable  parts,  and  are 
the  governor  of  this  place. 

Lys.  Why,  hath  your  principal  made  known  unto  you  who  I 
am  ? 
Mar.  Who  is  my  principal  ? 

Lys.  Why,  your  herb-woman;  she  that  sets  seeds  and  roots  of 
shame  and  iniquity.     O,  you  have  heard  something  of  my  power, 
and  so  stand  aloof  for  more  serious  wooing.     Biit  I  protest  to  thee, 
pretty  one,  my  authority  shall  not  see  thee,  or  else  look  friendly 
upon  thee.     Come,  bring  me  to  some  private  place ;  come,  come. 
Mar.  If  you  were  bom  to  honour,  show  it  now ; 
If  put  upon  you,  make  the  judgment  good 
That  thought  you  worthy  of  it. 
Lys.  How 's  this  ?  how 's  this  ? — Some  more ; — be  sage. 
Mar.  For  me. 

That  am  a  maid,  though  most  ungentle  fortune 
Hath  placed  me  in  this  sty,  where,  since  I  came, 
Diseases  have  been  sold  dearer  than  physic, — 
O,  that  the  gods 

Would  set  me  free  from  this  unhallow'd  place. 
Though  they  did  change  me  to  the  meanest  bird 
That  flies  i'  the  purer  air  I 
Lys.  I  did  not  think 

Thou  couldst  have  spoke  so  well ;  ne'er  dream'd  thou  couldst 
Had  I  brought  hither  a  corrupted  mind, 
Thy  speech  had  alter'd  it     Hold,  here 's  gold  for  thee : 
Persdver  in  that  clear  way  thou  goest, 
And  the  gods  strengthen  thee ! 
Mar.  The  good  gods  preserve  you  I 
Lys.  For  me,  be  you  thoughten 

That  I  came  ^vith  no  ill  intent ;  for  to  me 

The  very  doors  and  windows  savour  vilely. 

Fare  thee  well     Thou  art  a  piece  of  virtue,  and 

I  doubt  not  but  thy  training  hath  been  noble. — 

Hold,  here  *8  more  gold  for  thee. 

A  curse  upon  him,  die  he  like  a  thief. 

That  robs  thee  of  thy  goodness  1     If  thou  dost  hear 

From  me,  it  shall  be  for  thy  good 
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Re-enter  BoULT. 

Boult,  I  beseech  your  honour,  one  piece  for  me. 

Lys.  Avaunt,  thou  damnfed  door-keeper !     Your  house, 
But  ior  this  virgin  that  doth  prop  it,  would 
Sink,  and  overwhelm  you.     Away !  \Exit. 

Bouit,  How 's  this  %  We  must  take  another  course  with  vou.  If 
your  peevish  chastity,  which  is  not  worth  a  breakfast  in  the  cheapest 
country  under  the  cope,  shall  undo  a  whole  household,  let  me  be 
gelded  like  a  spaniel     Come  your  ways. 

Mar,  Whither  would  you  have  me  ? 

Boult  I  must  have  your  maidenhead  taken  off,  or  the  common 
hangman  shall  execute  it  Come  your  way.  We  '11  have  no  more 
gentlemen  driven  away.     Come  your  ways,  I  say. 

Re-enter  Bawd. 

Bawd.  How  now!  what's  the  matter? 

Boult.  Worse  and  worse,  mistress;  she  has  here  spoken  holy 
words  to  the  lord  Lysimachus. 

Bawd.  O,  abominable ! 

Boult  She  makes  our  profession  as  it  were  to  stink  afore  the  face 
of  the  gods. 

Bawd.  Marry,  hang  her  up  for  ever  ! 

Boult  The  nobleman  would  have  dealt  with  her  like  a  nobleman, 
and  she  sent  him  away  as  cold  as  a  snow-ball ;  saying  his  prayers, 
too. 

Bawd.  Boult,  take  her  away ;  use  her  at  thy  pleasure :  crack  the 
glass  of  her  virginity,  and  make  the  rest  malleable. 

Boult.  An  if  she  were  a  thornier  piece  of  ground  than  she  is,  she 
shall  be  ploughed. 

Mar.  Hark,  hark,  you  gods  ! 

Bawd.  She  conjures:  away  with  her*  Would  she  had  never 
come  within  my  doors  ! — Marry,  hang  you  I — She 's  born  to  undo  us. 
—•Will  you  not  go  the  way  of  women-kind?  Many  come  up,  my 
dish  of  chastity  with  rosemary  and  bays  I  [Exit. 

Boult  Come,  mistress ;  come  your  way  with  me. 

Mar.  Whither  wilt  thou  have  me  ? 

Boult  To  take  from  you  the  jewel  you  hold  so  dear. 

Mar.  Pr'ythee,  tell  me  one  thing  first 

Boult  Come  now,  your  one  thing. 

Mar.  What  canst  thou  wish  thine  enemy  to  be  1 

Boult  Why,  I  could  wish  him  to  be  my  master ;  or  rather,  my 
mistress. 

Mar.  Neither  of  these  are  so  bad  as  thou  art. 
Since  they  do  better  thee  in  their  command. 
Thou  hold'st  a  place,  for  which  the  pained'st  fiend 
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Of  hell  would  not  in  reputation  change : 

Thou  art  the  damnbd  door-keeper  to  every  coystiil 

That  hither  comes  enquiring  for  his  I'lb ; 

To  the  choleric  fisting  of  each  rogue  thy  ear 

Is  liable ;  thy  food  is  such 

As  hath  been  belch'd  on  by  infected  lungs. 
Bot^f.  What  would  you  have  me  do  ?  go  to  the  wars,  would  you  1 
where  a  man  may  serve  seven  years  for  the  loss  of  a  leg,  and  have 
not  money  enough  in  the  end  to  buy  him  a  wooden  one  t 
Afar.  Do  any  thing  but  this  thou  doest     Empty 

Old  receptacles,  or  common  sewers,  of  filth ; 

Serve  by  indenture  to  the  common  hangman  : 

Any  of  these  ways  are  yet  better  than  this ; 

For  what  thou  professest,  a  baboon,  could  he  speak, 

Would  own  a  name  too  dear. — O,  that  the  gods 

Would  safely  deliver  me  firom  this  place  ! — 

Here,  here 's  gold  for  thee. 

If  that  thy  master  would  gain  by  me, 

Proclaim  that  I  can  sing,  weave,  sew,  and  dance, 

With  other  virtues,  which  I  'II  keep  from  boast ; 

And  I  will  undertake  all  these  to  teach. 

I  doubt  not  but  this  populous  city  will 

Yield  many  scholars. 
BouU.  But  can  you  teach  all  this  you  speak  of  f 
J/ar,  Prove  that  I  cannot,  take  me  home  again. 

And  prostitute  me  to  the  basest  groom 

That  doth  frequent  your  house. 
Bou//.  Well,  I  will  see  what  I  can  do  for  thee :  if  I  can  place  thee, 
I  will. 
Mar,  But,  amongst  honest  women. 

Bor^//.  Faith,  my  acquaintance  lies  little  amongst  them.  But  since 
my  master  and  mistress  have  bought  you,  there 's  no  going  but  by 
their  consent :  therefore  I  will  make  them  acquainted  with  your  pur- 
pose, and  I  doubt  not  but  I  shall  find  them  tractable  enough.  Come, 
I  '11  do  for  thee  what  I  can ;  come  your  ways.  [Exeuftf 
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ACT  V. 

Gow.  Marina  thus  the  brothel  scapes,  and  chances 
Into  an  honest  house,  our  story  says. 
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She  sings  like  one  immortal,  and  she  dances 

As  goddess-like  to  her  admired  lays ; 

Deep  clerks  she  dumbs ;  and  with  her  neeld  composes 

Nature's  own  shape,  of  bud,  bird,  branch,  or  berry, 

That  eveh  her  art  sisters  the  natural  roses ; 

Her  inkle,  silk,  twin  with  the  rubied  cherry : 

That  pupils  lacks  she  none  of  noble  race, 

Who  pour  their  bounty  on  her ;  and  her  gain 

She  gives  the  cursed  bawd.     Here  we  her  place ; 

And  to  her  father  turn  our  thoughts  again. 

Where  we  left  him,  on  the  sea.     We  there  him  lost : 

Wlience,  driven  before  the  winds,  he  is  arrived 

Here  where  his  daughter  dwells ;  and  on  this  coast 

Suppose  him  now  at  anchor.     The  city  striv'd 

God  Neptune's  annual  feast  to  keep  :  from  whence 

Lysimachus  our  Tyrian  ship  espies, 

His  banners  sable,  trimm'd  with  rich  expense ; 

And  to  him  in  his  barge  with  fervour  hies. 

In  your  supposing  once  more  put  your  sight 

Of  heavy  Pericles ;  think  this  his  bark : 

Where  what  is  done  in  action,  more,  if  might, 

Shall  be  discovered ;  please  you,  sit,  and  hark.  [JSxU 

SCENE  I. — On  board  Pericles'  Ship,  off  Mitvxene.  A  Pavilion 
on  deck,  with  a  curtain  before  it;  Pericles  within  ity  reclining  on 
a  couch,     A  Barge  tying  beside  the  Tyrian  vessel. 

Enter  two  Sailors,  one  belonging  to  the  Tyrian  vessel^  the  other  to  the  barge, 

Tyr,  Sail,  [To  Mit.  Sai/,]  Where's  the  lord  Helicanus]  he 
can  resolve  you. 
O,  here  he  is. — 

Enter  Helicanus. 

Sir,  there 's  a  barge  put  off  from  Mitylene, 

And  in  it  is  Lysimachus,  the  governor. 

Who  craves  to  come  aboard.     What  is  your  will  ? 

He/,  That  he  have  his.     Call  up  some  gentlemen. 

Tyr,  Sai/,  Ho,  gentlemen  I  my  lord  calls. 

Enter  two  or  three  Gentlemeo. 

I  Gent.  Doth  your  lordship  call] 
He/,  Gentlemen, 
There  is  some  of  worth  would  come  aboard ;  I  pray, 
Greet  him  fairly. 

[Gentlemen  and  Sailors  descend^  and  go  on  board 
the  barge. 
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EnteTj  from  thence^  Lysimachus  and  Lords ;  ike  Gentlemen,  and  the  two  Sailors 

Tyr,  Sail,  Sir, 
This  is  the  man  that  can,  in  aught  you  would, 
Resolve  you. 
Lys,  Hail,  reverend  Sir !    The  gods  preserve  you ! 
H^l,  And  you,  Sir,  to  outlive  the  age  I  am, 
And  die  as  I  would  do. 

Lys,  You  wish  me  well. 

Being  on  shore,  honouring  of  Neptune's  triumphs, 
Seeing  this  goodly  vessel  ride  before  us, 
I  made  to  it,  to  know  of  whence  you  are. 
HeL  First,  what  is  your  place  1 
Lys.  I  am  the  governor  of  this  place  you  lie  before. 
HeL  Sir, 
Our  vessel  is  of  Tyre,  in  it  the  king ; 
A  man,  who  for  this  three  months  hath  not  spoken 
To  any  one,  nor  taken  sustenance, 
But  to  prorogue  his^ef 

Lys,  Upon  what  ground  is  his  distemperature  1 
Hel,  'Twould  be  too  tedious  to  repeat ; 
But  the  main  grief  springs  from  the  loss 
Of  a  beloved  daughter  and  a  wife. 
Lys.  May  we  not  see  him  ] 
Hei,  You  may ; 
But  bootless  is  your  sight, — ^he  will  not  speak 
To  any. 

Lys,  Yet,  let  me  obtain  my  wish. 

Hd,  Behold  him. — [Pericles  discovered,']  This  was  a  goodly 
person. 
Till  the  disaster  that,  one  mortal  night. 
Drove  him  to  this. 

Lys,  Sir  king,  all  hail  1  the  gods  preserve  you ! 
Hail,  royal  Sir ! 
Hci,  It  is  in  vain ;  he  will  not  speak  to  you. 
I  Lord,  Sir,  we  have  a  maid  in  Mitylen,  I  diust  wager, 
Would  win  some  words  of  him. 

Lys.  Tis  well  bethought 

She,  questionless,  with  her  sweet  harmony, 
And  other  choice  attractions,  would  allure. 
And  make  a  battery  through  his  deafened  parts. 
Which  now  are  midway  stopp'd : 
She  is  all  happy  as  the  fairest  of  all, 
And,  with  her  fellow  maids,  is  now  upon 
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The  leafy  shelter  that  abuts  against 
The  island's  side. 

[  Whispers  first  Lord,  who  puts  off  in  the  barge. 

Hd.  Sure,  all 's  effectless ;  yet  nothing  we  '11  omit, 
That  bears  recover/s  name. 
But,  since  your  kindness  we  have  stretch'd  thus  far. 
Let  us  beseech  you. 

That  for  our  gold  we  may  provision  have, 
Wherein  we  are  not  destitute  for  want. 
But  weary  for  the  staleness. 

Lys,  O,  Sir,  a  courtesy, 

Which,  if  we  should  deny,  the  most  just  gods 
For  every  graff  would  send  a  caterpillar, 
And  so  afflict  our  province. — Yet  once  more 
Let  me  entreat  to  know  at  large  the  cause 
Of  your  king's  sorrow. 

Hel,  Sit,  Sir,  I  will  recount  it  to  you : — 
But  see,  I  am  prevented. 

Re-enter^  from  the  barge,  first  Lord,  with  Marina  and  a  young  Ladj. 

Lys,  O,  here  is 
The  lady  that  I  sent  for. — Welcome,  fair  one ! — 
Is 't  not  a  goodly  presence  ? 

Hd,  She 's  a  gallant  lady. 

Lys,  She 's  such  a  one,  that  were  I  well  assufd 
Came  of  a  gentle  kind,  and  noble  stock, 
I  'd  wish  no  better  choice,  and  think  me  rarely  wed — 
Fair  one,  all  goodness  that  consists  in  bounty 
Expect  even  here,  where  is  a  kingly  patient : 
If  that  thy  prosperous  and  artificial  feat 
Can  draw  him  but  to  answer  thee  in  aught, 
Thy  sacred  physic  shall  receive  such  pay 
As  thy  desires  can  wish. 

Mar  Sir,  I  will  use 

My  utmost  skill  in  his  recovery, 
Provided 

That  none  but  I  and  my  companion  maid 
Be  suffer'd  to  come  near  him. 

Lys,  Come,  let  us  leave  her, 

And  the  gods  make  her  prosperous !  [Marina  sings. 

Lys.  Mark'd  he  your  music  ? 

Mar,  No,  nor  look'd  on  us. 

Lys,  See,  she  will  speak  to  him. 

Mar  Hail,  Sir  1  my  lord,  lend  ear. — 

Per.  H'm?  hal 
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Mar,  I  am  a  maid, 
My  lord,  that  ne'er  before  invited  eyes, 
But  have  been  gaz'd  on  like  a  comet :  she  speaks. 
My  lord,  that,  may  be,  hath  endur*d  a  grief 
Might  equal  yours,  if  both  were  justly  weigh'd. 
Though  wayward  fortune  did  malign  my  state. 
My  derivation  was  from  ancestors 
Who  stood  equivalent  with  mighty  kings : 
But  time  hath  rooted  out  my  parentage, 
And  to  the  world  and  awkward  casualties 
Bound  me  in  servitude — [Aside.]  1  will  desist; 
But  there  is  something  glows  upon  my  cheek, 
And  whispers  in  mine  ear,  "  Go  not  till  he  speak.** 

Fer,  My  fortunes — parentage — good  parentage — 
To  equal  mine ! — was  it  not  thus?  what  say  you? 

Mar.  1  said,  my  lord,  if  you  did  know  my  parentage, 
You  would  not  do  me  violence. 

Per.  I  do  think  so.     Pray  you,  turn  your  eyes  upon  me. 
You  are  like  something  that — What  countrywoman] 
Here  of  these  shores? 

Mar.     '  No,  nor  of  any  shores : 

Yet  I  was  mortally  brought  forth,  and  am 
No  other  than  I  appear. 

Per,  I  am  great  with  woe,  and  shall  deliver  weeping. 
My  dearest  wife  was  like  this  maid,  and  such  a  one 
My  daughter  might  have  been :  my  queen's  square  brows ; 
Her  stature  to  an  inch ;  as  wand-like  straight ; 
As  silver-voic'd  ;  her  eyes  as  jewel-like. 
And  cas'd  as  richly ;  in  pace  another  Juno ; 
Who  starves  the  ears  she  feeds,  and  makes  them  hungry, 
The  more  she  gives  them  speech. — Where  do  you  live  I 

Afar.  Where  I  am  but  a  stranger :  from  the  deck 
You  may  discern  the  place. 

Per.  Where  were  you  bred  1 

And  how  achieved  you  these  endowments,  which 
You  make  more  rich  to  owe  1 

Mar.  Should  I  tell  my  history, 

Twould  seem  like  lies,  disdain'd  in  the  reporting. 

Per.  Pr'ythee,  speak : 
Falseness  cannot  come  from  thee ;  for  thou  look'st 
Modest  as  justice,  and  thou  seem'st  a  palace 
For  the  crown'd  truth  to  dwell  in  :  I  '11  believe  thee. 
And  make  my  senses  credit  thy  relation 
To  points  that  seem  impossible ;  for  thou  look'st 
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Like  one  I  lov'd  indeed.     What  were  thy  friends  ? 
Didst  thou  not  say,  when  I  did  push  thee  back, 
(Which  was  when  I  perceived  thee,)  that  thou  cara'st 
From  good  descending? 

Mar.  So  indeed  I  did. 

Per,  Report  thy  parentage^     I  think  thou  saidst 
Thou  hadst  been  toss'd  from  wrong  to  injury. 
And  that  thou  thought*st  thy  griefs  might  equal  mine, 
If  both  were  open'd 

Mar,  Some  such  thing 

I  said,  and  said  no  more  but  what  my  thoughts 
Did  warrant  me  was  likely. 

Per,  Tell  thy  story ; 

If  thine  considered  prove  the  thousandth  part 
Of  my  endurance,  thou  art  a  man,  and  I 
Have  suffered  like  a  girl :  yet  thou  dost  look 
Like  Patience,  gazing  on  kings'  graves,  and  smiling 
Extremity  out  of  act.     What  were  thy  friends  \ 
How  lost  thou  themi    Thy  name,  my  most  kind  virgin  \ 
Recount,  I  do  beseech  thee :  come,  sit  by  me. 

Mar,  My  name  is  Marina. 

Per,  O,  I  am  mock'd, 

And  thou  by  some  incensed  god  sent  hither 
To  make  the  world  to  laugh  at  me. 

Mar,  Patience,  good  Sir, 

Or  here  I  '11  cease. 

Per,  Nay,  I  '11  be  patient 

Thou  little  know'st  how  thou  dost  startle  me. 
To  call  thyself  Marina. 

Mar,  The  name 

Was  given  me  by  one  that  had  some  power, — 
My  father,  and  a  king. 

Per,  How !  a  king's  daughter? 

And  caird  Marina  ? 

Mar,  You  said  you  would  believe  me  \ 

But,  not  to  be  a  troubler  of  your  peace, 
I  will  end  here. 

Per,  But  are  you  flesh  and  blood  ] 

Have  you  a  working  pulse  %  and  are  no  fairy  % 
Motion  % — ^Well ;  speak  on.     Where  were  you  bom  \ 
And  wherefore  call'd  Marina  % 

Mar,  Call'd  Marina, 

For  I  was  bom  at  sea. 

Per,  At  sea !  what  motner  2 
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Down  on  thy  knees,  thank  the  holy  gods  as  loud 
As  thunder  threatens  us :  this  is  Marina. — 
What  was  thy  mother's  name  1  tell  me  but  that,     . 
For  truth  can  never  be  confirmed  enough. 
Though  doubts  did  ever  sleep. 

Mar,  First,  Sir,  I  pray. 

What  is  your  title  ] 

Per.  I  am  Pericles  of  Tyre :  but  tell  me  now 
My  drown'd  queen's  name,  (as  in  the  rest  you  said 
Thou  hast  been  godlike  perfect,)  the  heir  of  kingdoms, 
And  another  life  to  Pericles  thy  father. 

Mar,  Is  it  no  more  to  be  your  daughter,  than 
To  say  my  mother's  name  was  Thaisal 
Thaisa  was  my  mother,  who  did  end 
The  minute  I  began.  \Throws  hersdfat  his  feet 

Per,  Now,  blessing  on  thee !  rise ;  thou  art  my  child. — 
Give  me  fresh  garments.     Mine  own,  Helicanus, — 
She  is  not  dead  at  Tharsus,  as  she  should  have  been, 
By  savage  Cleon :  she  shall  tell  thee  all ; 
When  thou  shalt  kneel,  and  justify  in  knowledge 
She  is  thy  very  princess. — Who  is  this] 

JfeL  Sir,  'tis  the  governor  of  Mitylene, 
Who,  hearing  of  your  melancholy  state. 
Did  come  to  see  you. 

Per.  I  embrace  you. — 

Give  me  my  robes. — I  am  wild  in  my  beholding. — 

0  heavens,  bless  my  girl ! — But,  hark !  what  music  f — 
Tell  Helicanus,  my  Marina,  tell  him 

O'er,  point  by  point,  for  yet  he  seems  to  doubt, 
How  sure  you  are  my  daughter. — But,  what  music  ? 

JleL  My  lord,  I  hear  none 

Per.  None] 
The  music  of  the  spheres ! — list,  my  Marina. 

Zyx.  It  is  not  good  to  cross  him ;  give  him  way. 

Per.  Rarest  sounds  !     Do  ye  not  hear] 

Lys.  Music  ]     My  lord,  I  hear — 

Per.  Most  heavenly  music ! 

It  nips  me  unto  list'ning,  and  thick  slumber 
Hangs  upon  mine  eyes :  let  me  rest.  [He  sieefs. 

Lys.  A  pillow  for  his  head. 
So  leave  him  all. — Well,  my  companion-friends, 
If  this  but  answer  to  my  just  belief, 

1  '11  well  remember  yoiL  \Exeunt  all  except  Pewcles. 
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SCENE  II.— The  Same. 

Pericles  on  the  deck  asleep  i  Diana  appearing  to  him  in  a  vision, 
Dia,  My  temple  stands  in  Ephesus :  hie  thee  thither, 

And  do  upon  mine  altar  sacrifice. 

There,  when  my  maiden  priests  are  met  together, 

Before  the  people  all, 

Reveal  how  thou  at  sea  didst  lose  thy  wife : 

To  mourn  thy  crosses,  with  thy  daughter's,  call. 

And  give  them  repetition  to  the  life. 

Or  perform  my  bidding,  or  thou  liv'st  in  woe ; 

Do  it,  and  happy ;  by  my  silver  bow ! 

Awake,  and  tell  thy  dream.  [Diana  disappears. 

Per.  Celestial  Dian,  goddess  argentine, 

I  will  obey  thee, — Helicanus ! 

Enter  Helicanus,  Lysimachus,  ««:/ Marina. 

HeL  Sirl 

Per.  My  purpose  was  for  Tharsus,  there  to  strike 
The  inhospitable  Cleon ;  but  I  am 
For  other  service  first :  toward  Ephesus 
Turn  our  blown  sails ;  eftsoons  I  '11  tell  thee  why. — 
\To  Lys.]  Shall  we  refresh  us,  Sir,  upon  your  shore, 
And  give  you  gold  for  such  provision 
As  our  intents  will  need  ] 

Lys.  Sir,  with  all  my  heart ;  and  when  you  come  ashore, 
I  have  another  suit. 

Per.  You  shall  prevail. 

Were  it  to  woo  my  daughter ;  for  it  seems 
You  have  been  noble  towards  her. 

Lys.  Sir,  lend  me  your  arm. 

Per.  Come,  my  Marina.  \ExeufU. 

Enter  GowER,  before  the  temple  ^DlANA  at  Eph< 

Gow.  Now  our  sands  are  almost  run ; 
More  a  little,  and  then  dumb. 
This,  as  my  last  boon,  give  me, — 
For  such  kindness  must  relieve  me, — 
That  you  aptly  will  suppose 
What  pageantry,  what  feats,  what  showa^ 
What  minstrelsy,  and  pretty  din, 
The  regent  made  in  Mitylin, 
To  greet  the  king.     So  he  thriv'd, 
That  he  is  promised  to  be  wiv'd 
To  fair  Marina ;  but  in  no  wise 
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Till  he  had  done  his  sacrifice, 

As  Dian  bade :  whereto  being  bound, 

The  interim,  pray  you,  all  confound. 

In  feather'd  briefness  sails  are  fiird, 

And  wishes  fall  out  as  they  're  will'd. 

At  Ephesus,  the  temple  see, 

Our  king,  and  all  his  company. 

That  he  can  hither  come  so  soon, 

Is  by  your  fancy's  thankful  boon.  [Exit 

SCENE  lll.—77ie  TempU  of  Diana  at  Ephesus  ;  Thaisa  standing 
near  the  altar ^  as  high  priestess;  a  number  of  Virgins  on  each 
side;  Cerimon  and  other  inhabitants  of  Ephesus  attending. 

Enter  Pericles,  with  his  train;  Lysimachus,  Helicanus,  Marina,  and 

a  Lady. 

Per,  Hail,  Dian !  to  perform  thy  just  command, 
I  here  confess  myself  the  king  of  Tyre ; 
Who,  frighted  from  my  country,  did  wed 
At  Pentapolis,  the  fair  Thaisa. 
At  sea  in  childbed  died  she,  but  brought  forth 
A  maid-child  caird  Marina ;  who,  O  goddess, 
Wears  yet  thy  silver  livery.     She  at  Tharsus 
Was  nurs'd  with  Cleon ;  whom  at  fourteen  years 
He  sought  to  murder :  but  her  better  stars 
Brought  her  to  Mitylene ;  'gainst  whose  shore 
Riding,  her  fortunes  brought  the  maid  aboard  us, 
Where,  by  her  own  most  clear  remembrance,  she 
Made  known  herself  my  daughter. 

Thai,  Voice  and  favour ! 

You  are,  you  are — O  royal  Pericles  ! —  [S/u  faints. 

Per,  What  means  the  woman  1  she  dies !  help,  gentlemen ! 

Cer,  Noble  Sir, 
If  you  have  told  Diana's  altar  true. 
This  is  your  wife. 

Per,  Reverend  appearer,  no  ; 

I  threw  her  o'erboard  with  these  very  arms. 

Cer,  Upon  this  coast,  I  warrant  you. 

Per.  'Tis  most  certain. 

Cer,  Look  to  the  lady ; — O,  she  's  but  o'erjoy'd. — 
Early  one  blustering  mom  this  lady  was 
Thrown  upon  this  shore.     I  op'd  the  coffin, 
Found  there  rich  jewels ;  recovered  her,  and  plac'd  her 
Here,  in  Diana's  temple. 

Per,  May  we  see  them  I 
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Cen  Great  Sir,  they  shall  be  oroi^ht  you  to  my  house, 
Whither  I  invite  you. — Look,  Thaisa  is  recovered. 

Thai.  O,  let  me  look  I 
If  he  be  none  of  mine,  my  sanctity 
Will  to  my  sense  bend  no  licentious  ear, 
But  curb  it,  spite  of  seeing. — O,  my  lord. 
Are  you  not  Pericles  1     Like  him  you  speak. 
Like  him  you  are :  did  you  not  name  a  tempest, 
A  birth,  and  death  1 

Per,  The  voice  of  dead  Thaisa ! 

Thai,  That  Thaisa  am  I,  supposed  dead,  and  drown'd. 

Per,  Immortal  Dian ! 

TJiai,  Now  I  know  you  better. — 

When  we  with  tears  parted  Pentapolis, 
The  king,  my  father,  gave  you  such  a  ring.     [Points  to  his  ring. 

Per,  This,  this :  no  more,  you  gods  !  your  present  kindness 
Makes  my  past  miseries  sport :  you  shall  do  well. 
That  on  the  touching  of  her  lips  I  may 
Melt,  and  no  more  be  seen. — O,  come,  be  buried 
A  second  time  within  these  arms. 

Mar,  My  heart 

Leaps  to  be  gone  into  my  mother's  bosom. 

[Kneeis  to  Thais.\. 

Per,  Look,  who  kneels  here !     Flesh  of  thy  flesh,  Thaisa ; 
Thy  burden  at  the  sea,  and  caird  Marina, 
For  she  was  yielded  there. 

T^iai,  Blessed,  and  mine  own ! 

Bel,  Hail,  Madam,  and  my  queen  ! 

77iai,  I  know  you  not 

Per,  You  have  heard  me  say,  when  I  did  fly  from  Tyre, 
I  left  behind  an  ancient  substitute : 
Can  you  remember  what  I  call'd  the  man  1 
I  have  nam*d  him  oft. 

Thai,  'Twas  Helicanus,  then. 

Per,  Still  confirmation : 
Embrace  him,  dear  Thaisa ;  this  is  he. 
Now  do  I  long  to  hear  how  you  were  found ; 
How  possibly  preserved ;  and  whom  to  thank, 
Besides  the  gods,  for  this  great  miracle. 

T/iai   lord  Cerimon,  my  lord  ;  this  man, 
Through  whom  the  gods  have  shown  their  power ;  that  can 
From  first  to  last  resolve  you. 

Per,  Reverend  Sir, 

The  gods  can  have  no  mortal  officer 
VOL.  IV.  20 
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More  like  a  god  than  you.    Will  you  deliver 
How  this  dead  queen  re-lives  1 

Cer.  I  will,  my  lord. 

Beseech  you,  first  go  with  me  to  my  house, 
Where  shall  be  shown  you  all  was  found  with  her  i 
How  she  came  plac'd  here  in  the  temple ; 
No  needful  thing  omitted. 

Per.  Pure  Dian,  bless  thee  for  thy  vision ! 
I  will  offer  night  oblations  to  thee.     Thaisa, 
This  prince,  the  fair-betrothed  of  your  daughter, 
Shall  marry  her  at  Pentapolis. — And  now, 
This  ornament, 

Makes  me  look  dismal,  will  I  clip  to  form  ; 
And  what  this  fourteen  years  no  razor  touched. 
To  grace  thy  marriage-day,  I  'II  beautify. 

TTiaL  Lord  Cerimon  hath  letters  of  good  credit, 
Sir,  my  father's  dead. 

iV.  Heavens  make  a  star  of  him !    Yet  there,  my  queen. 
We  '11  celebrate  their  nuptials,  and  ourselves 
AVill  in  that  kingdom  spend  our  following  days ; 
Our  son  and  daughter  shall  in  Tyrus  reign. — 
Lord  Cerimon,  we  do  our  longing  stay, 
To  hear  the  rest  untold : — Sir,  lead  the  way.  [Exeu/tl 

Enter  Gower. 
Gow,  In  Antiochus,  and  his  daughter,  you  have  heard 
Of  monstrous  lust  the  due  and  just  reward ; 
In  Pericles,  his  queen,  and  daughter,  seen 
(Although  assaird  with  fortune  fierce  and  keen) 
Virtue  preserv'd  from  fell  destruction's  blast, 
Led  on  by  heaven,  and  crown'd  with  joy  at  last : 
In  Helicanus  may  you  well  descry 
A  figure  of  truth,  of  faith,  of  loyalty : 
In  reverend  Cerimon  there  well  appears 
The  worth  that  learned  charity  aye  wears : 
For  wicked  Cleon  and  his  wife,  when  fame 
Had  spread  their  cursfed  deed,  and  honour'd  name 
Of  Pericles,  to  rage  the  city  turn, 
That  him  and  his  they  in  his  palace  bum  ; 
The  gods  for  murder  seemfed  so  content 
To  punish  them, — although  not  done,  but  meant. 
So  on  your  patience  evermore  attending, 
New  joy  wait  on  you !    Here  our  play  has  ending. 


POEMS. 


VENUS  AND  ADONIS. 


TO  THE 

RIGHT  HONOURABLE  HENRY  WRIOTHESLEY, 

EARL  OF  SOUTHAMPTON,  AND  BARON  OF  TITCHFTELD. 

Right  Honourable, 

I  KNOW  not  how  I  shall  offend  in  dedicating  my  un 
polished  lines  to  your  Lordship,  nor  how  the  world  will  censure  me 
for  choosing  so  strong  a  prop  to  support  so  weak  a  burden  :  only,  if 
your  honour  seem  but  pleased,  I  account  myself  highly  praised,  and 
vow  to  take  advantage  of  all  idle  hours,  till  I  have  honoured  you 
with  some  graver  labour.  But  if  the  first  heir  of  my  invention  prove 
deformed,  I  shall  be  sorry  it  had  so  noble  a  godfather,  and  never 
after  ear  so  barren  a  land,  for  fear  it  yield  me  still  so  bad  a  harvest 
I  leave  it  to  your  honourable  survey,  and  your  honour  to  your  heart's 
content ;  which  I  wish  may  always  answer  your  own  wish,  and  the 
world's  hopeful  expectation. 

Your  Honour's  in  all  duty, 

William  Shakespeare. 


X. 

Even  as  the  sun  with  purple-colour'd  face 
Had  ta'en  his  last  leave  of  the  weeping  mom, 
Rose-cheek'd  Adonis  hied  him  to  the  chase ; 
Hunting  he  lov'd,  but  love  he  laugh'd  to  scorn : 
Sick-thoughted  Venus  makes  amain  unto  him. 
And  like  a  bold-fac'd  suitor  'g^ins  to  woo  him. 
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2. 

"  Thrice  fairer  than  myself,**  thus  she  began, 
"The  field*s  chief  flower,  sweet  above  compare, 
Stain  to  all  nymphs,  more  lovely  than  a  man, 
More  white  and  red  than  doves  or  roses  are  ; 
Nature  that  made  thee,  with  herself  at  strife, 
Saith  that  the  world  hath  ending  with  thy  life. 

"Vouchsafe,  thou  wonder,  to  alight  thy  steed, 
And  rein  his  proud  head  to  the  saddle-bow ; 
If  thou  wilt  deign  this  favour,  for  thy  meed 
A  thousand  honey-secrets  shalt  thou  know : 
Here  come  and  sit,  where  never  serpent  hisses, 
And  being  set,  I  '11  smother  thee  with  kisses ; 

"  And  yet  not  cloy  thy  lips  with  loath'd  satiety. 
But  rather  famish  them  amid  their  plenty. 
Making  them  red  and  pale  with  fresh  variety, — 
Ten  kisses  short  as  one,  one  long  as  twenty : 
A  summer's  day  will  seem  an  hour  but  short, 
Being  wasted  in  such  time-beguiling  sport/' 

5- 
With  this  she  seizeth  on  his  sweating  palm, 

The  precedent  of  pith  and  liveHhood, 

And,  trembling  in  her  passion,  calls  it  balm, 

Earth's  sovereign  salve  to  do  a  goddess  good  : 

Being  so  enrag'd,  desire  doth  lend  her  force 

Courageously  to  pluck  him  from  his  horse. 

6. 

Over  one  arm  the  lusty  courser's  rein, 

Under  her  other  was  the  tender  boy. 

Who  blush'd  and  pouted  in  a  dull  disdain, 

With  leaden  appetite,  unapt  to  toy ; 
She  red  and  hot  as  coals  of  glowing  fire. 
He  red  for  shame,  but  frosty  in  desire. 

7- 
The  studded  bridle  on  a  ragged  bough 

Nimbly  she  fastens :  (O,  how  quick  is  love !) 

The  steed  is  stalled  up,  and  even  now 

To  tie  the  rider  she  begins  to  prove : 

Backward  she  push'd  him,  as  she  would  be  thrust. 

And  govem'd  him  in  strength,  thoucrh  not  in  lust 
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8. 
So  soon  was  she  along,  as  he  was  down, 
Each  leaning  on  their  elbows  and  their  hips : 
Now  doth  she  stroke  his  cheek,  now  doth  he  frown, 
And  'gins  to  chide,  but  soon  she  stops  his  lips  ; 
And  kissing  speaks,  with  lustful  language  broken, 
"  If  thou  wilt  chide,  thy  lips  shall  never  open." 

He  bums  with  bashful  sharae ;  she  with  her  tears 
Doth  quench  the  /naiden  burning  of  his  cheeks ; 
Then  with  her  windy  sighs,  and  golden  hairs, 
To  fan  and  blow  them  dry  again  she  seeks : 

He  saith  she  is  immodest,  blames  her  'miss ; 

What  follows  more  she  murders  with  a  kiss. 

10. 
Even  as  an  empty  eagle,  sharp  by  fast, 
Tires  with  her  beak  on  feathers,  flesh,  and  bone, 
Shaking  her  wings,  devouring  all  in  haste, 
Till  either  gorge  be  stuffed,  or  prey  be  gone ; 

Even  so  she  kiss'd  his  brow,  his  cheek,  his  cliin^ 

And  where  she  ends  she  doth  anew  begin. 

II. 

Forc'd  to  content,  but  never  to  obey. 

Panting  he  lies,  and  breatheth  in  her  face ; 

She  feedeth  on  the  steam,  as  on  a  prey, 

And  calls  it  heavenly  moisture,  air  of  grace ; 
Wishing  her  cheeks  were  gardens  full  of  flowers, 
So  they  were  dew'd  with  such  distilling  showers. 

12. 
Look,  how  a  bird  lies  tangled  in  a  net. 
So  fastened  in  her  arms  Adonis  lies ; 
Pure  shame  and  aVd  resistance  made  him  fret, 
Which  bred  more  beauty  in  his  angry  eyes  : 

Rain  added  to  a  river  that  is  rank. 

Perforce  will  force  it  overflow  the  bank. 

13- 

Still  she  entreats,  and  prettily  entreats, 

For  to  a  pretty  ear  she  tunes  her  tale ; 
Still  is  he  sullen,  still  he  low'rs  and  frets, 
Twixt  crimson  shame,  and  anger  ashy  pale ; 

Being  red,  she  loves  him  best ;  and  being  white. 

Her  best  is  better'd  with  a  more  delight 
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14. 
Look  how  he  can,  she  cannot  choose  but  love; 

And  by  her  fair  immortal  hand  she  swears, 

From  his  soft  bosom  never  to  remove, 

Till  he  take  truce  with  her  contending  tears. 

Which  long  have  rain'd,  making  her  cheeks  all  wet  i 

And  one  sweet  kiss  shall  pay  this  countless  debt 

15. 
Upon  this  promise  did  he  raise  his  chin, 

Like  a  dive -dapper  peering  through  a  wave, 

Who,  being  look*d  on,  ducks  as  quickly  in  ; 

So  offers  he  to  give  what  she  did  crave ; 

But  when  her  lips  were  ready  for  his  pay, 

He  winks,  and  turns  his  lips  another  way. 

16. 

Never  did  passenger  in  summer's  heat 

More  thirst  for  drink,  than  she  for  this  good  turn. 

Her  help  she  sees,  but  help  she  cannot  get ; 

She  bathes  in  water,  yet  her  fire  must  bum  : 
"  O,  pity,"  'gan  she  cry,  "  flint-hearted  boy  I 
'Tis  but  a  kiss  I  beg ;  why  art  thou  coy  1 

"  I  have  been  woo'd,  as  I  entreat  thee  now, 
Even  by  the  stem  and  direful  god  of  war, 
Whose  sinewy  neck  in  battle  ne'er  did  bow. 
Who  conquers  where  he  comes,  in  every  jar; 
Yet  hath  he  been  my  captive  and  my  slave. 
And  begg'd  for  that  which  thou  unask'd  shall  have. 

18. 
"  Over  my  altars  hath  he  hung  his  lance. 
His  batter'd  shield,  his  uncontrollM  crest, 
And  for  my  sake  hath  leam'd  to  sport  and  dance, 
To  toy,  to  wanton,  dally,  smile,  and  jest ; 
Scorning  his  churlish  drum,  and  ensign  red, 
Making  my  arms  his  field,  his  tent  my  bed. 

19- 

"  Thus  he  that  overml'd  I  oversway'd, 

Leading  him  prisoner  in  a  red-rose  chain : 
Strong-temper'd  steel  his  stronger  strength  obey'd. 
Yet  was  he  servile  to  my  coy  disdain. 
O,  be  not  proud,  nor  brag  not  of  thy  might, 
For  mastering  her  that  foird  the  god  of  fight  1 
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20. 

"  Touch  but  my  lipff  with  those  fair  lips  of  thine, 
(Though  mine  be  not  so  fair,  yet  are  they  red,) 
The  kiss  shall  be  thine  own  as  well  as  mine :  — 
\V'hat  seest  thou  in  the  ground  1  hold  up  thy  head : 

Look  in  mine  eyeballs,  there  thy  beauty  lies  ; 

Then  why  not  lips  on  lips,  since  eyes  in  eyes  ? 

21. 
"Art  thou  ashara'd  to  kissi  then  wink  again, 
And  I  will  wink ;  so  shall  the  day  seem  night : 
Love  keeps  his  revels  where  there  are  but  twain  ; 
Be  bold  to  play,  our  sport  is  not  in  sight : 
These  blue-vein'd  violets,  whereon  we  lean. 
Never  can  blab,  nor  know  not  what  we  mean. 

22. 

"  The  tender  spring  upon  thy  tempting  lip 
Shows  thee  unripe ;  yet  mayst  thou  well  be  tasted  : 
Make  use  of  time,  let  not  advantage  sHp ; 
Beauty  within  itself  should  not  be  wasted  : 

Fair  flowers  that  are  not  gathered  in  their  prime, 

Rot  and  consume  themselves  in  little  time. 

23- 
"  Were  I  hard-favour'd,  foul,  or  >vrinkled-old, 

Ill-nurtur'd,  crooked,  churlish,  harsh  in  voice, 

O'er-wom,  despised,  rheumatic,  and  cold. 

Thick-sighted,  barren,  lean,  and  lacking  juice, 

Then  mightst  thou  pause,  for  then  I  were  not  for  thee. 

But  having  no  defects,  why  dost  abhor  me  1 

24. 

"  Thou  canst  not  see  one  wrinkle  in  my  brow ; 

Mine  eyes  are  grey,  and  bright,  and  quick  in  turning ; 

My  beauty  as  the  spring  doth  yearly  grow, 

My  flesh  is  soft  and  plump,  my  marrow  bummg  3 
My  smooth  moist  hand,  were  it  with  thy  hand  felt, 
Would  in  thy  palm  dissolve,  or  seem  to  melt 

25- 
"  Bid  me  discourse,  I  will  enchant  thine  ear, 

Or,  like  a  fairy,  trip  upon  the  green. 

Or,  like  a  nymph,  with  long  dishevelled  hair. 

Dance  on  the  sands,  and  yet  no  footing  seen : 

Love  is  a  spirit  all  compact  of  fire, 

Not  gross  to  sink,  but  light,  and  will  aspire. 
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**  Ah  me,"  quoth  Venus,  "  young,  and  so  unkind  1 
What  bare  excuses  mak'st  thou  to  be  gone  ! 
I  '11  sigh  celestial  breath,  whose  gentle  wind 
Shall  cool  the  heat  of  this  descending  sun : 

I  '11  make  a  shadow  for  thee  of  my  hairs ; 

If  they  bum  too,  I  '11  quench  them  with  my  tears. 

33- 
"  The  sun  that  shines  from  heaven  shines  but  warm, 

And,  lo,  I  lie  between  that  sun  and  thee : 

The  heat  I  have  from  thence  doth  little  harm, 

Thine  eye  darts  forth  the  fire  that  bumeth  me ; 

And  were  I  not  immortal,  life  were  done. 

Between  this  heavenly  and  earthly  sun. 

34. 
"  Art  thou  obdurate,  flinty,  hard  as  steel. 

Nay,  more  than  flint,  for  stone  at  rain  relenteth  ? 

Art  thou  a  woman's  son,  and  canst  not  feel 

What  'tis  to  love  1  how  want  of  love  tormenteth  1 

O,  had  thy  mother  borne  so  hard  a  mind. 

She  had  not  brought  forth  thee,  but  died  unkincL 

35- 

"  What  am  I,  that  thou  shouldst  contemn  me  this  ? 

Or  what  great  danger  dwells  upon  my  suit  ? 
What  were  thy  lips  the  worse  for  one  poor  kiss  1 
Speak,  fair ;  but  speak  fair  words,  or  else  be  mute  : 
Give  me  one  kiss,  I  '11  give  it  thee  again. 
And  one  for  interest,  if  thou  wilt  have  twain. 

36- 

"  Fie,  lifeless  picture,  cold  and  senseless  stone. 

Well  painted  idol,  image  dull  and  dead, 

Statue  contenting  but  the  eye  alone. 

Thing  like  a  man,  but  of  no  woman  bred  ! 

Thou  art  no  man,  though  of  a  man's  complexion, 
For  men  will  kiss  even  by  their  own  direction." 

37. 
This  said,  impatience  chokes  her  pleading  tongue, 

And  swelling  passion  doth  provoke  a  pause ; 

Red  cheeks  and  fiery  eyes  blaze  forth  her  wrong ; 

Being  judge  in  love,  she  cannot  right  her  cause : 
And  now  she  weeps,  and  now  she  fain  would  speak, 
And  now  her  sobs  do  her  intendments  break. 
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38. 
Sou\eX\mes  she  shakes  her  head,  and  then  his  hand, 
Now  gazeth  she  on  him,  now  on  the  ground ; 
Sometimes  her  arms  infold  him  like  a  band : 
She  would,  he  will  not  in  her  arms  be  bound ; 
And  when  from  thence  he  struggles  to  be  gone, 
She  locks  her  lily  fingers  one  in  one. 

39- 

"  Fondling,"  she  saith,  "  since  I  have  hemm'd  thee  here. 

Within  the  circuit  of  this  ivory  pale, 
I  '11  be  a  park,  and  thou  shalt  be  my  deer ; 
Feed  where  thou  wilt,  on  mountain  or  in  dale : 
Graze  on  my  lips ;  and  if  those  hills  be  dry. 
Stray  lower,  where  the  pleasant  fountains  lie. 

40. 
"  Within  this  limit  is  rehef  enough, 
Sweet  bottom-grass,  and  high  delightful  plain. 
Round  rising  hillocks,  brakes  obscure  and  rough, 
To  shelter  thee  from  tempest  and  from  rain : 

Then  be  my  deer,  since  I  am  such  a  park ; 

No  dog  shall  rouse  thee,  though  a  thousand  bark.** 

41. 
At  this  Adonis  smiles  as  in  disdain. 
That  in  each  cheek  appears  a  pretty  dimple  : 
Love  made  those  hollows,  if  himself  were  slain, 
He  might  be  buried  in  a  tomb  so  simple ; 
Foreknowing  well,  if  there  he  came  to  He, 
Why,  there  Love  liv'd,  and  there  he  could  not  die 

42. 
These  lovely  caves,  these  round  enchanting  pits, 
Open'd  their  mouths  to  swallow  Venus*  liking. 
Being  mad  before,  how  doth  she  now  for  wits  1 
Struck  dead  at  first,  what  needs  a  second  striking] 
Poor  queen  of  love,  in  thine  own  law  forlorn, 
To  love  a  cheek  that  smiles  at  thee  in  scorn  1 

43- 
Now  which  way  shall  she  turn  1  what  shall  she  say  1 

Her  words  are  done,  her  woes  the  more  increasing ; 

The  time  is  spent,  her  object  will  away. 

And  from  her  twining  arms  doth  urge  releasing, 

"  Pity" — she  cries, — "  some  favour — some  remorse !" 

Away  he  springs,  and  hasteth  to  his  horse. 
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44. 
But,  lo,  from  forth  a  copse  that  neighbours  by, 

A  breeding  jennet,  lusty,  young,  and  proud, 

Adonis'  trampling  courser  doth  espy, 

And  forth  she  rushes,  snorts,  and  neighs  aloud ; 

The  strong-neck'd  steed,  being  tied  unto  a  tree, 

Breaketh  his  rein,  and  to  her  straight  goes  he.      • 

45- 
Imperiously  he  leaps,  he  neighs,  he  bounds, 

And  now  his  woveiji  girths  he  breaks  asunder ; 

The  bearing  earth  with  his  hard  hoof  he  wounds, 

Whose  hollow  womb  resounds  like  heaven's  thunder : 

The  iron  bit  he  crusheth  'tween  his  teeth, 

Controlling  what  he  was  controlled  witli. 

46. 
His  ears  up-prick'd ;  his  braided  hanging  mane 
Upon  his  compass'd  crest  now  stands  on  end  ; 
His  nostrils  drink  the  air,  and  forth  again. 
As  from  a  furnace,  vapours  doth  he  send : 

His  eye,  which  scornfully  glisters  like  fire. 

Shows  his  hot  courage  and  his  high  desire. 

47. 
Sometime  he  trots,  as  if  he  told  the  steps, 

With  gentle  majesty,  and  modest  pride ; 

Anon  he  rears  upright,  curvets,  and  leaps, 

As  who  should  say,  Lo,  thus  my  strength  is  tried : 

And  this  I  do  to  captivate  the  eye 

Of  the  fair  breeder  that  is  standing  by. 

48. 
What  recketh  he  his  rider  s  angry  stir. 
His  flattering  «  Holla,"  or  his  *'  Stand,  I  sayl'' 
What  cares  he  now  for  curb,  or  pricking  spur  I 
For  rich  caparisons,  or  trapping  gay  1 
He  sees  his  love,  and  nothing  else  he  sees, 
Nor  nothing  else  with  his  proud  sight  agrees. 

49- 
Look,  when  a  painter  would  surpass  the  life^ 

In  limning  out  a  well-proportion'd  steed. 

His  art  with  nature's  workmanship  at  strife^ 

As  if  the  dead  the  living  should  exceed ; 
So  did  this  horse  excel  a  common  one, 
In  shape,  in  courage,  colour,  pace,  and  bone. 
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56. 
An  oven  that  is  stopped,  or  river  stay'd, 

Bumeth  more  hotly,  swelleth  with  more  rage : 

So  of  concealed  sorrow  may  be  said ; 

Free  vent  of  words  love's  fire  doth  assuage ; 

But  when  the  heart's  attorney  once  is  mute. 

The  client  breaks,  as  desperate  in  his  suit 

57. 
He  sees  her  coming,  and  begins  to  glow. 

Even  as  a  dying  coal  revives  with  wind. 

And  with  his  bonnet  hides  his  angry  brow ; 

Looks  on  the  dull  earth  with  disturb^  mind ; 

Taking  no  notice  that  she  is  so  nigh, 

For  all  askance  he  holds  her  in  his  eye. 

O,  what  a  sight  it  was,  wistly  to  view 

How  she  came  stealing  to  the  wayward  boy ! 

To  note  the  fighting  conflict  of  her  hue. 

How  white  and  red  each  other  did  destroy ! 
But  now  her  cheek  was  pale,  and  by  and  by 
It  fiash'd  forth  fire,  as  lightning  fi-om  the  sky. 

59- 
Now  was  she  just  before  him  as  he  sat, 

And  like  a  lowly  lover  down  she  kneels ; 

With  one  fair  hand  she  heaveth  up  his  hat, 

Her  other  tender  hand  his  fair  cheek  feels : 

His  tenderer  cheek  receives  her  soft  hand's  print, 

As  apt  as  new-fallen  snow  takes  any  dint 

60. 

O,  what  a  war  of  looks  was  then  between  them  I 

Her  eyes,  petitioners,  to  his  eyes  suing ; 

His  eyes  saw  her  eyes  as  they  had  not  seen  them  : 

Her  eyes  woo'd  still,  his  eyes  disdain'd  the  wooing : 
And  all  this  dumb  play  had  his  acts  made  plain 
With  tears,  which,  chorus-like,  her  eyes  did  rain. 

61. 

Full  gently  now  she  takes  him  by  the  hand, 

A  hly  prison'd  in  a  gaol  of  snow. 

Or  ivory  in  an  alabaster  band ; 

So  white  a  fiiend  engirts  so  white  a  foe : 

This  beauteous  combat,  wilful  and  unwilling, 
Showed  Uke  two  silver  doves  that  sit  a-billing. 
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68. 
**  Let  me  excuse  thy  courser,  gentle  boy ; 
And  learn  of  hira,  I  heartily  beseech  thee, 
To  take  advantage  on  presented  joy ; 
Though  I  were  dumb,  yet  his  proceedings  teach  thee : 

O,  learn  to  love  j  the  lesson  is  but  plain, 

And,  once  made  perfect,  never  lost  again." 

69. 

"  I  know  not  love,"  quoth  he,  "  nor  will  not  know  it, 

Unless  it  be  a  boar,  and  then  I  chase  it ; 

Tis  much  to  borrow,  and  I  will  not  owe  it ; 

My  love  to  love  is  love  but  to  disgrace  it ; 
For  I  have  heard  it  is  a  life  in  death, 
That  laughs,  and  weeps,  and  all  but  with  a  breath. 

70. 
"  Who  wears  a  garment  shapeless  and  unfinished  I 
Who  plucks  the  bud  before  one  leaf  put  forth  1 
If  springing  things  be  any  jot  diminish'd, 
They  wither  in  their  prime,  prove  nothing  worth : 

The  colt  that 's  back'd  and  burden'd  being  young, 

Loseth  his  pride,  and  never  waxeth  strong. 

71. 
**  You  hurt  my  hand  with  wringing ;  let  us  part. 

And  leave  this  idle  theme,  this  bootless  chat : 

Remove  your  siege  from  my  unyielding  heart ; 

To  love*s  alarms  it  will  not  ope  the  gate : 

Dismiss  your  vows,  your  feigned  tears,  your  flattery ; 

For  where  a  heart  is  heard,  they  make  no  battery." 

72, 

"  What !  canst  thou  talk]"  quoth  she,  "  hast  thou  a  tongue  1 

O,  would  thou  hadst  not,  or  I  had  no  hearing ! 

Thy  mermaid's  voice  hath  done  me  double  wrong ; 

I  had  my  load  before,  now  press'd  with  bearing : 
Melodious  discord,  heavenly  tune  harsh  sounding, 
Ear's  deep-sweet  music,  and  heart's  deep-sore  woonding. 

73. 
"  Had  I  no  eyes,  but  ears,  my  ears  would  love    . 

That  inward  beauty  and  invisible ; 

Or,  were  I  deaf,  thy  outward  parts  would  move 

Each  part  in  me  that  were  but  sensible : 

Though  neither  eyes  nor  ears,  to  hear  nor  see, 

Yet  should  I  be  in  love,  by  touching  thee. 
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80. 
He  wrings  her  nose,  he  strikes  her  on  the  cheeks, 
He  bends  her  fingers,  holds  her  pulses  hard, 
He  chafes  her  lips ;  a  thousand  ways  he  seeks 
To  mend  the  hurt  that  his  unkindness  marr'd : 
He  kisses  her ;  and  she,  by  her  good  will, 
Will  never  rise,  so  he  will  kiss  her  still. 

81. 
The  night  of  sorrow  now  is  tum'd  to  day  : 
Her  two  blue  windows  faintly  she  upheaveth, 
Like  the  fair  sun,  when  ia  his  fresh  array 
He  cheers  the  mom,  and  all  the  earth  relievcth : 

And  as  the  bright  sun  glorifies  the  sky. 

So  is  her  face  illumined  with  her  eye ; 

82. 
Whose  beams  upon  his  hairless  face  are  fix'd. 
As  if  from  thence  they  borrowed  all  their  shine  : 
Were  never  four  such  lamps  together  mix'd, 
Had  not  his  clouded  with  his  brows'  repine ; 

But  hers,  which  through  the  crystal  tears  gave  lighti 
Shone  Hke  the  moon  in  water  seen  by  night 

83. 
**  O,  where  am  1 1"  quoth  she ;  "  in  earth  or  heaven, 

Or  in  the  ocean  drench'd,  or  in  the  fire  1 

What  hour  is  this  1  or  morn  or  weary  even  ? 

Do  I  delight  to  die,  or  Hfe  desire  ? 

But  now  I  Uv'd,  and  life  was  death's  annoy ; 

But  now  I  died,  and  death  was  lively  joy. 

84. 
"  O  thou  didst  kill  me ; — kill  me  once  again  : 
Thy  eyes'  shrewd  tutor,  that  hard  heart  of  thine. 
Hath  taught  them  scornful  tricks,  and  such  disdain, 
That  they  have  murder'd  this  poor  heart  of  mine ; 
And  these  mine  eyes,  true  leaders  to  their  queen, 
But  for  thy  piteous  hps  no  more  had  seen. 

85. 

"  Long  may  they  kiss  each  other,  for  this  cure  I 

O,  never  let  their  crimson  Hveries  wear ! 

And  as  they  last,  their  verdure  still  endure. 

To  drive  infection  fi-om  the  dangerous  year ! 
That  the  star-gazers,  having  writ  on  death. 
May  say,  the  plague  is  banish'd  by  thy  breath. 
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92. 

Now  quick  desire  hath  caught  the  yielding  prey, 

And  glutton-like  she  feeds,  yet  never  filleth ; 

Her  lips  are  conquerors,  his  lips  obey, 

Paying  what  ransom  the  insulter  willeth ; 

Whose  vulture  thought  doth  pitch  the  price  so  high. 
That  she  will  draw  his  lips'  rich  treasure  dry. 

93- 
And  having  felt  the  sweetness  of  the  spoil, 

With  blindfold  fury  she  begins  to  forage  ; 

Her  face  doth  reek  and  smoke,  her  blood  doth  boil, 

And  careless  lust  stirs  up  a  desperate  courage ; 

Planting  oblivion,  beating  reason  back. 

Forgetting  shame*s  pure  blush,  and  honour's  wrack. 

94. 
Hot,  faint,  and  weary,  with  her  hard  embracing, 

Like  a  wild  bird  being  tam'd  with  too  much  handling, 

Or  as  the  fleet-foot  roe  that's  tir'd  with  chasing, 

Or  like  the  froward  infant  still'd  with  dandling. 

He  now  obeys,  and  now  no  more  resisteth. 

While  she  takes  all  she  can,  not  all  she  listeth. 

95- 
What  wax  so  frozen  but  dissolves  with  tempering. 

And  yields  at  last  to  every  light  impression  1 

Things  out  of  hope  are  compass'd  oft  with  venturing, 

Chiefly  in  love,  whose  leave  exceeds  commission : 

Afiection  faints  not  like  a  pale-fac'd  coward. 

But  then  woos  best  when  most  his  choice  is  froward. 

96. 

When  he  did  frown,  O,  had  she  then  gave  over. 

Such  nectar  from  his  lips  she  had  not  suck'd. 

Foul  words  and  frowns  must  not  repel  a  lover ; 

What  though  the  rose  have  prickles,  yet  'tis  pluck'd : 
Were  beauty  under  twenty  locks  kept  fast, 
Yet  love  breaks  through,  and  picks  them  all  at  last 

97. 
For  pity  now  she  can  no  more  detain  him ; 

The  poor  fool  prays  her  that  he  may  depart : 

She  is  resolv'd  no  longer  to  restrain  him ; 

Bids  him  farewell,  and  look  well  to  her  heart, 

The  which,  by  Cupid's  bow  she  doth  protest. 

He  carries  thence  incag^d  in  his  breast 
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104. 
"  On  his  bow-back  he  hath  a  battle  set 
Of  bristly  pikes,  that  ever  threat  his  foes  ; 
His  eyes,  like  glowworms,  shine  when  he  doth  fret ; 
His  snout  digs  sepulchres  where'er  he  goes  ; 

Being  mov'd,  he  strikes  whatever  is  in  his  way. 

And  whom  he  strikes  his  cruel  tushes  slay. 

"  His  brawny  sides,  with  hairy  bristles  arm'd, 

Are  better  proof  than  thy  spear's  point  can  enter ; 

His  short  thick  neck  cannot  be  easily  harm'd ; 

Being  ireful,  on  the  lion  he  will  venture : 
The  thorny  brambles  and  embracing  bushes. 
As  fearfid  of  him,  part ;  through  whom  he  rushes. 

106. 

"  Alas,  he  naught  esteems  that  face  of  thine. 

To  which  Love's  eyes  pay  tributary  gazes ; 

Nor  thy  soft  hands,  sweet  lips,  and  crystal  eyne, 

Whose  full  perfection  all  the  world  amazes ; 
But  having  thee  at  vantage  (wondrous  dread !) 
Would  root  these  beauties  as  he  roots  the  mead. 

107. 

**  O,  let  him  keep  his  loathsome  cabin  still ; 

Beauty  hath  naught  to  do  with  such  foul  fiends : 

Come  not  within  his  danger  by  thy  will ; 

They  that  thrive  well  take  counsel  of  their  friends. 
When  thou  didst  name  the  boar,  not  to  dissemble, 
I  fear'd  thy  fortune,  and  my  joints  did  tremble. 

108. 
**  Didst  thou  not  mark  my  face  1    Was  it  not  white  1 
SaVst  thou  not  signs  of  fear  lurk  in  mine  eye  1 
Grew  I  not  faint  1    And  fell  I  not  downright ) 
Within  my  bosom,  whereon  thou  dost  lie. 

My  boding  heart  pants,  beats,  and  takes  no  rest ; 

But,  like  an  earthquake,  shakes  thee  on  my  breast 

109. 
"  For  where  Love  reigns,  disturbing  Jealousy 
Doth  call  himself  Affection's  sentinel ; 
Gives  false  alarms,  suggesteth  mutiny. 
And  in  a  peaceful  hour  doth  cry,  '  kill,  kill  J ' 

Distempering  gentie  Love  in  his  desire, 

As  air  and  water  do  abate  the  fire 
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ii6. 
**  For  there  his  smell  with  others  being  mingled, 
The  hot  scent-snuffing  hounds  are  driven  to  doubt, 
Ceasing  their  clamorous  cry  till  they  have  singled 
With  much  ado  the  cold  fault  cleanly  out ; 

Then  do  they  spend  their  mouths :  Echo  replies, 

As  if  another  chase  were  in  the  skies. 

117. 

"  By  this,  poor  Wat,  far  off  upon  a  hill. 

Stands  on  his  hinder  legs  with  listening  ear, 

To  hearken  if  his  foes  pursue  him  still : 

Anon  their  loud  alarums  he  doth  hear ; 
And  now  his  grief  may  be  compared  well 
To  one  sore  sick  that  hears  the  passing-belL 

118. 
"  Then  shalt  thou  see  the  dew-bedabbled  wretch 
Turn,  and  return,  indenting  with  the  way ; 
Each  envious  brier  his  weary  legs  doth  scratch. 
Each  shadow  makes  him  stop,  each  murmur  stay; 

For  misery  is  trodden  on  by  many ; 

And  being  low,  never  relieved  by  any. 

119. 
**  Lie  quietly,  and  hear  a  little  more  ; 
Nay,  do  not  struggle,  for  thou  shalt  not  rise : 
To  make  thee  hate  the  hunting  of  the  boar, 
Unlike  myself  thou  hear'st  me  moralize, 

Applying  this  to  that,  and  so  to  so ; 

For  love  can  comment  upon  every  woe. 

120. 

"Where  did  I  leave?" — "No  matter  where,"  quoth  he; 

**  Leave  me,  and  then  the  story  aptly  ends  : 

The  night  is  spent" — "  Why,  what  of  that  1 "  quoth  she. 

"  I  am,"  quoth  he,  "  expected  of  my  friends ; 
And  now  'tis  dark,  and  going  I  shall  fall." 
"  In  night,"  quoth  she,  "  desire  sees  best  of  all" 

121. 

"  But  if  thou  fall,  O,  then  imagine  this, 

The  earth,  in  love  with  thee,  thy  footing  trips, 

And  all  is  but  to  rob  thee  of  a  kiss. 

Rich  preys  make  true  men  thieves ;  so  do  thy  lips 
Make  modest  Dian  cloudy  and  forlorn. 
Lest  she  should  steal  a  kiss,  and  die  forsworn. 
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128. 

"  So  in  thyself  thyself  art  made  away ; 

A  mischief  worse  than  civil  home-bred  strife 

Or  theirs  whose  desperate  hands  themselves  do  slay. 

Or  butcher-sire,  that  reaves  his  son  of  life. 
Foul  cankering  rust  the  hidden  treasure  frets, 
But  gold  that 's  put  to  use  more  gold  begets." 

129. 

•*  Nay,  then,"  quoth  Adon,  "  you  will  fall  again 

Into  your  idle  over-handled  theme : 

The  kiss  I  gave  you  is  bestowed  in  vain, 

And  all  in  vain  you  strive  against  the  stream ; 
For,  by  this  black-fac'd  night,  desire*8  foul  nurse. 
Your  treatise  makes  me  like  you  worse  and  worse. 

130- 
"  If  love  have  lent  you  twenty  thousand  tongues, 

And  every  tongue  more  moving  than  your  own, 

Bewitching  like  the  wanton  mermaid's  songs, 

Yet  from  mine  ear  the  tempting  tune  is  blown ; 

For  know,  my  heart  stands  armbd  in  mine  ear, 

And  will  not  let  a  false  sound  enter  there ; 

131- 
"  Lest  the  deceiving  harmony  should  run 

Into  the  quiet  closure  of  my  breast ; 

And  then  my  little  heart  were  quite  undone, 

In  his  bed-chamber  to  be  barf  d  of  rest 
No,  lady,  no ;  my  heart  longs  not  to  groan, 
But  soundly  sleeps,  while  now  it  sleeps  alone. 

132. 
"  What  have  you  urg'd  that  I  cannot  reprove  ? 
The  path  is  smooth  that  leadeth  on  to  danger : 
I  hate  not  love,  but  your  device  in  love. 
That  lends  embracements  unto  every  stranger. 

You  do  it  for  increase :  O  strange  excuse, 

\Vhen  reason  is  the  bawd  to  lust's  abuse ! 

133- 
•*  Call  it  not  love,  for  Love  to  heaven  is  fled, 

Since  sweating  Lust  on  earth  usurped  his  name ; 

Under  whose  simple  semblance  he  hath  fed 

Upon  fresh  beauty,  blotting  it  with  blame ; 

Which  the  hot  tyrant  stains,  and  soon  bereavci^ 

As  caterpillars  do  the  tender  leaves. 
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134. 
"  Love  coraforteth  like  sunshine  after  rain, 

But  Lust's  effect  is  tempest  after  sun ; 

Love's  gentle  spring  doth  always  fresh  remain. 

Lust's  winter  comes  ere  summer  half  be  done ; 

Love  surfeits  not,  Lust  like  a  glutton  dies ; 

I^ve  is  all  truth,  Lust  full  of  forgbd  lies. 

135- 
"  More  I  could  tell,  but  more  I  dare  not  say; 

The  text  is  old,  the  orator  too  green. 

Therefore,  in  sadness,  now  I  will  away ; 

My  face  is  full  of  shame,  my  heart  of  teen : 
Mine  ears,  that  to  your  wanton  talk  attended. 
Do  bum  themselves  for  having  so  offended." 

136. 
With  this,  he  breaketh  from  the  sweet  embrace 
Of  those  fair  arms  which  bound  him  to  her  breast, 
And  homeward  through  the  dark  laund  runs  apace ; 
Leaves  Love  upon  her  back  deeply  distressed. 
Look,  how  a  bright  star  shooteth  from  the  sky, 
So  glides  he  in  the  night  from  Venus'  eye ; 

137. 
WTiich  after  him  she  darts,  as  one  on  shore 

Gazing  upon  a  late-embarked  friend. 

Till  the  wild  waves  will  have  him  seen  no  more. 

Whose  ridges  with  the  meeting  clouds  contend : 

So  did  the  merciless  and  pitchy  night 

Fold  in  the  object  that  did  feed  her  sight 

138- 
Whereat  amaz'd,  as  one  that  unaware 

Hath  dropp'd  a  precious  jewel  in  the  flood. 

Or  'stonish'd  as  night-wanderers  often  are. 

Their  light  blown  out  in  some  mistrustful  wood ; 

Even  so  confounded  in  the  dark  she  lay, 

Having  lost  the  fair  discovery  of  her  way. 

139- 
And  now  she  beats  her  heart,  whereat  it  groans. 

That  all  the  neighbour-caves,  as  seeming  troubled, 

Make  verbal  repetition  of  her  moans  ; 

Passion  on  passion  deeply  is  redoubled : 

"  Ah  me ! "  she  cries,  and  twenty  times,  "  woe,  woe ! 

And  tv^'ent}'  echoes  twenty  times  cry  so. 
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146. 
And  as  she  runs,  the  bushes  in  the  way 
Some  catch  her  by  the  neck,  some  kiss  her  face, 
Some  twine  about  her  thigh  to  make  her  stay : 
She  wildly  breaketh  from  their  strict  embrace, 
Like  a  milch  doe,  whose  swelling  dugs  do  ache^ 
Hasting  to  feed  her  fawn,  hid  in  some  brake. 

147. 
By  this,  she  hears  the  hounds  are  at  a  bay  y 
Whereat  she  starts,  like  one  that  spies  an  adder 
Wreathed  up  in  fatal  folds,  just  in  his  way. 
The  fear  whereof  doth  make  him  shake  and  shudder; 
Even  so  the  timorous  yelping  of  the  hounds 
Appals  her  senses,  and  her  spirit  confounds. 

148. 
For  now  she  knows  it  is  no  gentle  chase. 
But  the  blunt  boar,  rough  bear,  or  lion  proud, 
Because  the  cry  remaineth  in  one  place. 
Where  fearfully  the  dogs  exclaim  aloud : 
Finding  their  enemy  to  be  so  curst. 
They  all  strain  courtesy  who  shall  cope  him  first 

149. 
This  dismal  cry  rings  sadly  in  her  ear. 
Through  which  it  enters  to  surprise  her  heart ; 
Who,  overcome  by  doubt  and  bloodless  fear, 
With  cold-pale  weakness  numbs  each  feeling  part : 
Like  soldiers,  when  their  captain  once  doth  yield, 
They  basely  fly,  and  dare  not  stay  the  field 

150- 
Thus  stands  she  in  a  trembling  ecstasy ; 

Till,  cheering  up  her  senses  all  disma/d, 

She  tells  them  'tis  a  causeless  fantasy. 

And  childish  error,  that  they  are  afiraid ; 

Bids  them  leave  quaking,  bids  them  fear  no  more  :- 

And  with  that  word  she  spied  the  hunted  boar ; 

151. 
Whose  frothy  mouth,  bepainted  all  with  red. 

Like  milk  and  blood  being  mingled  both  together, 

A  second  fear  through  all  her  sinews  spread, 

Which  madly  hurries  her  she  knows  not  whither : 

This  way  she  runs,  and  now  she  will  no  fiirthcr, 

But  back  retires  to  rake  the  boar  for  murthtr. 
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A  thousand  spleens  bear  her  a  thousand  ways ; 

She  treads  the  path  that  she  untreads  again  j 

Her  more  than  haste  is  mated  with  delays, 

Like  the  proceedings  of  a  drunken  brain, 
Full  of  respects,  yet  naught  at  all  respecting  : 
In  hand  with  all  things,  naught  at  all  effecting. 

Here  kennell'd  in  a  brake  she  finds  a  hound, 
And  asks  the  weary  caitiff  for  his  master ; 
And  there  another  licking  of  his  wound, 
'Gainst  venom'd  sores  the  only  sovereign  plaster ; 
And  here  she  meets  another  sadly  scowling, 
.  To  whom  she  speaks,  and  he  replies  with  howling. 

154- 
When  he  hath  ceas'd  his  ill-resounding  noise, 

Another  flap-mouth'd  mourner,  black  and  grim. 

Against  the  welkin  volleys  out  his  voice ; 

Another  and  another  answer  him. 

Clapping  their  proud  tails  to  the  ground  below, 
Shaking  their  scratched  ears,  bleeding  as  they  ga 

155- 
Look,  how  the  world's  poor  people  are  amaz'd 

At  apparitions,  signs,  and  prodigies, 

Whereon  with  fearful  eyes  they  long  have  gaz'd, 

Infusing  them  with  dreadful  prophecies ; 

So  she  at  these  sad  signs  draws  up  her  breath. 

And,  sighing  it  again,  exclaims  on  Death. 

156. 
**  Hard-favour'd  tyrant,  ugly,  meagre,  lean. 
Hateful  divorce  of  love,"  (thus  chides  she  Death,) 
"  Grim-grinning  ghost,  earth's  worm,  what  dost  thou  mean 
To  stifle  beauty,  and  to  steal  his  breath. 

Who  when  he  liv'd,  his  breath  and  beauty  set 

Gloss  on  the  rose,  smell  to  the  violet  1 

157. 
"If  he  be  dead, — O  no,  it  cannot  be. 

Seeing  his  beauty,  thou  shouldst  strike  at  it , — 

O  yes,  it  may ;  thou  hast  no  eyes  to  see. 

But  hatefully  at  random  dost  thou  hit. 
Thy  mark  is  feeble  age ;  but  thy  false  dart 
Mistakes  that  aim,  and  cleaves  an  infanf  s  heart 
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158. 

"  Hadst  thou  but  bid  beware,  then  he  had  spoke, 

And,  hearing  him,  thy  power  had  lost  his  power. 

The  Destinies  will  curse  thee  for  this  stroke ; 

They  bid  thee  crop  a  weed,  thou  pluck'st  a  flower  : 
Love's  golden  arrow  at  him  should  have  fled, 
And  not  Death's  ebon  dart,  to  strike  him  dead. 

159. 
"  Dost  thou  drink  tears,  that  thou  provok'st  such  weeping] 

What  may  a  heavy  groan  advantage  thee  1 

Why  hast  thou  cast  into  eternal  sleeping 

Those  eyes  that  taught  all  other  eyes  to  see  ? 

Now  Natiure  cares  not  for  thy  mortal  vigour. 

Since  her  best  work  is  ruin'd  with  thy  rigour." 

160. 
Here  overcome,  as  one  full  of  desjiair, 
She  vaird  her  eyelids,  who,  like  sluices,  stopp'd 
The  crystal  tide  that  from  her  two  cheeks  fair 
In  the  sweet  channel  of  her  bosom  dropped  ; 
But  through  the  floodgates  breaks  the  silver  rain. 
And  with  his  strong  course  opens  them  again. 

161. 
O,  how  her  eyes  and  tears  did  lend  and  borrow  1 
Her  eyes  seen  in  the  tears,  tears  in  her  eye ; 
Both  crystals,  where  they  viewed  each  other's  sorrow, — 
Sorrow,  that  friendly  sighs  sought  still  to  dry ; 
But  like  a  stormy  day,  now  wind,  now  rain. 
Sighs  dry  her  cheeks,  tears  make  them  wet  again* 

162. 

Variable  passions  throng  her  constant  woe, 

As  striving  who  should  best  become  her  grief; 

All  entertain'd,  each  passion  labours  so. 

That  every  present  sorrow  seemeth  chief. 
But  none  is  best :  then  join  they  all  together. 
Like  many  clouds  consulting  for  foul  weather. 

163. 
By  this,  far  off"  she  hears  some  huntsman  hollo : 
A  nurse's  song  ne'er  pleas'd  her  babe  so  well : 
The  dire  imagination  she  did  follow 
This  sound  of  hope  doth  labour  to  expel ; 

For  now  reviving  joy  bids  her  rejoice, 

And  flatters  her  it  is  Adonis'  voice. 
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164. 
Whereat  her  tears  began  to  turn  their  tide, 
Being  prison'd  in  her  eye,  like  pearls  in  glass ; 
Yet  sometimes  falls  an  orient  drop  beside, 
Which  her  cheek  melts,  as  scorning  it  should  pass. 
To  wash  the  foul  face  of  the  sluttish  ground, 
Who  is  but  drunken  when  she  seeraeth  drown'd. 

165. 

0  hard-believing  love,  how  strange  it  seems 
Not  to  believe,  and  yet  too  credulous ! 

Thy  weal  and  woe  are  both  of  them  extremes ; 

Despair  and  hope  make  thee  ridiculous : 

The  one  doth  flatter  thee  in  thoughts  unlikely, 
In  likely  thoughts  the  other  kills  thee  quickly. 

166. 
Now  she  unweaves  the  web  that  she  hath  wrought ; 
Adonis  lives,  and  Death  is  not  to  blame ; 
It  was  not  she  that  call'd  him  all  to  naught ; 
Now  she  adds  honours  to  his  hateful  name ; 

She  cjepes  him  king  of  graves,  and  grave  for  kings, 

Imperious  supreme  of  all  mortal  things. 

167. 
"  No,  no,"  quoth  she,  "  sweet  Death,  I  did  but  jest ; 
Yet  pardon  me,  I  felt  a  kind  of  fear, 
Whenas  I  met  the  boar,  that  bloody  beast, 
Which  knows  no  pity,  but  is  still  severe ; 

Then,  gentle  shadow,  (truth  I  must  confess,) 

I  raird  on  thee,  fearing  my  love's  decease. 

168. 
"  'Tis  not  my  fault :  the  boar  provok'd  my  tongue ; 
Be  wreak'd  on  him,  invisible  commander ; 
Tis  he,  foul  creature,  that  hath  done  thee  wrong ; 

1  did  but  act,  he 's  author  of  thy  slander : 

Grief  hath  two  tongues ;  and  never  woman  yet, 
Could  rule  them  both,  without  ten  women's  wit" 

169. 
Thus  hoping  that  Adonis  is  alive. 
Her  rash  suspect  she  doth  extenuate ; 
And  that  his  beauty  may  the  better  thrive, 
With  Death  she  humbly  doth  insinuate ; 

Tells  him  of  trophies,  statues,  tombs ;  and  stories 

His  victories,  his  triumphs,  and  his  glories. 

TOL.  IV.  2  Q 
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170. 

••  O  Jove,"  quoth  she,  "how  much  a  fool  was  I, 

To  be  of  such  a  weak  and  silly  mind, 

To  wail  his  death  who  lives,  and  must  not  die, 

Till  mutual  overthrow  of  mortal  kind ! 
For  he  being  dead,  with  him  is  beauty  slain, 
And,  beau^  dead,  black  chaos  comes  again. 

171. 
"  Fie,  fie,  fond  love,  thou  art  so  full  of  fear 
As  one  with  treasure  laden,  hemm'd  with  thievci ; 
Trifles,  unwitnessed  with  eye  or  ear. 
Thy  coward  heart  with  false  bethinking  grieves." 
Even  at  this  word  she  hears  a  merry  horn. 
Whereat  she  leaps  that  was  but  late  forlorn. 

172. 

As  falcon  to  the  lure,  away  she  flies ; 

The  grass  stoops  not,  she  treads  on  it  so  light ; 

And  in  her  haste  unfortunately  spies 

The  foul  boar's  conquest  on  her  fair  dehght ; 
Which  seen,  her  eyes,  as  murder'd  with  the  view. 
Like  stars  ashamed  of  day,  themselves  withdrew : 

Or,  as  the  snail,  whose  tender  horns  being  hit, 
Shrinks  backward  in  his  shelly  cave  with  pain, 
And  there,  all  smothered  up,  in  shade  doth  sit, 
Long  after  fearing  to  creep  forth  again ; 
So,  at  his  bloody  view,  her  eyes  are  fled 
Into  the  deep  dark  cabins  of  her  head : 

174. 
Where  they  resign  their  office  and  their  light 
To  the  disposing  of  her  troubled  brain ; 
Who  bids  them  still  consort  with  ugly  night, 
And  never  wound  the  heart  with  looks  again  ; 
Who,  like  a  king  perplexM  in  his  throne. 
By  their  suggestion  gives  a  deadly  groan, 

175- 
Whereat  each  tributary  subject  quakes ; 

As  when  the  wind,  imprisoned  in  the  ground, 

StniggHng  for  passage,  earth's  foundation  shakes, 

Which  with  cold  terror  doth  men's  minds  confound. 

This  mutiny  each  part  doth  so  surprise. 

That  from  their  dark  beds  once  more  leap  her  eyes ; 
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176. 
And,  being  open'd,  threw  unwilling  light 
Upon  the  wide  wound  that  the  boar  had  trencVd 
In  his  soft  flank ;  whose  wonted  lily  white 
With  purple  tears,  that  his  wound  wept,  was  drench'd . 
No  flower  was  nigh,  no  grass,  herb,  leaf,  or  weed, 
But  stole  his  blood,  and  seem'd  with  him  to  bleed. 

177- 
This  solemn  sympathy  poor  Venus  noteth  ; 

Over  one  shoulder  doth  she  hang  her  head ; 

Dumbly  she  passions,  franticly  she  doteth ; 

She  thinks  he  could  not  die,  he  is  not  dead : 

Her  voice  is  stopp'd,  her  joints  forget  to  bow ; 

Her  eyes  are  mad  that  they  have  wept  till  now. 

178. 

Upon  his  hurt  she  looks  so  steadfastly. 

That  her  sight  dazzling  makes  the  wound  seem  three  * 

And  then  she  reprehends  her  mangling  eye. 

That  makes  more  gashes  where  no  breach  should  be : 
His  face  seems  twain,  each  several  limb  is  doubled 
For  oft  the  eye  mistakes,  the  brain  being  troubled. 

179. 
"  My  tongue  cannot  express  my  grief  for  one, 
And  yet,"  quoth  she,  "  behold  two  Adons  dead ! 
My  sighs  are  blown  away,  my  salt  tears  gone. 
Mine  eyes  are  tum'd  to  fire,  my  heart  to  lead : 

Heavy  heart's  lead,  melt  at  mine  eyes'  red  fire  I 

So  shall  I  die  by  drops  of  hot  desire. 

180. 
"  Alas,  poor  world,  what  treasure  hast  thou  lost  I 
What  face  remains  alive  that 's  worth  the  viewing  f 
Whose  tongue  is  music  now  ?  what  canst  thou  boast 
Of  things  long  since,  or  anything  ensuing) 

The  flowers  are  sweet,  their  colours  fresh  and  trim ; 

But  true  sweet  beauty  liv'd  and  died  with  him. 

181. 

"  Bonnet  nor  veil  henceforth  no  creature  wear ! 

Nor  sun  nor  wind  will  ever  strive  to  kiss  you : 

Having  no  fair  to  lose,  you  need  not  fear ; 

The  sun  doth  scorn  you,  and  the  wind  doth  hiss  you  : 
But  when  Adonis  liv'd,  sun  and  sharp  air 
Lurk'd  like  two  thieves,  to  rob  him  of  his  fair : 
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182. 
"  And  therefore  would  he  put  his  bonnet  on, 
Under  whose  brim  the  gaudy  sun  would  peep  ; 
The  wind  would  blow  it  off,  and,  being  gone, 
Play  with  his  locks :  then  would  Adonis  weep ; 
And  straight,  in  pity  of  his  tender  years. 
They  both  would  strive  who  first  should  dry  his  tears. 

183. 
"  To  see  his  face  the  lion  walked  along 
Behind  some  hedge,  because  he  would  not  fear  him ; 
To  recreate  himself,  when  he  hath  sung, 
The  tiger  would  be  tame,  and  gently  hear  him ; 
If  he  had  spoke,  the  wolf  would  leave  his  prey. 
And  never  fright  the  silly  lamb  that  day.  • 

184. 
"  When  he  beheld  his  shadow  in  the  brook. 
The  fishes  spread  on  it  their  golden  gills ; 
When  he  was  by,  the  birds  such  pleasure  took, 
That  some  would  sing,  some  other  in  their  bills 

Would  bring  him  mulberries,  and  ripe-red  cherries ; 

He  fed  them  with  his  sight,  they  him  with  berries. 

185. 
"  But  this  foul,  grim,  and  urchin-snouted  boar, 
Whose  downward  eye  still  looketh  for  a  grave. 
Ne'er  saw  the  beauteous  livery  that  he  wore ; 
Witness  the  entertainment  that  he  gave : 
If  he  did  see  his  face,  why  then  I  know 
He  thought  to  kiss  him,  and  hath  kilFd  him  so. 

186. 
"  'Tis  true,  *tis  true ;  thus  was  Adonis  slain  : 
He  ran  upon  the  boar  with  his  sharp  spear, 
Who  did  not  whet  his  teeth  at  him  again. 
But  by  a  kiss  thought  to  persuade  him  there  ; 
And  nuzzling  in  his  flank,  the  loving  swine 
Sheath'd,  unaware,  the  tusk  in  his  sof^  groin. 

187. 
"  Had  I  been  toothed  like  him,  I  must  confess, 
With  kissing  him  I  should  have  kill'd  him  first ; 
But  he  is  dead,  and  never  did  he  bless 
My  youth  with  his, — the  more  am  I  accurst." 
With  this  she  falleth  in  the  place  she  stood. 
And  stains  her  face  with  his  congealed  blood. 
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188. 

She  looks  upon  his  lips,  and  they  are  pale ; 

She  takes  him  by  the  hand,  and  that  is  cold ; 

She  whispers  in  his  ears  a  heavy  tale, 

As  if  they  heard  the  woful  words  she  told ; 
She  lifts  the  cofFer-lids  that  close  his  eyes, 
AVTiere,  lo,  two  lamps,  burnt  out,  in  darkness  lies ; 

189. 

Two  glasses  where  herself  herself  beheld 

A  tliousand  times,  and  now  no  more  reflect ; 

Their  virtue  lost,  wherein  they  late  excelled, 

And  every  beauty  robb'd  of  his  eflect : 

"  Wonder  of  time,"  quoth  she,  "  this  is  my  spite, 
That,  thou  being  dead,  the  day  should  yet  be  light 

190. 
"  Since  thou  art  dead,  lo,  here  I  prophesy, 
Sorrow  on  love  hereafter  shall  attend : 
It  shall  be  waited  on  with  jealousy. 
Find  sweet  beginning,  but  unsavoury  end ; 

Ne'er  settled  equally,  but  high  or  low ; 

That  all  love's  pleasure  shall  not  match  his  woe. 

191. 

"  It  shall  be  fickle,  false,  and  full  of  fraud  ; 

Bud  and  be  blasted  in  a  breathing-while  ; 

The  bottom  poison,  and  the  top  o'erstraw'd 

With  sweets  that  shall  the  truest  sight  beguile : 
The  strongest  body  shall  it  make  most  weak. 
Strike  the  wise  dumb,  and  teach  the  fool  to  speak. 

192. 

**  It  shall  be  sparing,  and  too  full  of  riot, 

Teaching  decrepit  age  to  tread  the  measures ; 

The  staring  ruffian  shall  it  keep  in  quiet, 

Pluck  down  the  rich,  enrich  the  poor  with  treasures ; 
It  shall  be  raging  mad,  and  silly  mild. 
Make  the  young  old.  the  old  become  a  child. 

"  It  shall  suspect  where  is  no  cause  of  fear ; 
It  shall  not  fear  where  it  should  most  mistrust , 
It  shall  be  merciful,  and  too  severe. 
And  most  deceiving  when  it  seems  most  just ; 

Perverse  it  shall  be  where  it  shows  most  toward. 

Put  fear  to  valour,  courage  to  the  coward. 
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194. 

"  It  shall  be  cause  of  war  and  dire  events, 

And  set  dissension  'twixt  the  son  and  sire ; 

Subject  and  servile  to  all  discontents, 

As  dry  combustious  matter  is  to  fire : 

Sith  in  his  prime  death  doth  my  love  destroy, 
They  that  love  best,  their  loves  shall  not  enjoy.** 

195- 
By  this,  the  boy  that  by  her  side  lay  kill'd 

Was  melted  like  a  vapour  from  her  sight ; 

And  in  his  blood,  that  on  the  ground  lay  spiird« 

A  purple  flower  sprung  up,  checkered  with  white. 

Resembling  well  his  pale  cheeks,  and  the  blood 

Which  in  round  drops  upon  their  whiteness  stood. 

196. 

She  bows  her  head,  the  new-sprung  flower  to  smell. 

Comparing  it  to  her  Adonis'  breath ; 

And  says,  within  her  bosom  it  shall  dwell. 

Since  he  himself  is  reft  from  her  by  death : 
She  crops  the  stalk,  and  in  the  breach  appears 
Green  dropping  sap,  which  she  compares  to  tears. 

197. 

"  Poor  flower,"  quoth  she,  "  this  was  thy  father^s  guise, 

(Sweet  issue  of  a  more  sweet-smelling  sire,) 

For  every  little  grief  to  wet  his  eyes : 

To  grow  unto  himself  was  his  desire. 

And  so  'tis  thine ;  but  know,  it  is  as  good 
To  wither  in  my  breast  as  in  his  blood. 

198. 

"  Heretvas  thy  father's  bed>  here  in  my  breast ; 

Thou  art  the  next  of  blood,  aml/tis  thy  right : 

Lo,  in  this  hollow  cradle  take  thy  rest. 

My  throbbing  heart  shall  rock  thee  day  and  night? 
There  shall  not  be  one  minute  in  an  hour, 
Wherein  I  will  not  kiss  my  sweet  love's  flower" 

199. 
Thus  weary  of  the  world,  away  she  hies, 
And  yokes  her  silver  doves ;  by  whose  swift  aid 
Their  mistress,  mounted,  through  the  empty  skies 
In  her  light  chariot  quickly  is  conve/d ; 

Holding  their  course  to  Paphos,  where  their  queen 
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TO  THE 

RIGHT  HONOURABLE  HENRY  WRIOTHESLEY, 

EARL  OF  SOUTHAMPTON,  AND  BARON  OF  TITCHFIELD. 

The  love  I  dedicate  to  your  Lordship  is  without  end  ;  whereof  thfs 
jjamphlet,  without  beginning,  is  but  a  superfluous  moiety.  The  war- 
rant I  have  of  your  honourable  disposition,  not  the  worth  of  n[iy 
untutored  lines,  makes  it  assured  of  acceptance.  What  I  have  done 
is  yours ;  what  I  have  to  do  is  yours ;  being  part  in  all  I  have, 
devoted  yours.  Were  my  worth  greater,  my  duty  would  show  greater; 
meantime,  as  it  is,  it  is  bound  to  your  Lordship,  to  whom  I  wish  long 
life,  still  lengthened  with  all  happiness. 

Your  Lordship's  in  all  duty, 

William  Shakespeare. 


THE  ARGUMENT. 

Li;cius  Tarquinius,  (for  his  excessive  pride  sumamed  Superbus,)  after  he  had 
caused  his  own  father-in-law,  Servius  Tullius,  to  be  cruelly  murdered,  and,  con- 
trary to  the  Roman  laws  and  customs,  not  requiring  or  staying  for  the  people's 
suffrages,  had  possessed  himself  of  the  kingdom,  went,  accompanied  with  his  sons 
and  other  noblemen  of  Rome,  to  besiege  Ardea.  During  which  siege  the  principal 
men  of  the  army  meeting  one  evening  at  the  tent  of  Sextus  Tarquinius,  the  king's 
son,  in  their  discourses  after  supper,  every  one  commended  the  virtues  of  his  own 
wife ;  among  whom,  Collatinus  extolled  the  incomparable  chastity  of  his  wife 
Lucretia.  In  that  pleasant  humour  they  all  posted  to  Rome ;  and  intending,  by 
their  secret  and  sudden  arrival,  to  make  trial  of  that  which  every  one  had  before 
avouched,  only  Collatinus  finds  his  wife  (though  it  were  late  in  the  nioht)  spinning 
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amongst  her  maids :  tlie  other  ladies  were  all  found  dancing  and  revelling^  or  in 
several  disports.  Whereupon  the  noblemen  yielded  Collatinus  the  victory,  and 
his  wife  the  fame.  At  that  time  Sextus  Tarquinius,  being  inflamed  with  Lucrece* 
beauty,  yet  smothering  his  passioivs  for  the  present,  departed  with  the  rest  back  to 
the  camp ;  from  whence  he  shortly  after  privily  withdrew  himself,  and  was  (accord- 
ing to  his  estate)  royally  entertained  and  lodged  by  Lucrece  at  CoUatium.  The 
same  night  he  treacherously  stealeth  into  her  chamber,  violently  ravished  her,  and 
early  in  the  morning  speedeth  away.  Lucrece,  in  this  lamentable  plight,  hastily 
(lespatcheth  messengers,  one  to  Rome  for  her  father,  another  to  the  camp  for 
Collatine.  They  came,  the  one  accompanied  with  Junius  Brutus,  the  other  with 
Pnblius  Valerius ;  and  finding  Lucrece  attired  in  mourning  habit,  demanded  the 
cause  of  her  sorrow.  She,  first  taking  an  oath  of  them  for  her  revenge,  revealed  the 
actor,  and  whole  manner  of  his  dealing,  and  withal  suddenly  stabbed  herselfl 
Which  done,  with  one  consent  they  all  vowed  to  root  out  the  whole  hated  fiunily 
of  the  Tarquins;  and,  bearing  the  de^  body  to  Rome,  Brutus  acquainted  the 
people  with  the  doer  and  manner  of  the  vile  deed,  with  a  bitter  invective  agaunst 
the  tyranny  of  the  king :  wherewith  the  people  were  so  moved,  that,  with  one 
consent  and  a  general  acclamation,  the  Tarquins  were  all  exiled,  and  the  state 
government  changed  from  kings  to  consuls. 


I. 

From  the  besieged  Ardea  all  in  post, 
Borne  by  the  trustless  wings  of  false  desire, 
Lust-breathM  Tarquin  leaves  the  Roman  host. 
And  to  CoUatium  bears  the  lightless  fire 
Which,  in  pale  embers  hid,  lurks  to  aspire. 
And  girdle  with  embracing  flames  the  waist 
Of  Collatine^s  fair  love,  Lucrece  the  chaste. 

2. 

Haply  that  name  of  "  chaste  "  unhappily  set 
This  bateless  edge  on  his  keen  appetite ; 
When  Collatine  unwisely  did  not  let 
To  praise  the  clear  unmatched  red  and  white 
Which  triumphed  in  that  sky  of  his  delight, 

Where  mortal  stars,  as  bright  as  heaven's  beautie!^ 
With  pure  aspects  did  him  peculiar  duties. 

3- 
For  he  the  night  before,  in  Tarquin's  tent, 

Unlocked  the  treasure  of  his  happy  state ; 

What  priceless  wealth  the  heavens  had  him  lent 

In  the  possession  of  his  beauteous  mate ; 

Reckoning  his  fortune  at  such  high-proud  rate, 
That  kings  might  be  espoused  to  more  fame, 
But  king  nor  peer  to  such  a  peerless  dame. 
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4. 

O  happiness  cnjoy'd  but  of  a  few ! 

And,  if  possessed,  as  soon  deca/d  and  done 

As  is  the  morning's  silver-melting  dew 

Against  the  golden  splendour  of  the  sun ! 

An  expir'd  date,  cancelled  ere  well  begun : 
Honour  and  beauty,  in  the  owner's  arms, 
Are  weakly  fortress'd  from  a  world  of  harms. 

5. 
Beauty  itself  doth  of  itself  persuade 
The  eyes  of  men  without  an  orator ; 
What  needeth,  then,  apologies  be  made, 
To  set  forth  that  which  is  so  singular  1 
Or  why  is  Collatine  the  publisher 

Of  that  rich  jewel  he  should  keep  unknown 

From  thievish  ears,  because  it  is  his  own  ? 

6. 

Perchance  his  boast  of  Lucrece'  sovereignty 

Suggested  this  proud  issue  of  a  king ; 

For  by  our  ears  our  hearts  oft  tainted  be : 

Perchance  that  envy  of  so  rich  a  thing, 

Braving  compare,  disdainfully  did  sting 

His  high-pitch'd  thoughts,  that  meaner  men  should  vaunt 
That  golden  hap  which  their  superiors  want 

7. 

But  some  untimely  thought  did  instigate 

His  all-too-timeless  speed,  if  none  of  those : 

His  honour,  his  affairs,  his  friends,  his  state. 

Neglected  all,  with  swift  intent  he  goes 

To  quench  the  coal  which  in  his  liver  glows. 
O  rash  false  heat,  wrapp'd  in  repentant  cold. 
Thy  hasty  spring  still  blasts,  and  ne'er  grows  old ! 

8. 

When  at  Collatium  this  false  lord  arriv'd. 
Well  was  he  welcom'd  by  the  Roman  dame, 
Within  whose  face  beauty  and  virtue  striv'd 
Which  of  them  both  should  underprop  her  fame : 
When  virtue  bragg'd,  beauty  would  blush  for  sharac ; 
When  beauty  boasted  blushes,  in  despite 
Virtue  would  stain  that  o'er  with  silver  white. 
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But  beauty,  in  that  white  intituled, 
From  Venus'  doves  doth  challenge  that  fair  field : 
Then  virtue  claims  from  beauty  beauty's  red, 
Which  virtue  gave  the  golden  age,  to  gild 
Their  silver  cheeks,  and  call'd  it  then  their  shield ; 
Teaching  them  thus  to  use  it  in  the  fight, — 
When  shame  assail'd,  the  red  should  fence  the  white. 

lO. 

Tliis  heraldry  in  Lucrece'  face  was  seen, 
Argu'd  by  beauty's  red,  and  virtue's  white : 
Of  cither's  colour  was  the  other  queen, 
Proving  from  world's  minority  their  right : 
Yet  their  ambition  makes  them  still  to  fight ; 
The  sovereignty  of  either  being  so  great. 
That  oft  they  interchange  each  other's  seat 

II. 

This  silent  war  of  lilies  and  of  roses. 
Which  Tarquin  view'd  in  her  fair  face's  field, 
In  their  pure  ranks  his  traitor  eye  encloses ; 
AVhere,  lest  between  them  both  it  should  be  kill'd, 
The  coward  captive  vanquished  doth  yield 

To  those  two  armies  that  would  let  him  go, 

Rather  than  triumph  in  so  false  a  foe. 

12. 

Now  thinks  he  that  her  husband's  shallow  tongue 
(The  niggard  prodigal  that  prais'd  her  so) 
In  that  high  task  hath  done  her  beauty  wrong, 
Which  far  exceeds  his  barren  skill  to  show : 
Therefore  that  praise  which  CoUatine  doth  owe, 

Enchanted  Tarquin  answers  with  surmise. 

In  silent  wonder  of  still-gazing  eyes. 

This  earthly  saint,  adorM  by  this  devil, 

Little  suspecteth  the  false  worshipper ; 

For  unstain'd  thoughts  do  seldom  dream  on  evil ; 

Birds  never  lim'd  no  secret  bushes  fear : 

So  guiltless  she  securely  gives  good  cheer 
And  reverend  welcome  to  her  princely  guest, 
Whose  inward  ill  no  outward  harm  express'd : 
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14. 

For  that  he  coloured  with  his  high  estate, 

Hiding  base  sin  in  plaits  of  majesty ; 

That  nothing  in  him  seem'd  inordinate, 

Save  sometime  too  much  wonder  of  his  eye, 

Which,  having  all,  all  could  not  satisfy ; 
But,  poorly  rich,  so  wanteth  in  his  store. 
That,  clo/d  with  much,  he  pineth  still  for  more. 

But  she,  that  never  cop'd  with  stranger  eyes. 
Could  pick  no  meaning  from  their  parling  looks. 
Nor  read  the  subtle-shining  secrecies 
Writ  in  the  glassy  margents  of  such  books : 
She  touched  no  unknown  baits,  nor  feafd  no  hooks ; 
Nor  could  she  moralize  his  wanton  sight, 
More  than  his  eyes  were  open'd  to  the  light 

16. 

He  stories  to  her  ears  her  husband's  fame. 

Won  in  the  fields  of  fruitful  Italy ; 

And  decks  with  praises  Collatine's  high  name, 

Made  glorious  by  his  manly  chivalry, 

With  bruised  arms  and  wreaths  of  victory: 
Her  joy  with  heaVd-up  hand  she  doth  express, 
And,  wordless,  so  greets  heaven  for  his  success. 

17. 

Far  from  the  purpose  of  his  coming  thither. 
He  makes  excuses  for  his  being  there : 
No  cloudy  show  of  stormy  blustering  weather 
Doth  yet  in  his  fair  welkin  once  appear ; 
Till  sable  Night,  mother  of  Dread  and  Fear, 

Upon  the  world  dim  darkness  doth  display 

And  in  her  vaulty  prison  stows  the  Day. 

18. 

For  then  is  Tarquin  brought  unto  his  bed, 
Intending  weariness  with  heavy  spright ; 
For,  after  supper,  long  he  questioned 
With  modest  Lucrece,  and  wore  out  the  night : 
Now  leaden  slumber  with  life's  strength  doth  fight ; 
And  every  one  to  rest  themselves  betake. 
Save  thieves,  and  cares,  and  troubled  minds,  that  wake. 
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19. 

As  one  of  which  doth  Tarquin  lie  revolving 
The  sundry  dangers  of  his  will's  obtaining ; 
Yet  ever  to  obtain  his  will  resolving, 
Though  weak-built  hopes  persuade  him  to  abstaining: 
Despair  to  gain  doth  traffic  oft  for  gaining ; 
And  when  great  treasure  is  the  meed  proposed, 
Though  death  be  adjunct,  there 's  no  death  supposed. 

20. 

Those  that  much  covet  are  with  gain  so  fond, 
That  what  they  have  not,  that  which  they  possess, 
They  scatter  and  unloose  it  from  their  bond. 
And  so,  by  hoping  more,  they  have  but  less ; 
Or,  gaining  more,  the  profit  of  excess 
Is  but  to  surfeit,  and  such  griefs  sustain, 
That  they  prove  bankrupt  in  this  poor-rich  gain. 

21. 

The  aim  of  all  is  but  to  nurse  the  life 
With  honour,  wealth,  and  ease,  in  waning  age ; 
And  in  this  aim  there  is  such  thwarting  strife, 
That  one  for  all,  or  all  for  one  we  gage ; 
As  life  for  honour  in  fell  battles'  rage ; 

Honour  for  wealth ;  and  oft  that  wealth  doth  cost 
The  death  of  all,  and  all  together  lost 

22. 

So  that,  in  venturing  ill,  we  leave  to  be 
The  things  we  are,  for  that  which  we  expect ; 
And  this  ambitious  foul  infirmity. 
In  having  much,  torments  us  with  defect 
Of  that  we  have  :  so  then  we  do  neglect 

The  thing  we  have ;  and,  all  for  want  of  wit. 

Make  something  nothing,  by  augmenting  it. 

23- 

Such  hazard  now  must  doting  Tarquin  make, 

Pawning  his  honour  to  obtain  his  lust ; 

And  for  himself  himself  he  must  forsake : 

Then  where  is  truth,  if  there  be  no  self-trust? 

When  shall  he  think  to  find  a  stranger  just, 
WTien  he  himself  himself  confounds,  betra)rs 
To  slanderous  tongues,  and  wretched  hateful  days! 
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24. 

Now  stole  upon  the  time  the  dead  of  night, 

When  heavy  sleep  had  clos'd  up  mortal  eyes : 

No  comfortable  star  did  lend  his  light, 

No  noise  but  owls'  and  wolves'  death-boding  cries ; 

Now  serves  the  season  that  they  may  surprise 

The  silly  lambs :  pure  thoughts  are  dead  and  still, 
While  lust  and  murder  wake  to  stain  and  kill 

25- 
And  now  this  lustful  lord  leap'd  from  his  bed, 
Throwing  his  mantle  rudely  o'er  his  arm  ; 
Is  madly  toss'd  between  desire  and  dread  ; 
Th'  one  sweetly  flatters,  th'  other  feareth  harm  ; 
But  honest  fear,  bewitch'd  with  lust's  foul  charm. 

Doth  too  too  oft  betake  him  to  retire, 

Beaten  away  by  brain-sick  rude  desire. 

26. 

His  faulchion  on  a  flint  he  softly  smiteth. 
That  from  the  cold  stone  sparks  of  fire  do  fly ; 
Whereat  a  waxen  torch  forthwith  he  lighteth, 
Which  must  be  lode-star  to  his  lustful  eye  ; 
And  to  the  flame  thus  speaks  advisedly : 

"  As  from  this  cold  flint  I  enforc'd  this  fire, 

So  Lucrece  must  I  force  to  my  desire." 

27. 

Here  pale  with  fear  he  doth  premeditate 

The  dangers  of  his  loathsome  enterprise. 

And  in  his  inward  mind  he  doth  debate 

What  following  sorrow  may  on  this  arise : 

Then  looking  scornfully,  he  doth  despise 
His  naked  armour  of  still-slaughter'd  lust, 
And  justly  thus  controls  his  thoughts  unjust : 

28. 

**  Fair  torch,  bum  out  thy  light,  and  lend  it  not 
To  darken  her  whose  light  excelleth  thine  ; 
And  die,  unhallow'd  thoughts,  before  you  blot 
With  your  uncleanness  that  which  is  divine ; 
Offer  pure  incense  to  so  pure  a  shrine  : 

Let  fair  humanity  abhor  the  deed 

That  spots  and  stains  love's  modest  snow-white  weed. 
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29. 

"  0  shame  to  knighthood  and  to  shining  anns ! 

0  foul  dishonour  to  my  household's  grave ! 

0  impious  act,  including  all  foul  harms ! 

A  martial  man  to  be  soft  fancy's  slave ! 

True  valour  still  a  true  respect  should  have ; 
Then  my  digression  is  so  vile,  so  base, 
That  it  will  live  engraven  in  my  face. 

30- 

"  Yea,  though  I  die,  the  scandal  will  survive, 

And  be  an  eyesore  in  my  golden  coat ; 

Some  loathsome  dash  the  herald  will  contrive. 

To  cipher  me  how  fondly  I  did  dote ; 

That  my  posterity,  sham'd  with  the  note. 
Shall  curse  my  bones,  and  hold  it  for  no  sin 
To  wish  that  I  their  father  had  not  been. 

31- 
"  What  win  I,  if  I  gain  the  thing  I  seek  ] 
A  dream,  a  breath,  a  froth  of  fleeting  joy. 
Who  buys  a  minute's  mirth  to  wail  a  week  ? 
Or  sells  eternity  to  get  a  toy? 
For  one  sweet  grape  who  will  the  vine  destroy  f 
Or  what  fond  beggar,  but  to  touch  the  crown. 
Would  with  the  sceptre  straight  be  strucken  down  I 

32. 
"  If  Collatinus  dream  of  my  intent, 
Will  he  not  wake,  and  in  a  desperate  rage 
Post  hither,  this  vile  purpose  to  prevent  ? 
This  siege  that  hath  engirt  his  marriage, 
This  blur  to  youth,  this  sorrow  to  the  sage. 
This  dying  virtue,  this  surviving  shame. 
Whose  crime  will  bear  an  ever-during  blame  1 

33- 
"  0  what  excuse  can  my  invention  make. 
When  thou  shalt  charge  me  with  so  black  a  deed  1 
Will  not  my  tongue  be  mute,  my  frail  joints  shake, 
Mine  eyes  forego  their  light,  my  false  heart  bleed  ? 
The  guilt  being  great,  the  fear  doth  still  exceed ; 
And  extreme  fear  can  neither  fight  nor  fly, 
But,  coward-like,  with  trembling  terror  die. 
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34. 

"  Had  Collatinus  kiird  my  son  or  sire, 

Or  lain  in  ambush  to  betray  my  life, 

Or  were  he  not  my  dear  friend,  this  desire 

Might  have  excuse  to  work  upon  his  wife, 

As  in  revenge  or  quittal  of  such  strife  : 
But  as  he  is  my  kinsman,  my  dear  friend, 
The  shame  and  fault  finds  no  excuse  nor  end. 

35- 
"  Shameful  it  is ; — ay,  if  the  fact  be  knoMm : 
Hateful  it  is ; — there  is  no  hate  in  loving : 
I  '11  beg  her  love  ; — ^but  she  is  not  her  own : 
The  worst  is  but  denial,  and  reproving : 
My  will  is  strong,  past  reason's  weak  removing. 

Who  fears  a  sentence,  or  an  old  man's  saw, 

Shall  by  a  painted  cloth  be  kept  in  awe." 

36. 

Thus,  graceless,  holds  he  disputation 

'Tween  frozen  conscience  and  hot-burning  will. 

And  with  good  thoughts  makes  dispensation, 

Urging  the  worser  sense  for  vantage  still ; 

Which  in  a  moment  doth  confound  and  kill 
All  pure  eflfects,  and  doth  so  far  proceed, 
That  what  is  vile  shows  like  a  virtuous  deed. 

37. 
Quoth  he,  "  She  took  me  kindly  by  the  hand, 
And  gaz'd  for  tidings  in  my  eager  eyes, 
Fearing  some  hard  news  from  the  warlike  band. 
Where  her  beloved  Collatinus  lies. 
0,  how  her  fear  did  make  her  colour  rise  1 

First  red  as  roses  that  on  lawn  we  lay. 

Then  white  as  lawn,  the  roses  took  away. 

38. 

**  And  how  her  hand,  in  my  hand  being  lock'd, 

Forc'd  it  to  tremble  with  her  loyal  fear ! 

Which  struck  her  sad,  and  »then  it  faster  rock'd. 

Until  her  husband's  welfare  she  did  hear ; 

Whereat  she  smiled  with  so  sweet  a  cheer, 
That  had  Narcissus  seen  her  as  she  stood, 
Self-love  had  never  drown'd  him  in  the  flood. 
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39- 
"  Why  hunt  I,  then,  for  colour  or  excuses  1 
All  orators  are  dumb  when  beauty  pleadeth ; 
Poor  wretches  have  remqrse  in  poor  abuses : 
Love  thrives  not  in  the  heart  that  shadows  dreadetli ! 
Affection  is  my  captain,  and  he  leadeth ; 
And  when  his  gaudy  banner  is  displa/d, 
The  coward  fights,  and  will  not  be  disma/d. 

40. 

"  Then,  childish  fear,  avaunt !  debating,  die ! 
Respect  and  reason,  wait  on  wrinkled  age ! 
My  heart  shall  never  countermand  mine  eye : 
Sad  pause  and  deep  regard  beseem  the  sage ; 
My  part  is  youth,  and  beats  these  from  the  stage  : 

Desire  my  pilot  is,  beauty  my  prize ; 

Then  who  fears  sinking  where  such  treasure  lies?"* 

41. 

As  corn  overgrown  by  weeds,  so  heedful  fear 

Is  almost  chok'd  by  unresisted  lust. 

Away  he  steals  with  open  listening  ear. 

Full  of  foul  hope,  and  full  of  fond  mistrust ; 

Both  which,  as  servitors  to  the  unjust, 
So  cross  him  with  their  opposite  persuasion. 
That  now  he  vows  a  league,  and  now  invasion. 

42. 

Within  his  thought  her  heavenly  image  sits, 
And  in  the  selfsame  seat  sits  CoUatine : 
That  eye  which  looks  on  her  confounds  his  wits ; 
That  eye  which  him  beholds,  as  more  divine, 
Unto  a  view  so  false  will  not  incline ; 
But  witli  a  pure  appeal  seeks  to  the  heart, 
Which,  once  corrupted,  takes  the  worser  pait  j 

AS- 
And  therein  heartens  up  his  servile  powers. 
Who,  flattered  by  their  leader's  jocund  show, 
Stuff  up  his  lust,  as  minutes  fill  up  hours ; 
And  as  their  captain,  so  their  pride  doth  grow, 
Paying  more  slavish  tribute  than  they  owe. 
By  reprobate  desire  thus  madly  led. 
The  Roman  lord  marcheth  to  Lucrece'  bed 


LUCRECK  625 

44. 

The  locks  between  her  chamber  and  his  will, 
Each  one  by  him  enforc  d,  retires  his  ward  ; 
But,  as  they  open,  they  all  rate  his  ill, 
Which  drives  the  creeping  thief  to  some  regard : 
The  threshold  grates  the  door  to  have  him  heard ; 

Night-wand'ring  weasels  shriek  to  see  him  there ; 

They  fright  him,  yet  he  still  pursues  his  fear. 

45. 
As  each  unwilling  portal  yields  him  way, 
Through  little  vents  and  crannies  of  the  place 
The  wind  wars  with  his  torch,  to  make  him  stay, 
And  blows  the  smoke  of  it  into  his  face, 
Extinguishing  his  conduct  in  this  case ; 

But  his  hot  heart,  which  fond  desire  doth  scorch^ 
Puffs  forth  another  wind  that  fires  the  torch : 

46. 

And  being  lighted,  by  the  light  he  spies 
Lucretia's  glove,  wherein  her  needle  sticks : 
He  takes  it  from  the  rushes  where  it  lies, 
And  griping  it,  the  neeld  his  finger  pricks ; 
As  who  should  say,  this  glove  to  wanton  tricks 

Is  not  inur'd ;  return  again  in  haste ; 

Thou  seest  our  mistress'  ornaments  are  chaste. 

47. 
But  all  the^  poor  forebiddings  could  not  stay  him ; 
He  in  the  worst  sense  construes  their  denial : 
The  doors,  the  wind,  the  glove  that  did  delay  him, 
He  takes  for  accidental  things  of  trial ; 
Or  as  those  bars  which  stop  the  hourly  dial. 

Who  with  a  lingering  stay  his  course  doth  let, 

Till  every  minute  pays  the  hour  his  debt. 

48. 

"  So,  so,"  quoth  he,  "  these  lets  attend  the  time, 
Like  little  frosts  that  sometime  threat  the  spring, 
To  add  a  more  rejoicing  to  the  primes 
And  give  the  sneapbd  birds  more  cause  to  sing. 
Fain  pays  the  income  of  each  precious  thing ; 

Huge  rocks,  high  winds,  strong  pirates,  shelves  and  sands^ 
The  merchant  fears,  ere  rich  at  home  he  lands.'' 

VOL,  IV.  2  R 
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49- 
Now  is  he  come  unto  the  chamber  door, 
That  shuts  him  from  the  heaven  of  his  diought, 
Which  with  a  yielding  latch,  and  with  no  more, 
Hath  barr*d  him  from  the  blessed  thing  he  sought 
So  from  himself  impiety  hath  wrought. 
That  for  his  prey  to  pray  he  doth  begin, 
As  if  the  heaven  should  countenance  his  sin. 

But  in  the  midst  of  his  unfruitful  prayer, 
Having  solicited  the  eternal  power. 
That  his  foul  thoughts  might  compass  his  fair  fair, 
And  they  would  stand  auspicioiis  to  the  hour, 
Even  there  he  starts : — quoth  he,  **  I  must  deflower : 
The  powers  to  whom  I  pray  abhor  this  fact. 
How  can  they,  then,  assist  me  in  the  act  1 

51- 

"  Then  Love  and  Fortune  be  my  gods,  my  guide ! 

My  will  is  back'd  with  resolution : 

Thoughts  are  but  dreams  till  their  effects  be  tried ; 

The  blackest  sin  is  cleared  with  absolution ; 

Against  love's  fire  fear's  frost  hath  dissolution. 
The  eye  of  heaven  is  out,  and  misty  night 
Covers  the  shame  that  follows  sweet  delight." 

52. 
This  said,  his  guilty  hand  pluck'd  up  the  latch. 
And  with  his  knee  the  door  he  opens  wide. 
The  dove  sleeps  fast  that  this  night-owl  will  catch : 
Thus  treason  works  ere  traitors  be  espied. 
Who  sees  the  lurking  serpent,  steps  aside ; 
But  she,  sound  sleeping,  fearing  no  such  thing. 
Lies  at  the  mercy  of  his  mortal  sting. 

53- 
Into  the  chamber  wickedly  he  stalks, 
And  gazeth  on  her  yet  unstained  bed. 
The  curtains  being  close,  about  he  walk% 
Rolling  his  greedy  eyeballs  in  his  head : 
By  their  high  treason  is  his  heart  misled ; 
Which  gives  the  watchword  to  his  hand  full  soon. 
To  draw  the  cloud  that  hides  the  silver  moon. 
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54. 

Look,  as  the  fair  and  fiery-pointed  sun. 

Rushing  from  forth  a  cloud,  bereaves  our  sight ; 

Even  so,  the  curtain  drawn,  his  eyes  begun 

To  wink,  being  blinded  with  a  greater  light : 

Whether  it  is  that  she  reflects  so  bright, 
That  dazzleth  them,  or  else  some  shame  supposed 
But  blind  they  are,  and  keep  themselves  enclps^ 

55- 

O,  had  they  in  that  darksome  prison  died  I 

Then  had  they  seen  the  period  of  their  ill ; 

Then  CoUatine  again,  by  Lucrece'  side, 

In  his  clear  bed  might  have  reposbd  still : 

But  they  must  ope,  this  blessM  league  to  kill ; 
And  holy-thoughted  Lucrece  to  their  sight 
Must  sell  her  joy,  her  Ufe,  her  world's  delight 

56. 

Her  lily  hand  her  rosy  cheek  lies  under, 
Cozening  the  pillow  of  a  lawful  kiss ; 
Who,  therefore  angry,  seems  to  part  in  sunder. 
Swelling  on  either  side  to  want  his  bliss ; 
Between  whose  hills  her  head  entombM  is: 

Where,  like  a  virtuous  monument,  she  lies, 

To  be  admired  of  lewd  unhallow'd  eyes. 

57. 
Without  the  bed  her  other  fair  hand  was. 
On  the  green  coverlet ;  whose  perfect  white 
Show'd  like  an  April  daisy  on  the  grass, 
With  pearly  sweat,  resembling  dew  of  night 
Her  eyes,  like  marigolds,  had  sheath'd  their  light. 

And  canopied  in  darkness  sweetly  lay. 

Till  they  might  open  to  adorn  the  day. 

58. 

Her  hair,  like  golden  threads,  pla/d  with  her  breath , 

O  modest  wantons  1  wanton  modesty ! 

Showing  life's  triumph  in  the  map  of  death, 

And  death's  dim  look  in  life's  mortality : 

Each  in  her  sleep  themselves  so  beautify. 
As  if  between  them  twain  there  were  no  strife, 
But  that  life  liv'd  in  death,  and  death  in  life. 
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59- 

Her  breasts,  like  ivory  globes  circled  with  blu^ 

A  pair  of  maiden  worlds  unconquerbd, 

Save  of  their  lord  no  bearing  yoke  they  knew, 

And  him  by  oath  they  truly  honoured. 

These  worlds  in  Tarquin  new  ambition  bred  ; 
Who,  like  a  foul  usurper,  went  about 
From  this  fair  throne  to  heave  the  owner  out. 

60. 

What  could  he  see  but  mightily  he  noted  1 

What  did  he  note  but  strongly  he  desir'd  ? 

^Vhat  he  beheld,  on  that  he  firmly  doted, 

And  in  his  will  his  wilful  eye  he  tir'd. 

With  more  than  admiration  he  admir'd 
Her  azure  veins,  her  alabaster  skin, 
Her  coral  lips,  her  snow-white  dimpled  chin. 

61. 

As  the  grim  lion  fawTieth  o'er  his  prey, 
Sharp  hunger  by  the  conquest  satisfied, 
So  o'er  this  sleeping  soul  doth  Tarquin  stay, 
His  rage  of  lust  by  gazing  qualified ; 
Slack'd,  not  suppress'd ;  for  standing  by  her  sidc^ 
His  eye,  which  late  this  mutiny  restrains. 
Unto  a  greater  uproar  tempts  his  veins : 

62. 

And  they,  like  straggling  slaves  for  pillage  fighting, 
Obdurate  vassals,  fell  exploits  effecting. 
In  bloody  death  and  ravishment  delighting. 
Nor  children's  tears,  nor  mothers'  groans  respecting, 
Swell  in  their  pride,  the  onset  still  expecting : 
Anon  his  beating  heart,  alarum  striking. 
Gives  the  hot  charge,  and  bids  them  do  their  litin^ 

His  drumming  heart  cheers  up  his  burning  eye, 
His  eye  commends  the  leading  to  his  hand ; 
His  hand,  as  proud  of  such  a  dignity. 
Smoking  with  pride,  march'd  on  to  make  his  stand 
On  her  bare  breast,  the  heart  of  all  her  land  : 
Whose  ranks  of  blue  veins,  as  his  hand  did  scaler 
Left  their  round  turrets  destitute  and  pale. 
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64. 

They,  mustering  to  the  quiet  cabinet 

Where  their  dear  governess  and  lady  lies, 

Do  tell  her  she  is  dreadfully  beset, 

And  fright  her  with  confusion  of  their  cries : 

She,  much  amaz'd,  breaks  ope  her  lock'd-up  eyes,        \ 
Who,  peeping  forth  this  tumult  to  behold, 
Are  by  his  flaming  torch  dimmed  and  controU'd. 

65- 

Imagine  her  as  one  in  dead  of  night 
From  forth  dull  sleep  by  dreadful  fancy  waking. 
That  thinks  she  hath  beheld  some  ghastly  sprite, 
Whose  grim  aspect  sets  every  joint  a-shaking ; 
What  terror  'tis !  but  she,  in  worser  taking. 
From  sleep  disturbed,  heedfully  doth  view 
The  sight  which  makes  supposed  terror  true. 

66. 

Wrapped  and  confounded  in  a  thousand  fears. 

Like  to  a  new-kiird  bird  she  trembling  lies ; 

She  dares  not  look ;  yet,  winking,  there  appears 

Quick-shifting  antics,  ugly  in  her  eyes : 

Such  shadows  are  the  weak  brain's  forgeries ; 
Who,  angry  that  the  eyes  fly  from  their  lights, 
In  darkness  daunts  them  with  more  dreadful  sights. 

67. 

His  hand,  that  yet  remains  upon  her  breast, 

(Rude  ram,  to  batter  such  an  ivory  wall  I) 

May  feel  her  heart,  poor  citizen,  distressed. 

Wounding  itself  to  death,  rise  up  and  fall. 

Beating  her  bulk,  that  his  hand  shakes  withal 
This  moves  in  him  more  rage,  and  lesser  pity. 
To  make  the  breach,  and  enter  this  sweet  city. 

68. 

First,  like  a  trumpet,  doth  his  tongue  begin 
To  sound  a  parley  to  his  heartless  foe ; 
Who  o'er  the  white  sheet  peers  her  whiter  chin. 
The  reason  of  this  rash  alarm  to  know, 
Which  he  by  dumb  demeanour  seeks  to  show ; 

But  she  with  vehement  prayers  urgeth  still 

Under  what  colour  he  commits  this  ill. 
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74. 

**  Lucrcce/'  quoth  he,  **  This  night  I  must  enjoy  thee : 

^thou  deny,  then  force  must  work  my  way, 

For  in  thy  bed  I  purpose  to  destroy  thee : 

That  done,  some  worthless  slave  of  thine  I  '11  slay, 

To  kill  thine  honour  with  thy  life's  decay ; 
And  in  thy  dead  arms  do  I  mean  to  place  him, 
Swearing  I  slew  him,  seeing  thee  embrace  him. 

75- 
**  So  thy  surviving  husband  shall  remain 
The  scornful  mark  of  every  open  eye ; 
Thy  kinsmen  hang  their  heads  at  this  disdain, 
Thy  issue  blurr'd  with  nameless  bastardy : 
And  thou,  the  author  of  their  obloquy, 

Shalt  have  thy  trespass  cited  up  in  rhymes, 

And  sung  by  children  in  succeeding  times. 

76. 

"  But  if  thou  yield,  I  rest  thy  secret  friend : 
The  fault  unknown  is  as  a  thought  unacted ; 
A  little  harm,  done  to  a  great  good  end, 
For  lawful  policy  remains  enacted. 
The  poisonous  simple  sometimes  is  compacted 

In  a  pure  compound ;  being  so  applied. 

His  venom  in  effect  is  purified. 

77. 
*'  Then,  for  thy  husband  and  thy  children's  sake, 
Tender  my  suit :  bequeath  not  to  their  lot 
The  shame  that  from  them  no  device  can  take. 
The  blemish  that  will  never  be  forgot ; 
Worse  than  a  slavish  wipe,  or  birth-hour's  blot : 

For  marks  descried  in  men's  nativity 

Are  nature's  faults,  not  their  own  infamy." 

78. 

Here  with  a  cockatrice'  dead-killing  eye 

He  rouseth  up  himself,  and  makes  a  pause ; 

While  she,  the  picture  of  pure  piety. 

Like  a  white  hind  under  the  gripe's  shaxp  claws. 

Pleads  in  a  wilderness,  where  are  no  laws. 

To  the  rough  beast  that  knows  no  gentle  rights 

Nor  aught  obeys  but  his  foul  appetite. 
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79- 
But  when  a  black-fac'd  cloud  the  world  doth  threat. 
In  his  dim  mist  the  aspiring  mountains  hiding, 
From  earth's  dark  womb  some  gentle  gust  doth  get, 
Which  blows  these  pitchy  vapours  from  their  biding. 
Hindering  their  present  fall  by  this  dividing ; 
So  his  unhallow'd  haste  her  words  delays, 
And  moody  Pluto  winks  while  Orpheus  plays. 

80. 

Yet,  foul  night-waking  cat,  he  doth  but  dally, 
While  in  his  holdfast  foot  the  weak  mouse  panteth : 
Her  sad  behaviour  feeds  his  vulture  folly, 
A  swallowing  gulf  that  even  in  plenty  wanteth : 
His  ear  her  prayers  admits,  but  his  heart  granteth 
No  penetrable  entrance  to  her  plaining : 
Tears  harden  lust,  though  marble  wear  witl?  raining. 

81. 

Her  pity-pleading  eyes  are  sadly  fix'd 
In  the  remorseless  wrinkles  of  his  face  ; 
Her  modest  eloquence  with  sighs  is  mix*d, 
Which  to  her  oratory  adds  more  grace. 
She  puts  the  period  often  from  his  place, 

And  'midst  the  sentence  so  her  accent  breaks. 
That  twice  she  doth  begin  ere  once  she  speaks. 

82. 

She  conjures  him,  by  high  almighty  Jove, 
By  knighthood,  gentry,  and  sweet  friendship's  oath. 
By  her  untimely  tears,  her  husband's  love, 
By  holy  human  law,  and  common  troth. 
By  heaven  and  earth,  and  all  the  power  of  both. 
That  to  his  borrow'd  bed  he  make  retire, 
And  stoop  to  honour,  not  to  foul  desire. 

83- 

Quotli  she,  "  Reward  not  hospitality 
With  such  black  payment  as  thou  hast  pretended ; 
Mud  not  the  fountain  that  gave  drink  to  thee ; 
Mar  not  the  thing  that  cannot  be  amended ; 
End  thy  ill  aim,  before  thy  shoot  be  ended ; 

He  is  no  woodman  that  doth  bend  his  bow 

To  strike  a  poor  unseasonn' 
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84. 

"  My  husband  is  thy  friend, — for  his  sake  spare  me ; 

Thyself  art  mighty, — for  thine  own  sake  leave  me ; 

Myself  a  weakling,— do  not,  ^hen,  ensnare  me ; 

Thou  look'st  not  like  deceit,— do  not  deceive  me. 

My  sighs,  like  whirlwinds,  labour  hence  to  heave  thee : 
If  ever  man  were  mov'd  with  woman's  moans. 
Be  moved  v/ith  my  tears,  my  sighs,  my  groans : 

8s- 
"  All  which  together,  like  a  troubled  ocean. 
Beat  at  thy  rocky  and  wreck-threaf  ning  heart, 
To  soflen  it  with  their  continual  motion  ; 
For  stones  dissolved,  to  water  do  convert 
O,  if  no  harder  than  a  stone  thou  art. 

Melt  at  my  tears,  and  be  compassionate ! 

Soft  pity  enters  at  an  iron  gate. 

86. 

"  In  Tarquin's  likeness  I  did  entertain  thee : 

Hast  thou  put  on  his  shape  to  do  him  shame  ? 

To  all  the  host  of  heaven  I  complain  me. 

Thou  wrong'st  his  honour,  wound'st  his  princely  name 

Thou  art  not  what  thou  seem'st ;  and  if  the  same, 

Thou  seem'st  not  what  thou  art,  a  god,  a  king ; 

For  kings  like  gods  should  govern  everything. 

87. 

"  How  will  thy  shame  be  seeded  in  thine  age, 
When  thus  thy  vices  bud  before  thy  spring ! 
If  in  thy  hope  thou  dar'st  do  such  outrage, 
WTiat  dar'st  thou  not  when  once  thou  art  a  king ! 
O  be  remember'd,  no  outrageous  thing 

From  vassal  actors  can  be  wip'd  away ; 

Then  kings'  misdeeds  cannot  be  hid  in  clay. 

88. 

^  This  deed  will  make  thee  only  lov*d  for  fear ; 

But  happy  monarchs  still  are  fear'd  for  love : 

With  foul  offenders  thou  perforce  must  bear. 

When  they  in  thee  the  like  offences  prove  : 

If  but  for  fear  of  this,  thy  will  remove ; 

For  princes  are  the  glass,  the  school,  the  book. 
Where  subjects'  eyes  do  learn,  do  read,  do  look. 
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89. 

"  And  wilt  thou  be  the  school  where  Lust  shall  learn  I 
Must  he  in  thee  read  lectures  of  such  shame  1 
Wilt  thou  be  glass,  wherein  it  shall  discern 
Authority  for  sin,  warrant  for  blame, 
To  privilege  dishonour  in  thy  name  ? 

Thou  back'st  reproach  against  long-living  laud, 
And  mak'st  fair  reputation  but  a  bawd. 

90. 

*'  Hast  thou  command  1  by  him  that  gave  it  thee, 
From  a  pure  heart  command  thy  rebel  will  : 
Draw  not  thy  sword  to  guard  iniquity, 
For  it  was  lent  thee  all  that  brood  to  kill 
Thy  princely  office  how  canst  thou  fulfil. 
When,  patterned  by  thy  fault,  foul  Sin  may  say. 
He  leam'd  to  sin,  and  thou  didst  teach  the  way  I 

91. 

"  Think  but  how  vile  a  spectacle  it  were. 
To  view  thy  present  trespass  in  another. 
Men's  faults  do  seldom  to  themselves  appear ; 
Their  own  transgressions  partially  they  smother : 
This  guilt  would  seem  death-worthy  in  thy  brother. 
O,  how  are  they  wrapped  in  with  infamies. 
That  from  their  own  misdeeds  askance  their  eyes  I 

92. 

"  To  thee,  to  thee,  my  heav'd-up  hands  appeal, 

Not  to  seducing  lust,  thy  rash  relier : 

I  sue  for  exird  majesty's  repeal ; 

Let  him  return,  and  flattering  thoughts  retire : 

His  true  respect  will  'prison  false  desire. 
And  wipe  the  dim  mist  from  thy  doting  eyne. 
That  thou  shalt  see  thy  state,  and  pity  mine." 

93- 
"  Have  done,"  quoth  he ;  "  my  uncontrolled  tide 
Turns  not,  but  swells  the  higher  by  this  let 
Small  lights  are  soon  blown  out,  huge  fires  abide, 
And  with  the  wind  in  greater  fury  fret : 
The  petty  streams  that  pay  a  daily  debt 

To  their  salt  sovereign,  mth  their  fresh  falls'  haste 
Add  to  his  flow,  but  alter  not  his  taste." 
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94. 

"Thou  art,"  quoth  she,  "a  sea,  a  sovereign  !:ing; 
And,  lo,  there  falls  into  thy  boundless  flood 
Black  lust,  dishonour,  shame,  misgoverning. 
Who.  seek  to  stain  the  ocean  of  thy  blood. 
If  all  these  petty  ills  shall  change  thy  good, 

Thy  sea  within  a  puddle's  womb  is  hers'd, 

And  not  the  puddle  in  thy  sea  dispersed. 

95- 
"  So  shall  these  slaves  be  king,  and  thou  their  slave ; 
Thou  nobly  base,  they  basely  dignified ; 
Thou  their  fair  life,  and  they  thy  fouler  grave ; 
Thou  loathed  in  their  shame,  they  in  thy  pride : 
The  lesser  thing  should  not  the  greater  hide ; 

The  cedar  stoops  not  to  the  base  shrub's  foot, 

But  low  shrubs  wither  at  the  cedar's  root 

96. 

"  So  let  thy  thoughts,  low  vassals  to  thy  state  " — 

"  No  more,"  quoth  he ;  "  by  heaven,  I  wiD  not  hear  thee : 

Yield  to  my  love ;  if  not,  enforced  hate, 

Instead  of  love's  coy  touch,  shall  rudely  tear  thee ; 

That  done,  despitefully  I  mean  to  bear  thee 

Unto  the  base  bed  of  some  rascal  groom, 

To  be  thy  partner  in  this  shameful  doom.'' 

97- 

This  said,  he  sets  his  foot  upon  the  light, 
For  light  and  lust  are  deadly  enemies : 
Shame  folded  up  in  blind  concealing  night. 
When  most  unseen,  then  most  doth  tyrannize. 
The  wolf  hath  seiz'd  his  prey,  the  poor  lamb  cries ; 

Till  with  her  own  white  fleece  her  voice  controU'd 

Entombs  her  outcry  in  her  lips'  sweet  fold : 

98. 

For  with  the  nightly  linen  that  she  wears, 
He  pens  her  piteous  clamours  in  her  head ; 
Cooling  his  hot  face  in  the  chastest  tears 
That  ever  modest  eyes  with  sorrow  shed. 
O,  that  prone  lust  should  stain  so  pure  a  bed  I 

The  spots  whereof  could  weeping  purify, 

Her  tears  should  drop  on  them  perpetually. 
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99. 

But  she  hath  lost  a  dearer  thing  than  life. 
And  he  hath  won  what  he  would  lose  again : 
This  forced  league  doth  force  a  farther  strife ; 
This  momentary  joy  breeds  months  of  pain ; 
This  hot  desire  converts  to  cold  disdain  : 
Pure  Chastity  is  rifled  of  her  store, 
And  Lust,  the  thief,  far  poorer  than  before 

100. 

Look,  as  the  full-fed  hound  or  gorged  hawk. 
Unapt  for  tender  smell  or  speedy  flight, 
Make  slow  pursuit,  or  altogether  balk 
The  prey  wherein  by  nature  they  delight ; 
So  surfeit-taking  Tarquin  fares  this  night : 
His  taste  delicious,  in  digestion  souring, 
Devours  his  will,  that  liv*d  by  foul  devouring. 

lOI. 

O,  deeper  sin  than  bottomless  conceit 

Can  comprehend  in  stiU  imagination ! 

Drunken  Desire  must  vomit  his  receipt, 

Ere  he  can  see  his  own  abomination. 

While  Lust  is  in  his  pride,  no  exclamation 
Can  curb  his  heat,  or  rein  his  rash  desire, 
Till,  like  a  jade.  Self-will  himself  doth  tire. 

102. 

And  then  with  lank  and  lean  discolour'd  cheek. 
With  heavy  eye,  knit  brow,  and  strengthless  pace, 
Feeble  Desire,  all  recreant,  poor,  and  meek. 
Like  to  a  bankrupt  beggar  wails  his  case : 
The  flesh  being  proud.  Desire  doth  fight  with  Grace, 
For  there  it  revels ;  and  when  that  decays, 
The  guilty  rebel  for  remission  prays. 

103. 

So  fares  it  with  this  faultful  lord  of  Rome, 
AVho  this  accomplishment  so  hotly  chas'd ; 
For  now  against  himself  he  sounds  this  doom, — 
That  through  the  length  of  times  he  stands  disgraced : 
Besides,  his  soul's  fair  temple  is  defaced  ; 
To  whose  weak  ruins  muster  troops  of  cares. 
To  ask  the  spotted  princess  how  she  fares. 
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104. 

She  says,  her  subjects  with  foul  insurrection 

Have  batter'd  down  her  consecrated  waU, 

And  by  their  mortal  fault  brought  in  subjection 

Her  immortality,  and  made  her  thrall 

To  living  death,  and  pain  perpetual : 
Which  in  her  prescience  she  controlled  still, 
But  her  foresight  could  not  forestall  their  will 

105. 

Even  in  this  thought  through  the  dark  night  he  stealeth, 
A  captive  victor  that  hath  lost  in  gain  ; 
Bearing  away  the  wound  that  nothing  healeth. 
The  scar  that  will,  despite  of  cure,  remain ; 
Leaving  his  spoil  perplex'd  in  greater  pain. 

She  bears  the  load  of  lust  he  left  behind, 

And  he  the  burden  of  a  guilty  mind. 

106. 

He  like  a  thievish  dog  creeps  sadly  thence ; 
She  Uke  a  wearied  lamb  lies  panting  there ; 
He  scowls,  and  hates  himself  for  his  offence ; 
She,  desperate,  with  her  nails  her  flesh  doth  tear ; 
He  faintly  flies,  sweating  with  guilty  fear ; 

She  stays,  exclaiming  on  the  direful  night ; 

He  runs,  and  chides  his  vanished,  loath'd  delight 

107. 

He  thence  departs  a  heavy  convertite ; 

She  there  remains  a  hopeless  castaway ; 

He  in  his  speed  looks  for  the  morning  light ; 

She  prays  she  never  may  behold  the  day ; 

"For  day,"  quoth  she,  "night's  scapes  doth  open  lay; 

And  my  true  eyes  have  never  practised  how 

To  cloak  oflences  with  a  cunning  brow. 

108. 

**They  think  not  but  that  every  eye  can  see 
The  same  disgrace  which  they  themselves  behold  3 
And  therefore  would  they  still  in  darkness  be. 
To  have  their  unseen  sin  remain  untold  ; 
For  they  their  guilt  with  weeping  will  unfold, 
And  grave,  like  water  that  doth  eat  in  steel. 
Upon  my  cheeks  what  helpless  shame  I  feel" 
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109. 

Here  she  exclaims  against  repose  and  rest, 
And  bids  her  eyes  hereafter  still  be  bhnd. 
She  wakes  her  heart  by  beating  on  her  breast, 
And  bids  it  leap  from  thence,  where  it  may  find 
Some  purer  chest  to  close  so  pure  a  mind. 

Frantic  with  grief  thus  breathes  she  forth  her  spile 
Against  the  unseen  secresy  of  night : 

no. 

O  comfort-killing  night,  image  of  hell ! 

Dim  register  and  notary  of  shame ! 

Black  stage  for  tragedies  and  murders  fell ! 

Vast  sin-concealing  chaos !  nurse  of  blame ! 

Blind  muffled  bawd  i  dark  harbour  for  defame ! 
Grim  cave  of  death!  whispering  conspirator, 
With  close-tongu'd  treason  and  the  ravisher  I 

III. 

*^  O  hateful,  vaporous,  and  foggy  night ! 
Since  thou  art  guilty  of  my  cureless  crime, 
Muster  thy  mists  to  meet  the  eastern  light. 
Make  war  against  proportioned  course  of  time ; 
Or  if  thou  wit  permit  the  sun  to  climb 
His  wonted  height,  yet  ere  he  go  to  bed. 
Knit  poisonous  clouds  about  his  golden  head. 

1X2. 

**  With  rotten  damps  ravish  the  morning  air ; 

Let  their  exhal'd  unwholesome  breaths  make  sick 

The  life  of  purity,  the  supreme  fair. 

Ere  he  arrive  his  weary  noontide  prick ; 

And  let  thy  musty  vapours  march  so  thick, 
That  in  their  smoky  ranks  his  smothered  light 
May  set  at  noon,  and  make  perpetual  night 

113. 
"  Were  Tarquin  night,  (as  he  is  but  nighf  s  child,) 
The  silver-shining  queen  he  would  distain  ; 
Her  twinkling  handmaids  too,  by  him  defil'd. 
Through  night's  black  bosom  should  not  peep  again : 
So  should  I  have  copartners  in  my  pain ; 
And  fellowship  in  woe  doth  woe  assuage. 
As  palmers'  chat  makes  short  their  pilgrimage. 
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X14. 

**  Where  now  I  have  no  one  to  blush  with  me, 

To  cross  their  arms,  and  hang  their  heads  with  mine, 

To  mask  their  brows,  and  hide  their  infamy ; 

But  I  alone  alone  must  sit  and  pine. 

Seasoning  the  earth  with  showers  of  silver  brine, 

Mingling  my  talk  with  tears,  my  grief  with  groans, 

Poor  wasting  monuments  of  lasting  moans. 

"  O  night,  thou  furnace  of  foul-reeking  smoke, 
Let  not  the  jealous  day  behold  that  face 
Which  underneath  thy  black  all-hiding  cloak 
Immodestly  lies  martyred  with  disgrace ! 
Keep  still  possession  of  thy  gloomy  place. 

That  all  the  faults  which  in  thy  reign  are  madc^ 

May  likewise  be  sepillchred  in  thy  shade  I 

116. 

"  Make  me  not  object  to  the  tell-tale  day ! 

The  light  will  show,  charicter'd  in  my  brow. 

The  story  of  sweet  chastity's  decay. 

The  impious  breach  of  holy  wedlock  vow : 

Yea,  the  illiterate,  that  know  not  how 
To  'cipher  what  is  writ  in  leamM  books. 
Will  quote  my  loathsome  trespass  in  my  looks^  . 

117. 

"  The  nurse,  to  still  her  child,  will  tell  my  story, 
And  fright  her  crying  babe  with  Tarquin's  name ; 
The  orator,  to  deck  his  oratory. 
Will  couple  my  reproach  to  Tarquin's  shame ; 
Feast-finding  minstrels,  tunmg  my  defame. 

Will  tie  the  hearers  to  attend  each  line, 

How  Tarquin  wrongfed  me,  I  CoUatine. 

118. 

**  Let  my  good  name,  that  senseless  reputation, 
For  Collatine's  dear  love  be  kept  unspotted ; 
If  that  be  made  a  theme  for  disputation. 
The  branches  of  another  root  are  rotted, 
And  undeserved  reproach  to  him  allotted, 

That  is  as  clear  from  this  attaint  of  mine, 

As  I,  ere  this,  was  pure  to  CoUatine. 
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119. 

"  O  unseen  shame !  invisible  disgrace  I 
O  unfelt  sore  I  crest-wounding,  private  scar  I 
Reproach  is  stamped  in  Collatinus'  face, 
And  Tarquin's  eye  may  read  the  mot  afar, 
How  he  in  peace  is  wounded,  not  in  war. 
Alas,  how  many  bear  such  shameful  blows, 
Which  not  themselves,  but  he  that  gives  them  knows ! 

120. 

"  If,  Collatine,  thine  honour  lay  in  me, 

From  me  by  strong  assault  it  is  bereft 

My  honey  lost,  and  I,  a  drone-like  bee. 

Have  no  perfection  of  my  summer  left, 

But  robb'd  and  ransack'd  by  injurious  theft : 
In  thy  weak  hive  a  wandering  wasp  hath  crept. 
And  suck'd  the  honey  which  thy  chaste  bee  kept 

121. 

"  Yet  am  I  guilty  of  thy  honour's  wrack, — 
Yet  for  thy  honour  did  I  entertain  him ; 
Coming  from  thee,  I  could  not  put  him  back, 
For  it  had  been  dishonour  to  disdain  him : 
Besides,  of  weariness  he  did  complain  him, 
And  talk'd  of  virtue : — O  unlook*d  for  evil, 
When  virtue  is  profan'd  in  such  a  devil  1 

122. 

"Why  should  the  worm  intrude  the  maiden  bud? 
Or  hateful  cuckoos  hatch  in  sparrows'  nests  1 
Or  toads  infect  fair  founts  with  venom  mud  1 
Or  tyrant  folly  lurk  in  gentle  breasts  1 
Or  kings  be  breakers  of  their  own  behests  ? 

But  no  perfection  is  so  absolute, 

That  some  impurity  doth  not  pollute. 

123. 

"  The  ag^d  man  that  coffers  up  his  gold 
Is  plagued  with  cramps,  and  gouts,  and  painful  fits; 
And  scarce  hath  eyes  his  treasure  to  behold, 
But  like  still-pining  Tantalus  he  sits. 
And  useless  bams  the  harvest  of  his  wits ; 
Having  no  other  pleasure  of  his  gain. 
But  torment  that  it  cannot  cure  his  pain. 
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124. 

**  So  then  he  hath  it,  when  he  cannot  use  it. 

And  leaves  it  to  be  mastered  by  his  young ; 

Who  in  their  pride  do  presently  abuse  it : 

Their  father  was  too  weak,  and  they  too  strong. 

To  hold  their  cursbd-blessbd  fortune  long. 
The  sweets  we  wish  for  turn  to  loathed  sours, 
Even  in  the  moment  that  we  call  them  ours. 

125- 
'*  Unruly  blasts  wait  on  the  tender  spring ; 
Unwholesome  weeds  take  root  with  precious  flowers  ; 
The  adder  hisses  where  the  sweet  birds  sing ; 
What  virtue  breeds,  iniquity  devours : 
We  have  no  good  that  we  can  say  is  ours. 

But  ill-annexfed  Opportunity 

Or  kills  his  life,  or  else  his  quality. 

126. 

**  O  Opportunity,  thy  guilt  is  great ! 

Tis  thou  that  execut'st  the  traitor's  treason ; 

Thou  sett'st  the  wolf  where  he  the  lamb  may  get ; 

Whoever  plots  the  sin,  thou  point'st  the  season ; 

'Tis  thou  that  spum'st  at  right,  at  law,  at  reason  : 
And  in  thy  shady  cell,  where  none  may  spy  him, 
Sits  Sin,  to  seize  the  souls  that  wander  by  him. 

127. 

•*  Thou  mak'st  the  vestal  violate  her  oath ; 
Thou  blow'st  the  fire  when  temperance  is  thaw'd } 
Thou  smother'st  honesty,  thou  murder*st  troth  ; 
Thou  foul  abettor  1  thou  notorious  bawd ! 
Thou  plantest  scandal,  and  displacest  laud  : 

Thou  ravisher,  thou  traitor,  thou  false  thie^ 

Thy  honey  turns  to  gall,  thy  joy  to  grief  1 

128. 

"  Thy  secret  pleasure  turns  to  open  shame. 
Thy  private  feasting  to  a  public  fast, 
Thy  smoothing  titles  to  a  ragged  name, 
Thy  sugar'd  tongue  to  bitter  wormwood  taste : 
Thy  violent  vanities  can  never  last. 

How  comes  it,  then,  vile  Opportunity, 

Being  so  bad,  such  numbers  seek  for  theef 
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129. 

<'  When  wilt  thou  be  the  humble  suppliants  friendi 
^d  bring  him  where  his  suit  may  be  obtained] 
When  wilt  thou  sort  an  hour  great  strifes  to  end? 
Or  free  that  soul  which  wretchedness  hath  chain'dl 
Give  physic  to  the  sick,  ease  to  the  pain'dl 
The  poor,  lame,  blind,  halt,  creep,  cry  out  for  thee  > 
But  they  ne'er  meet  with  Opportunity. 

130. 

"  The  patient  dies  while  the  physician  sleeps ; 

The  orphan  pines  while  the  oppressor  feeds ; 

Justice  is  feasting  while  the  widow  weeps ; 

Advice  is  sporting  while  infection  breeds : 

I'hou  grant'st  no  time  for  charitable  deeds : 
Wrath,  envy,  treason,  rape,  and  murder's  rages, 
Thy  heinous  hours  wait  on  them  as  their  pages* 

131. 
"  When  truth  and  virtue  have  to  do  with  thee, 
A  thousand  crosses  keep  them  from  thy  aid : 
They  buy  thy  help ;  but  Sin  ne'er  gives  a  fee, 
He  gratis  comes ;  and  thou  art  well  appay'd 
As  well  to  hear  as  grant  what  he  hath  said. 
My  Collatine  would  else  have  come  to  me 
When  Tarquin  did,  but  he  was  sta/d  by  thee 

132. 

''  Guilty  thou  art  of  murder  and  of  theft. 

Guilty  of  perjury  and  subornation, 

Guilty  of  treason,  foigery,  and  shift, 

Guilty  of  incest,  that  abomination ; 

An  accessary  by  thine  inclination 

To  all  sins  past,  and  all  that  are  to  come. 
From  the  creation  to  the  general  doom. 

133- 
"  Mis-shapen  Time,  copesmate  of  ugly  night, 
Swift  subtle  post,  carrier  of  grisly  care. 
Eater  of  youth,  false  slave  to  false  delight. 
Base  watch  of  woes,  sin's  pack-horse,  virtue's  snare ; 
Thou  nursest  all,  and  murder'st  all  that  are : 
O,  hear  me,  then,  injurious,  shifting  Time  1 
Be  guilty  of  my  death,  since  of  my  crime. 
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134. 

"  Why  hath  thy  servant,  Opportunity, 
Betray'd  the  hours  thou  gav'st  me  to  repose, 
Canceird  my  fortunes,  and  enchained  me 
To  endless  date  of  never-ending  woes? 
Time's  office  is  to  fine  the  hate  of  foes ; 

To  eat  up  errors  by  opinion  bred, 

Not  spend  the  dowry  of  a  lawful  bed 

135. 

^  Time's  glory  is  to  calm  contending  kings, 

To  unmask  falsehood,  and  bring  truth  to  light, 

To  stamp  the  seal  of  time  in  ag^d  things. 

To  wake  the  mom,  and  sentinel  the  night, 

To  wrong  the  wronger  till  he  render  right, 
To  ruinate  proud  buildings  with  thy  hours. 
And  smear  with  dust  their  glittering  golden  towers ; 

136. 

**  To  fill  with  worm-holes  stately  monuments. 
To  feed  oblivion  with  decay  of  things. 
To  blot  old  books  and  alter  their  contents. 
To  pluck  the  quills  from  ancient  ravens'  wings. 
To  dry  the  old  oak's  sap,  and  cherish  springs, 
To  spoil  antiquities  of  hammered  steel, 
And  turn  the  giddy  round  of  Fortune's  wheel ; 

137- 

•*  To  show  the  beldam  daughters  of  her  daughter, 

To  make  the  child  a  man,  the  man  a  child. 

To  slay  the  tiger  that  doth  live  by  slaughter. 

To  tame  the  unicorn  and  lion  wild, 

To  mock  the  subtle,  in  themselves  beguil'd ; 
To  cheer  the  ploughman  with  increaseful  crops, 
And  waste  huge  stones  with  little  water-drops. 

138. 

**  Why  work'st  thou  mischief  in  thy  pilgrimage, 

Unless  thou  couldst  return  to  make  amends  ? 

One  poor  retiring  minute  in  an  age 

Would  purchase  thee  a  thousand  thousand  friends. 

Lending  him  wit  that  to  bad  debtors  lends : 

O,  this  dread  night,  wouldst  thou  one  hour  come  back, 
I  could  prevent  this  storm,  and  shun  thy  wrack  1 
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144. 

"  The  baser  is  he,  coming  from  a  king, 

To  shame  his  hope  with  deeds  degenerate : 

The  mightier  man,  the  mightier  is  the  thing 

That  makes  him  honour'd,  or  begets  him  hate ; 

For  greatest  scandal  waits  on  greatest  state. 
The  moon  being  clouded  presently  is  miss'd, 
But  little  stars  may  hide  them  when  they  list 

MS- 
"  The  crow  may  bathe  his  coal-black  wings  in  mire, 
And  unperceiv'd  fly  with  the  filth  away ; 
But  if  the  like  the  snow-white  swan  desire, 
The  stain  upon  his  silver  down  will  stay. 
Poor  grooms  are  sightless  night,  kings  glorious  day 

Gnats  are  unnoted  wheresoever  they  fly, 

But  eagles  gaz'd  upon  with  every  eye. 

146. 

"  Out,  idle  words,  servants  to  shallow  fools  I 
Unprofitable  sounds,  weak  arbitrators ! 
Busy  yourselves  in  skill-contending  schools ; 
Debate  where  leisure  serves  with  dull  debaters : 
To  trembling  clients  be  you  mediators : 

For  me,  I  force  not  argument  a  straw. 

Since  that  my  case  is  past  the  help  of  law. 

147. 

•*  In  vain  I  rail  at  Opportunity, 

At  Time,  at  Tarquin,  and  uncheerfiil  Night  j 

In  vain  I  cavil  with  my  infamy. 

In  vain  I  spurn  at  my  confirmed  despite : 

This  helpless  smoke  of  words  doth  me  no  right. 

The  remedy  indeed  to  do  me  good, 

Is  to  let  forth  my  foul  defilM  blood. 

148. 

"  Poor  hand,  why  quiver^st  thou  at  this  decreet 
Honour  thyself  to  rid  me  of  this  shame : 
For  if  I  die,  my  honour  lives  in  thee ; 
But  if  I  live,  thou  liv'st  in  my  defame : 
Since  thou  couldst  not  defend  thy  loyal  aamey 

And  wast  afeard  to  scratch  her  wicked  foe. 

Kill  both  thyself  and  her  for  yielding  so.*' 
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149. 

This  said,  from  her  betumbled  couch  she  starteth, 
To  find  some  desperate  instrument  of  death : 
But  this  no  slaughter-house  no  tool  imparteth. 
To  make  more  vent  for  passage  of  her  breath ; 
Which,  thronging  through  her  lips,  so  vanisheth 
As  smoke  from  iEtna,  that  in  air  consumes. 
Or  that  which  from  discharged  cannon  fumes. 

15a 

"  In  vain,"  quoth  she,  "  I  live,  and  seek  in  vain 
Some  happy  mean  to  end  a  hapless  life. 
I  feared  by  Tarquin's  faulchion  to  be  slain, 
Yet  for  the  selfsame  purpose  seek  a  knife : 
But  when  I  feared,  I  was  a  loyal  wife : 

So  am  I  now : — O  no,  that  cannot  be ; 

Of  that  true  type  hath  Tarquin  rifled  me. 

« 

"  0 1  that  is  gone  for  which  I  sought  to  live, 

And  therefore  now  I  need  not  fear  to  die. 

To  clear  this  spot  by  death,  at  least  I  give 

A  badge  of  fame  to  slander's  livery ; 

A  dying  life  to  living  infamy : 

Poor  helpless  help,  the  treasure  stoFn  away, 
To  bum  the  guiltless  casket  where  it  lay  I 

152. 

"  Well,  well,  dear  Collatine,  thou  shalt  not  know 

The  stainbd  taste  of  violated  troth ; 

I  will  not  wrong  thy  true  affection  so, 

To  flatter  thee  with  an  infringed  oath ; 

This  bastard  grafl*  shall  never  come  to  growth : 
He  shall  not  boast,  who  did  thy  stock  pollute, 
That  thou  art  doting  father  of  his  fruit 

153- 
"  Nor  shall  he  smile  at  thee  in  secret  thought 
Nor  laugh  with  his  companions  at  thy  state ; 
But  thou  shalt  know  thy  interest  was  not  bought 
Basely  with  gold,  but  stolen  from  forth  thy  gate. 
For  me,  I  am  the  mistress  of  my  fate. 
And  with  my  trespass  never  will  dispense, 
Till  life  to  death  acquit  my  forc*d  offence. 
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154. 
"  I  will  not  poison  thee  with  my  attaint, 
Nor  fold  my  fault  in  cleanly-coin'd  excuses ; 
My  sable  ground  of  sin  I  will  not  paint, 
To  hide  the  truth  of  this  false  night's  abuses : 
My  tongue  shall  utter  all ;  mine  eyes,  like  sluices, 
As  from  a  mountain-spring  that  feeds  a  dale, 
Shall  gush  pure  streams  to  purge  my  impure  talc* 

155- 
By  this,  lamenting  Philomel  had  ended 
The  well-tun'd  warble  of  her  nightly  sorrow. 
And  solemn  night  with  slow-sad  gait  descended 
To  ugly  hell ;  when,  lo,  the  blushing  morrow 
Lends  light  to  all  fair  eyes  that  light  will  borrow : 
But  cloudy  Lucrece  shames  herself  to  see, 
And  therefore  still  in  night  would  cloistered  be. 

156. 

Revealing  day  through  every  cranny  spies. 
And  seems  to  point  her  out  where  she  sits  weeping; 
To  whom  she  sobbing  speaks :  "  O  eye  of  eyes, 
Why  pi}''st  thou  through  my  window  ]  leave  thy  peeping : 
Mock  \^ith  thy  tickling  beams  eyes  that  are  sleeping : 
Brand  not  my  forehead  with  thy  piercing  light. 
For  day  hath  naught  to  do  what 's  done  by  night*' 

157. 
Thus  cavils  she  with  everything  she  sees : 
True  grief  is  fond  and  testy  as  a  child. 
Who  wayward  once,  his  mood  with  naught  agrees : 
Old  woes,  not  infant  sorrows,  bear  them  mild ,: 
Continuance  tames  the  one ;  the  other  wild, 
Like  an  unpractised  swimmer  plunging  still, 
With  too  much  labour  drowns  for  want  of  skilL 

158. 

So  she,  deep-drenchbd  in  a  sea  of  care. 
Holds  disputation  with  each  thing  she  views, 
And  to  herself  all  sorrow  doth  compare ; 
No  object  but  her  passion's  strength  renews ; 
And  as  one  shifts,  another  straight  ensues : 

Sometime  her  grief  is  dumb,  and  hath  no  words ; 

Sometime  'tis  mad,  and  too  much  talk  affords. 
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159. 
The  little  birds  that  tune  their  morning's  joy, 
Make  her  moans  mad  with  their  sweet  melody  : 
For  inirth  doth  search  the  bottom  of  annoy ; 
Sad  souls  are  slain  in  merry  company ; 
Grief  best  is  pleas'd  with  griefs  society : 
True  sorrow  then  is  feelingly  sufficed, 
WTien  >vith  like  semblance  it  is  S}Tnpathis'd. 

160. 

*Tis  double  death  to  drown  in  ken  of  shore ; 
He  ten  times  pines  that  pines  beholding  food ; 
To  see  the  salve  doth  make  the  wound  ache  more ; 
Great  grief  grieves  most  at  that  would  do  it  good ; 
Deep  woes  roll  forward  like  a  gentle  flood, 

Who,  being  stopped,  the  bounding  banks  overflows ; 

Grief  dallied  with,  nor  law  nor  limit  knows. 

161. 

"  You  mocking  birds,"  quoth  she,  "  your  tunes  entomb 
Within  your  hollow-swelling  feathered  breasts. 
And  in  my  hearing  be  you  mute  and  dumb  : 
My  restless  discord  loves  no  stops  nor  rests ; 
A  woful  hostess  brooks  not  merry  guests : 

Relish  your  nimble  notes  to  pleasing  ears ; 

Distress  likes  dumps,  when  time  is  kept  with  tears. 

162. 

••  Come,  Philomel,  that  sing'st  of  ravishment, 
Make  thy  sad  grove  in  my  dishevelled  hair :  . 
As  the  dank  earth  weeps  at  thy  languishment. 
So  I  at  each  sad  strain  will  strain  a  tear. 
And  with  deep  groans  the  diapason  bear ; 
For  burden-wise  I  '11  hum  on  Tarquin  still. 
While  thou  on  Tereus  d^scanfst  better  skill. 

163. 

**  And  whiles  against  a  thorn  thou  bear'st  thy  part, 
To  keep  thy  sharp  woes  waking,  wretched  I 
To  imitate  thee  well,  against  my  heart 
Will  fix  a  sharp  knife,  to  affright  mine  eye ; 
Who,  if  it  wink,  shall  thereon  fall  and  die. 
These  means,  as  frets  upon  an  instrument. 
Shall  tune  our  heartstrings  to  true  languishment* 
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164. 

•*  Anc  for,  poOr  bird,  thou  sing'st  not  in  the  day, 
As  shaming  any  eye  should  thee  behold. 
Some  dark  deep  desert,  seated  from  the  way, 
That  knows  nor  parching  heat  nor  freezing  cold. 
Will  we  find  out ;  and  there  we  will  unfold 
To  creatures  stem  sad  tunes,  to  change  their  kinds : 
Since  men  prove  beasts,  let  beasts  bear  gentle  minds." 

165. 

As  the  poor  frighted  deer,  that  stands  at  gaze, 

Wildly  determining  which  way  to  fly, 

Or  one  encompassed  with  a  winding  maze, 

That  cannot  tread  the  way  out  readily ; 

So  with  herself  is  she  in  mutiny. 
To  live  or  die  which  of  the  twain  were  better, 
When  life  is  sham'd,  and  death  reproach's  debtor. 

166. 

"  To  kill  myself,"  quoth  she,  "  alack,  what  were  it, 
But  with  my  body  my  poor  soul's  pollution? 
They  that  lose  half  with  greater  patience  bear  it. 
Than  they  whose  whole  is  swallowed  in  confusion. 
That  mother  tries  a  merciless  conclusion 

Who,  having  two  sweet  babes,  when  death  takes  one, 

Will  slay  the  other,  and  be  nurse  to  none. 

167. 

"  My  body  or  my  soul,  which  was  the  dearer, 
AVhen  the  one  pure,  the  other  made  divine  ? 
Whose  love  of  either  to  myself  was  nearer. 
When  both  were  kept  for  heaven  and  CoUatine  1 
Ah  me !  the  bark  peeFd  from  the  lofty  pine. 

His  leaves  will  wither,  and  his  sap  decay ; 

So  must  my  soul,  her  bark  being  peel'd  aw2y. 

168. 

"  Her  house  is  sack'd,  her  quiet  interrupted. 

Her  mansion  batter'd  by  the  enemy ; 

Her  sacred  temple  spotted,  spoil'd,  corrupted, 

Grossly  engirt  with  daring  infamy : 

Then  let  it  not  be  calPd  impiety. 

If  in  this  blemished  fort  I  make  some  hole 
Through  which  I  may  convey  this  troubled  sow*- 
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179. 

Their  smoothness,  like  a  goodly  champaign  plain. 
Lays  open  all  the  little  worms  that  creep ; 
In  men,  as  in  a  rough-grown  grove,  remain 
Cave-keeping  evils  that  obscurely  sleep : 
Through  crystal  walls  each  little  mote  will  peep  : 
Though  men  can  cover  crimes  with  bold  stem  looks, 
Poor  women's  faces  are  their  own  faults'  books. 

180. 

No  man  inveigh  against  the  withered  flower, 
But  chide  rough  winter  that  the  flower  hath  kill'd : 
Not  that  devoured,  but  that  which  doth  devour, 
Is  worthy  blame.     O,  let  it  not  be  hild 
Poor  women's  faults,  that  they  are  so  fulfill'd 
With  men's  abuses :  those  proud  lords,  to  blame, 
Make  weak-made  women  tenants  to  their  shame. 

181. 

The  precedent  whereof  in  Lucrece  view, 
Assail'd  by  night  with  circumstances  strong 
Of  present  death,  and  shame  that  might  ensue 
By  that  her  death,  to  do  her  husband  wrong : 
Such  danger  to  resistance  did  belong. 

That  dying  fear  through  all  her  body  spread  j 

And  who  cannot  abuse  a  body  dead  1 

182. 

By  this,  mild  patience  bid  fair  Lucrece  speak 
To  the  poor  counterfeit  of  her  complaining  : 
"  My  girl,"  quoth  she,  "  on  what  occasion  break 
Those  tears  from  thee,  that  down  thy  cheeks  are  raining  I 
If  thou  dost  weep  for  grief  of  my  sustaining. 
Know,  gentle  wench,  it  small  avails  my  mood : 
If  tears  could  help,  mine  own  would  do  me  good. 

183. 

"  But  tell  me,  girl,  when  went" — (and  there  she  stay'd 
Till  after  a  deep  groan)  "  Tarquin  from  hence  1" 
"  Madam,  ere  I  was  up,"  replied  the  maid, 
"  The  more  to  blame  my  sluggard  negligence : 
Yet  with  the  fault  I  thus  far  can  dispense ; 
Myself  was  stirring  ere  the  break  of  day. 
And,  ere  I  rose,  was  Tarquin  gone  away. 


LUCRECE.  653 

184. 

"  But,  lady,  if  your  maid  may  be  so  bold, 

She  would  request  to  know  your  heaviness." 

"  O  peace ! "  quoth  Lucrece ;  "  if  it  should  be  told, 

The  repetition  cannot  make  it  less ; 

For  more  it  is  than  I  can  well  express : 
And  that  deep  torture  may  be  call'd  a  hell, 
When  more  is  felt  than  one  hath  power  to  telL 

185. 
"  Go,  get  me  hither  paper,  ink,  and  pen, — 
Yet  ssCve  that  labour,  for  I  have  them  here. 
What  should  I  say? — One  of  my  husband's  men 
Bid  thou  be  ready,  by  and  by,  to  bear 
A  letter  to  my  lord,  my  love,  my  dear : 

Bid  him  with  speed  prepare  to  carry  it ; 

The  cause  craves  haste,  and  it  will  soon  be  writ** 

186. 

Her  maid  is  gone,  and  she  prepares  to  write, 

First  hovering  o'er  the  paper  with  her  quill : 

Conceit  and  grief  an  eager  combat  fight ; 

What  wit  sets  down  is  blotted  straight  with  will ; 

This  is  too  curious-good,  this  blunt  and  ill : 
Much  like  a  press  of  people  at  a  door. 
Throng  her  inventions,  which  shall  go  before. 

187. 

At  last  she  thus  begins :  "  Thou  worthy  lord 

Of  that  unworthy  wife  that  greeteth  thee. 

Health  to  thy  person !  next  vouchsafe  to  afford 

(If  ever,  love,  thy  Lucrece  thou  wilt  see) 

Some  present  speed  to  come  and  visit  me. 
So,  I  commend  me  from  our  house  in  grief: 
My  woes  are  tedious,  though  my  words  are  briet* 

188. 

Here  folds  she  up  the  tenor  of  her  woe, 

Her  certain  sorrow  writ  uncertainly. 

By  this  short  schedule  CoUatine  may  know 

Her  grief,  but  not  her  griefs  true  qualit}-  : 

She  dares  not  thereof  make  discovery. 

Lest  he  should  hold  it  her  own  gross  abuse. 

Ere  she  with  blood  had  stain'd  her  stain'd  excuse. 
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189. 

BesideSi  the  life  and  feeling  of  her  passion 

She  hoards,  to  spend  when  he  is  by  to  hear  her ; 

When  sighs,  and  groans,  and  tears  may  grace  the  fasliion 

Of  her  disgrace,  the  better  so  to  clear  her 

From  that  suspicion  which  the  world  might  bear  her. 

To  shun  this  blot,  she  would  not  blot  the  letter 
'    With  words,  till  action  might  become  them  better. 

190. 

To  see  sad  sights  moves  more  than  hear  them  told ; 

For  then  the  eye  interprets  to  the  ear 

The  heavy  motion  that  it  doth  behold. 

When  every  part  a  part  of  woe  doth  bear. 

'Tis  but  a  pait  of  sorrow  that  we  hear ; 

Deep  sounds  make  lesser  noise  than  shallow  fords, 
And  sorrow  ebbs,  being  blown  wit^i  wind  of  words. 

191. 

Her  letter  now  is  seal'd,  and  on  it  writ, 
"  At  Ardea  to  my  lord  with  more  than  haste." 
The  post  attends,  and  she  delivers  it. 
Charging  the  sour-fac'd  groom  to  hie  as  fast 
As  lagging  fowls  before  the  northern  blast 

Speed  more  than  speed  but  dull  and  slow  she  deems : 

Extremity  still  urgeth  such  extremes. 

192. 

The  homely  villain  courtesies  to  her  low ; 
And,  blushing  on  her,  with  a  steadfast  eye 
Receives  the  scroll,  without  or  yea  or  no. 
And  forth  with  bashful  innocence  doth  hie. 
But  they  whose  guilt  within  their  bosoms  lie 

Imagine  evety  eye  beholds  their  blame; 

For  Lucrece  thought  he  blush'd  to  see  her  shame : 

193- 

When,  silly  groom !  God  wot,  it  was  defect 

Of  spirit,  life,  and  bold  audacity. 

Such  harmless  creatures  have  a  true  respect 

To  talk  in  deeds,  while  others  saucily 

Promise  more  speed,  but  do  it  leisiirely : 
Even  so,  this  pattern  of  the  worn-out  age 
Pawn'd  honest  looks,  but  laid  no  words  to  gage. 
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194. 

His  kindled  duty  kindled  her  mistrust, 

That  two  red  fires  in  both  their  faces  blaz'd ; 

She  thought  he  blush'd,  as  knowing  Tarquin's  lust, 

And,  blushing  with  him,  wistly  on  him  gaz'd ; 

Her  earnest  eye  did  make  him  more  amaz'd  : 
The  more  she  saw  the  blood  his  cheeks  replenish, 
The  more  she  thought  he  spied  in  her  some  blemish. 

195- 

But  long  she  thinks  till  he  returns  again. 

And  yet  the  duteous  vassal  scarce  is  gone. 

The  weary  time  she  cannot  entertain, 

For  now  'tis  stale  to  sigh,  to  weep,  and  groan : 

So  woe  hath  wearied  woe,  moan  tirbd  moan. 
That  she  her  plaints  a  little  while  doth  stay, 
Pausing  for  means  to  moan  some  newer  way. 

196. 

At  last  she  calls  to  mind  where  hangs  a  piece 

Of  skilful  painting,  made  for  Priam's  Troy ; 

Before  the  which  is  drawn  the  power  of  Greece, 

For  Helen's  rape  the  city  to  destroy, 

Threat'ning  cloud-kissing  Ilion  with  annoy ; 
Which  the  conceited  painter  drew  so  proud. 
As  heaven,  it  seem'd,  to  kiss  the  turrets  bow'd. 

197. 

A  thousand  lamentable  objects  there. 
In  scorn  of  nature,  art  gave  lifeless  life : 
Many  a  dry  drop  seem'd  a  weeping  tear, 
Shed  for  the  slaughtered  husband  by  the  wife : 
The  red  blood  reek'd,  to  show  the  painter's  strife ; 
And  dying  eyes  gleam'd  forth  their  ashy  lights, 
Like  dying  coals  burnt  out  in  tedious  nights. 

108. 

There  might  you  see  the  labouring  pioneer 
Begrim'd  with  sweat,  and  smeared  all  with  dust ; 
And  from  the  towers  of  Troy  there  would  appear 
The  very  eyes  of  men  through  loopholes  thrust. 
Gazing  upon  the  Greeks  with  little  lust : 
Such  sweet  observance  in  this  work  was  had, 
ITiat  one  might  see  those  far-off  eyes  look  sad. 
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209. 
On  this  sad  shadow  Lucrece  spends  her  eyes. 
And  shapes  her  sorrow  to  the  beldam's  woes, 
Who  nothing  wants  to  answer  her  but  cries, 
And  bitter  words  to  ban  her  cruel  foes : 
The  painter  was  no  god  to  lend  her  those ; 
And  therefore  Lucrece  swears  he  did  her  wrong. 
To  give  her  so  much  grief,  and  not  a  tongue. 

210. 

"  Poor  instrument,"  quoth  she,  "  without  a  sound, 
I  '11  tune  thy  woes  with  my  lamenting  tongue  ; 
And  drop  sweet  balm  in  Priam's  painted  wound, 
And  rail  on  Pyrrhus  that  hath  done  him  wrong ; 
And  with  my  tears  quench  Troy  that  bums  so  long ; 
And  with  my  knife  scratch  out  the  angry  eyes 
Of  all  the  Greeks  that  are  thine  enemies. 

21k.  ^ 

"  Show  me  the  strumpet  that  began  this  stir, 
That  with  my  nails  her  beauty  I  may  tear. 
Thy  heat  of  lust,  fond  Paris,  did  incur 
This  load  of  wrath  that  burning  Troy  doth  bear : 
Thy  eye  kindled  the  fire  that  bumeth  here ; 
And  here  in  Troy,  for  trespass  of  thine  eye, 
The  sire,  the  son,  the  dame,  and  daughter,  die. 

212. 

"  Why  should  the  private  pleasure  of  some  one 
Become  the  public  plague  of  many  mo  ? 
Let  sin,  alone  committed,  light  alone 
Upon  his  head  that  hath  transgressed  so ; 
Let  guiltless  souls  be  freed  firom  guilty  woe  : 

For  one's  oflfence  why  should  so  many  fall. 

To  plague  a  private  sin  in  general] 

213. 

"  Lo,  here  weeps  Hecuba,  here  Priam  dies, 
Here  manly  Hector  faints,  here  Troilus  swounds, 
Here  friend  by  fiiend  in  bloody  channel  lies, 
And  friend  to  friend  gives  unadvised  wounds. 
And  one  man's  lust  these  many  lives  confounds  : 
Had  doting  Priam  check'd  his  son's  desire, 
Troy  had  been  bright  with  fame,  and  not  with  fire.' 
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214. 

Here  feelingly  she  weeps  Tro/s  painted  woes : 
For  sorrow,  like  a  heavy-hanging  bell, 
Once  set  on  ringing,  with  his  own  weight  goes ; 
Then  little  strength  rings  out  the  doleful  knell : 
So  Lucrece,  set  a-work,  sad  tales  doth  tell 

To  penciird  pensiveness  and  coloured  sorrow ; 

She  lends  them  words,  and  she  their  looks  doth  borrow. 

215- 
She  throws  her  eyes  about  the  painting  round, 
And  whom  she  finds  forlorn  she  doth  lament : 
At  last  she  sees  a  wretched  image  bound. 
That  piteous  looks  to  Phrygian  shepherds  lent : 
His  face,  though  full  of  cares,  yet  show'd  content ; 
Onward  to  Troy  with  the  blunt  swains  he  goes. 
So  mild,  that  Patience  seem'd  to  scorn  his  woes^ 

216. 

In  liim  the  painter  laboured  with  his  skill 

To  hide  deceit,  and  give  the  harmless  show 

A  humble  gait,  calm  looks,  eyes  wailing  still, 

A  brow  unbent,  that  seem'd  to  welcome  woe ; 

Cheeks  neither  red  nor  pale,  but  mingled  so 
That  blushing  red  no  guilty  instance  gave. 
Nor  ashy  pale  the  fear  that  false  hearts  have. 

217. 

But,  like  a  constant  and  confirm^  devil, 

He  entertained  a  show  so  seeming  just. 

And  therein  so  ensconced  his  secret  evil, 

That  jealousy  itself  could  not  mistrust, 

False-creeping  craft  and  perjury  should  thrust 
Into  so  bright  a  day  such  black-fac^d  storms. 
Or  blot  with  hell-bom  sin  such  saint-like  form& 

218. 

The  well-skiird  workman  this  mild  image  drew 

For  perjured  Sinon,  whose  enchanting  story 

The  credulous  old  Priam  after  slew : 

Whose  words,  like  wild-fire,  burnt  the  shining  glory 

Of  rich-built  Ilion,  that  the  skies  were  sony. 
And  little  stars  shot  from  their  fixhd  places. 
When  their  glass  fell  wherein  they  viewed  tlieir  faces. 
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219. 

This  picture  she  advisedly  peras'd, 
And  chid  the  painter  for  his  wondrous  skill. 
Saying,  some  shape  in  Sinon's  was  abus'd ; 
So  fair  a  form  lodg'd  not  a  mind  so  ill : 
And  still  on  him  she  gaz'd ;  and  gazing  still, 
Such  signs  of  truth  in  his  plain  face  she  spied, 
That  she  concludes  the  picture  was  belied. 

320. 

"  It  cannot  be,"  quoth  she,  "  that  so  much  guile  " — 
She  would  have  said,  "  can  lurk  in  such  a  look  f 
But  Tarquin's  shape  came  in  her  mind  the  while, 
And  from  her  tongue  "  can  lurk  "  from  "  cannot "  took : 
"  It  cannot  be,"  she  in  that  sense  forsook. 
And  tum*d  it  thus,  "  It  cannot  be,  I  find. 
But  such  a  face  should  bear  a  wicked  mind : 

221. 

"  For  even  as  subtle  Sinon  here  is  painted, 
So  sober-sad,  so  weary,  and  so  mild, 
(As  if  with  grief  or  travail  he  had  fainted,) 
To  me  came  Tarquin  armfed  ;  so  beguil'd 
With  outward  honesty,  but  yet  defil'd 

With  inward  vice :  as  Priam  him  did  cherish, 
So  did  I  Tarquin ;  so  my  Troy  did  perish. 

222. 

"  Look,  look,  how  listening  Priam  wets  his  eyes, 
To  see  those  borrowed  tears  that  Sinon  sheds ! 
Priam,  why  art  thou  old,  and  yet  not  wise  1 
For  every  tear  he  falls  a  Trojan  bleeds : 
His  eye  drops  fire,  no  water  thence  proceeds ; 
Those  round  clear  pearls  of  his,  that  move  thy  pity. 
Are  balls  of  quenchless  fire  to  bum  thy  city. 

223. 

**  Such  devils  steal  effects  from  lightless  hell ; 
For  Sinon  in  his  fire  doth  quake  with  cold, 
And  in  that  cold  hot-burning  fire  doth  dwell ; 
These  contraries  such  unity  do  hold, 
Only  to  flatter  fools,  and  make  them  bold : 
So  Priam's  trust  false  Sinon's  tears  doth  flatter, 
That  he  finds  means  to  bum  his  Troy  with  water." 
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224. 

Here,  all  enrag'd,  such  passion  her  assails. 
That  patience  is  quite  beaten  from  her  breast 
She  tears  the  senseless  Sinon  with  her  nails, 
Comparing  him  to  that  unhappy  guest 
Whose  deed  hath  made  herself  herself  detest : 

At  last  she  smilingly  with  this  gives  o'er ; 

"  Fool,  fool ! "  quoth  she,  "  his  wounds  will  not  be  sore.* 

225. 

Thus  ebbs  and  flows  the  current  of  her  sorrow, 
And  time  doth  weary  time  with  her  complaining. 
She  looks  for  night,  and  then  she  longs  for  morrow, 
And  both  she  thinks  too  long  with  her  remaining : 
Short  time  seems  long  in  sorrow's  sharp  sustaining : 

Though  woe  be  heavy,  yet  it  seldom  sleeps ; 

And  they  that  watch  see  time  how  slow  it  creeps. 

226. 

Which  all  this  time  hath  overslipp*d  her  though. 
That  she  with  painted  images  hath  spent ; 
Being  from  the  feeling  of  her  own  grief  brought 
By  deep  surmise  of  others'  detriment ; 
Losing  her  woes  in  shows  of  discontent 

It  easeth  some,  though  none  it  ever  cur'd, 

To  think  their  dolour  others  have  endur'd 

227. 

But  now  the  mindful  messenger,  come  back, 

Brings  home  his  lord  and  other  company ; 

Who  finds  his  Lucrece  clad  in  mourning  black : 

And  round  about  her  tear  distainbd  eye 

Blue  circles  stream'd,  like  rainbows  in  the  sky : 
These  water-galls  in  her  dim  element 
Foretell  new  storms  to  those  already  spent 

228. 

Which  when  her  sad-beholding  husband  saw, 

Amazedly  in  her  sad  face  he  stares ; 

Her  eyes,  though  sod  in  tears,  look'd  red  and  raw, 

Her  lively  colour  kill'd  with  deadly  cares. 

He  hath  no  power  to  ask  her  how  she  fares : 
Both  stood,  like  old  acquaintance  in  a  trance, 
Met  far  from  home,  wondering  each  other's  chance. 
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229. 

At  last  he  takes  her  by  the  bloodless  hand. 
And  thus  begins :  "  What  uncouth  ill  event 
Hath  thee  befallen,  tl^at  thou  dost  trembling  standi 
Sweet  love,  what  spite  hath  thy  fair  colour  spent  ? 
Why  art  thou  thus  attifd  in  discontent? 
Unmask,  dear  dear,  this  moody  heaviness, 
And  tell  thy  grief,  that  we  may  give  redress." 

230. 

Three  times  with  sighs  she  gives  her  sorrow  fire, 
Ere  once  she  can  discharge  one  word  of  woe : 
At  length  addressed  to  answer  his  desire. 
She  modestly  prepares  to  let  them  know 
Her  honour  is  ta'en  prisoner  by  the  foe ; 
While  Collatine  and  his  consorted  lords 
With  sad  attention  long  to  hear  her  words. 

231. 

And  now  this  pale  swan  in  her  watery  nest 
Begins  the  sad  dirge  of  her  certain  ending  : 
"  Few  words,"  quoth  she,  "  shall  fit  the  trespass  best, 
Where  no  excuse  can  give  the  fault  amending : 
In  me  more  woes  than  words  are  now  depending ; 
And  my  laments  would  be  drawn  out  too  long. 
To  tell  them  all  with  one  poor  tired  tongue. 

232. 

**  Then  be  this  all  the  task  it  hath  to  say : — 
Dear  husband,  in  the  interest  of  thy  bed 
A  stranger  came,  and  on  that  pillow  lay 
Where  thou  wast  wont  to  rest  thy  weary  head ; 
And  what  wrong  else  may  be  imagined 
By  foul  enforcement  might  be  done  to  me. 
From  that,  alas,  thy  Lucrece  is  not  free. 

•*  For  in  the  dreadful  dead  of  dark  midnig]?t, 
With  shining  faulchion  in  my  chamber  came 
A  creepmg  creature,  with  a  flaming  light. 
And  softly  cried,  '  Awake,  thou  Roman  dame^ 
And  entertain  my  love ;  else  lasting  shame 
On  thee  and  thine  this  night  I  will  inflict. 
If  thou  my  love's  desire  do  contradict 
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234. 
"  *  For  some  hard-favour'd  groom  of  thine,'  quoth  he, 
*  Unless  thou  yoke  thy  liking  to  my  will, 
I  '11  murder  straight,  and  then  I  *11  slaughter  thee. 
And  swear  I  found  you  where  you  did  fulfil 
The  loathsome  act  of  lust,  and  so  did  kill 

The  lechers  in  their  deed :  this  act  will  be 

My  fame,  and  thy  perpetual  infamy.* 

235- 

"  With  this,  I  did  begin  to  start  and  cry ; 

And  then  against  my  heart  he  set  his  sword. 

Swearing,  unless  I  took  all  patiently, 

I  should  not  live  to  speak  another  word ; 

So  should  my  shame  still  rest  upon  record. 
And  never  be  forgot  in  mighty  Rome 
The  adulterate  death  of  Lucrece  and  her  groom. 

236. 

"  Mine  enemy  was  strong,  my  poor  self  weak, 
And  far  the  weaker  with  so  strong  a  fear  : 
My  bloody  judge  forbade  my  tongue  to  speak ; 
No  rightful  plea  might  plead  for  justice  there  •• 
His  scarlet  lust  came  evidence  to  swear 

That  my  poor  beauty  had  purloin'd  his  eyes ; 

And  when  the  judge  is  robb'd,  the  prisoner  die*. 

237- 
"  O,  teach  me  how  to  make  mine  own  excuse ! 
Or,  at  the  least,  this  refuge  let  me  find, — 
Though  my  gross  blood  be  stain'd  with  this  abuse. 
Immaculate  and  spotless  is  my  mind  ; 
That  was  not  forc'd  ;  that  never  was  inclined 

To  accessary  yieldings,  but  still  pure 

Doth  in  her  poison'd  closet  yet  endure." 

238. 

Lo,  here,  the  helpless  merchant  of  this  loss. 
With  head  declin'd,  and  voice  damm'd  up  with  woe, 
With  sad-set  eyes,  and  wretched  arms  across. 
From  lips  new-waxen  pale  begins  to  blow 
The  grief  away  that  stops  his  answer  so : 

But,  wretched  as  he  is,  he  strives  in  vain  ; 

What  he  breathes  out  his  breath  drinks  up  agair 
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239- 
As  through  an  arch  the  violent  roaring  tide 
Outruns  the  eye  that  doth  behold  his  haste, 
Yet  in  the  eddy  boundeth  in  his  pride 
Back  to  the  strait  that  forc'd  him  on  so  fast ; 
In  rage  sent  out,  recalled  in  rage,  being  past : 
Even  so  his  sighs,  his  sorrows,  make  a  saw, 
To  push  grief  on,  and  back  the  same  grief  draw- 

240. 

Which  speechless  woe  of  his  poor  she  attendeth. 
And  his  untimely  frenzy  thus  awaketh  : 
"  Dear  lord,  thy  sorrow  to  my  sorrow  lendeth 
\nother  power ;  no  flood  by  raining  slaketh. 
My  woe  too  sensible  thy  passion  maketh 
More  feeling-painful :  let  it,  then,  suffice 
To  drown  one  woe,  one  pair  of  weeping  eyes. 

241. 
"  And  for  my  sake,  when  I  might  charm  thee  so, 
For  she  that  was  thy  Lucrece, — now  attend  me : 
Be  suddenly  revenged  on  my  foe. 
Thine,  mine,  his  own :  suppose  thou  dost  defend  me 
From  what  is  past :  the  help  that  thou  shalt  lend  me 

Comes  all  too  late,  yet  let  the  traitor  die ; 

For  sparing  justice  feeds  iniquity. 

242. 

"  But,  ere  I  name  him,  you,  fair  lords,"  quoth  she,    - 
Speaking  to  those  that  came  with  CoUatine, 
"  Shall  plight  your  honourable  faiths  to  me. 
With  swift  pursuit  to  venge  this  wrong  of  mine ; 
For  'tis  a  meritorious  fair  design 

To  chase  injustice  with  revengeful  arms  : 

Knights,  by  their  oaths,  should  right  poor  ladies*  harms.' 

243- 

At  this  request,  with  noble  disposition 

Each  present  lord  began  to  promise  aid. 

As  bound  in  knighthood  to  her  imposition, 

Longing  to  hear  the  hateful  foe  bewray'd. 

But  she,  that  yet  her  sad  task  hath  not  said, 
The  protestation  stops.     "  0,  speak,"  quoth  she^ 
"  How  may  this  forced  stain  be  wip'd  from  mel 
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244. 

"  What  is  the  quality  of  mine  offence, 

Being  constrained  with  dreadful  circumstance  1 

May  my  pure  mind  with  the  foul  act  dispense, 

My  low-declinfed  honour  to  advance? 

May  any  terms  acquit  me  from  this  chance  1 

The  poison^  fountain  clears  itself  again ; 

And  why  not  I  from  this  compelled  stain  P 

245- 
With  this,  they  all  at  once  began  to  say, 
Her  body's  stain  her  mind  untainted  clears ; 
While  with  a  joyless  smile  she  turns  away 
The  face,  that  map  which  deep  impression  bears 
Of  hard  misfortune,  carv'd  in  it  with  tears. 

"  No,  no,"  quoth  she,  "  no  dame,  hereafter  living, 

By  my  excuse  shall  claim  excuse's  giving." 

246. 

Here  with  a  sigh,  as  if  her  heart  would  break, 
She  throws  forth  Tarquin's  name :  "  He,  he,"  she  says, 
But  more  than  "  he"  her  poor  tongue  could  not  speak ; 
Till  after  many  accents  and  delays. 
Untimely  breathings,  sick  and  short  assays. 
She  utters  this  :  "  He,  he,  fair  lords,  'tis  he. 
That  guides  this  hand  to  give  this  wound  to  me." 

247. 

Even  here  she  sheathed  in  her  harmless  breast 
A  harmful  knife,  that  thence  her  soul  unsheath'd ; 
That  blow  did  bail  it  from  the  deep  unrest 
Of  that  polluted  prison  where  it  breath'd  : 
Her  contrite  sighs  unto  the  clouds  bequeath'd 

Her  wingfed  sprite,  and  through  her  wounds  doth  fly 

Life's  lasting  date  from  cancell'd  destiny. 

248. 

Stone-still,  astonish'd  with  this  deadly  deed, 

Stood  Collatine  and  all  his  lordly  crew ; 

Till  Lucrece'  father,  that  beholds  her  bleed, 

Himself  on  her  self-slaughtered  body  threw ; 

And  from  the  purple  fountain  Brutus  drew 
The  murderous  knife,  and  as  it  left  the  place, 
Her  blood,  in  poor  revenge,  held  it  in  diasa ; 
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249. 

And  bubbling  from  her  breast,  it  doth  divide 
In  two  slow  rivers,  that  the  crimson  blood 
Circles  her  body  in  on  every  side, 
Who,  like  a  late-sack'd  island,  vastly  stood 
Bare  and  unpeopled  in  this  fearful  flood. 
Some  of  her  blood  still  pure  and  red  remained. 
And  some  look'd  black,  and  that  false  Tarquin  stain'd* 

250. 

About  the  mourning  and  congealed  face, 
Of  that  black  blood  a  watery  rigol  goes. 
Which  seems  to  weep  upon  the  tainted  place : 
And  ever  since,  as  pitying  Lucrece'  woes. 
Corrupted  blood  some  watery  token  shows; 

And  blood  untainted  still  doth  red  abide, 

Blushing  at  that  which  is  so  putrefied. 

251- 
"  Daughter,  dear  daughter,"  old  Lucretius  cries, 
"  That  life  was  mine  which  thou  hast  here  deprived. 
If  in  the  child  the  father's  image  lies. 
Where  shall  I  live  now  Lucrece  is  unliv'd  1 
Thou  wast  not  to  this  end  from  me  derived. 
If  children  predecease  progenitors. 
We  are  their  offspring,  and  they  none  of  ours. 

252. 

"  Poor  broken  glass,  I  often  did  behold 
In  thy  sweet  semblance  my  old  age  new  bom  ; 
But  now  that  fair  fresh  mirror,  dim  and  old. 
Shows  me  a  barebon'd  death  by  time  outworn : 
O,  from  thy  cheeks  my  image  thou  hast  torn. 
And  shiver'd  all  the  beauty  of  my  glass. 
That  I  no  more  can  see  what  once  I  was  I 

253- 

**  O  time,  cease  thou  thy  course,  and  last  no  longer. 

If  they  surcease  to  be  that  should  survive. 

Shall  rotten  death  make  conquest  of  the  stronger, 

And  leave  the  faltering  feeble  souls  alive  1 

The  pld  bees  die,  the  young  possess  their  hive : 
Then  live,  sweet  Lucrece,  live  again,  and  see 
Thy  father  die,  and  not  thy  father  thee ! " 
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254. 

By  this,  starts  Collatine  as  from  a  dream, 
And  bids  Lucretius  give  his  sorrow  place ; 
And  then  in  key-cold  Lucrece'  bleeding  stream 
He  falls,  and  bathes  the  pale  fear  in  his  face, 
And  counterfeits  to  die  with  her  a  space ; 

Till  manly  shame  bids  him  possess  his  breath, 

And  live  to  be  revenged  on  her  death. 

255- 
The  deep  vexation  of  his  inward  soul 
Hath  serVd  a  dumb  arrest  upon  his  tongue ; 
Who,  mad  that  sorrow  should  his  use  control, 
Or  keep  him  from  heart-easing  words  so  long. 
Begins  to  talk ;  but  through  his  lips  do  throng 
Weak  words,  so  thick  come  in  his  poor  heart's  aid. 
That  no  man  could  distinguish  what  he  said. 

256. 

Yet  sometime  "  Tarquin  "  was  pronounced  plain, 

But  through  his  teeth,  as  if  the  name  he  tore. 

This  windy  tempest,  till  it  blow  up  rain, 

Held  back  his  sorrow's  tide,  to  make  it  more ; 

At  last  it  rains,  and  busy  winds  give  o'er ; 
Then  son  and  father  weep  with  equal  strife. 
Who  should  weep  most,  for  daughter  or  for  wife. 

257. 

The  one  doth  call  her  his,  the  other  his, 

Yet  neither  may  possess  the  claim  they  lay. 

The  father  says,  "  She 's  mine."    "  O,  mine  she  is,** 

Replies  her  husband :  "  do  not  take  away 

My  sorrow's  interest ;  let  no  mourner  say 

He  weeps  for  her,  for  she  was  only  mine, 

And  only  must  be  wail'd  by  Collatine." 

258. 

"  O,"  quoth  Lucretius,  "  I  did  give  that  life 
Which  she  too  early  and  too  late  hath  spill'd." 
"  Woe,  woe,"  quoth  Collatine,  "  she  was  my  wife, 
I  oVd  her,  and  'tis  mine  that  she  hath  kill'd." 
"  My  daughter"  and  "  My  wife"  with  clamours  fill'd 
The  dispersed  air,  who,  holding  Lucrece'  life, 
Answer'd  their  cries,  "  My  daughter"  and  "  My  wife." 
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264. 

This  said,  he  struck  his  hand  upon  his  breasi, 
And  kiss'd  the  fatal  knife,  to  end  his  vow ; 
And  to  his  protestation  urg'd  the  rest. 
Who,  wondering  at  him,  did  his  words  allow  : 
Then  jointly  to  the  ground  their  knees  they  bow ; 

And  that  deep  vow,  which  Brutus  made  before, 

He  doth  again  repeat,  and  that  they  swore. 

265. 

When  they  had  sworn  to  this  advisbd  doom, 
They  did  conclude  to  bear  dead  Lucrece  thence 
To  show  her  bleeding  body  thorough  Rome, 
And  so  to  publish  Tarquin's  foul  offence : 
Which  being  done  with  speedy  diligence, 

The  Romans  plausibly  did  give  consent 

To  Tarquin's  everlasting  banishment 
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From  fairest  creatures  we  desire  increase, 
That  thereby  beauty's  rose  might  never  die, 
But  as  the  riper  should  by  time  decease, 
His  tender  heir  might  bear  his  memory : 
But  thou,  contracted  to  thine  own  bright  eyes, 
Feed'st  thy  light's  flame  with  self-substantial  fuel. 
Making  a  famine  where  abundance  lies, 
Thyself  thy  foe,  to  thy  sweet  self  too  cruel 
Thou  that  art  now  the  world's  fresh  ornament. 
And  only  herald  to  the  gaudy  spring, 

•  T.  T.— That  is,  Thomas  Thorpe,  the  original  publisher. 
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Within  thine  own  bud  buriest  thy  content, 
And,  tender  churl,  mak'st  waste  in  niggarding. 
Pity  the  world,  or  else  this  glutton  be. 
To  eat  the  world's  due,  by  the  grave  and  thee. 

li. 
When  forty  winters  shall  besiege  thy  brow, 
And  dig  deep  trenches  in  thy  beauty's  field, 
Thy  youth's  proud  livery,  so  gaz'd  on  now. 
Will  be  a  tatter'd  weed,  of  small  worth  held : 
Then  being  ask'd  where  all  thy  beauty  lies. 
Where  all  the  treasure  of  thy  lusty  days, — 
To  say,  within  thine  own  deep  sunken  eyes. 
Were  an  all-eating  shame  and  thriftless  praise. 
How  much  more  praise  deserVd  thy  beauty's  use, 
If  thou  couldst  answer — "  This  fair  child  of  mine 
Shall  sum  my  count,  and  make  my  old  excuse," — 
Proving  his  beauty  by  succession  thine ! 
This  were  to  be  new-made  when  thou  art  old, 
And  see  thy  blood  warm  when  thou  feel'st  it  cold. 

III. 

Look  in  thy  glass,  and  tell  the  face  thou  viewest. 
Now  is  the  time  that  face  should  form  another ; 
Whose  fresh  repair  if  now  thou  not  renewest. 
Thou  Jost  beguile  the  world,  unbless  some  mother. 
For  where  is  she  so  fair  whose  unear'd  womb 
Disdains  the  tillage  of  thy  husbandry] 
Or  who  is  he  so  fond  will  be  the  tomb 
Of  his  self-love,  to  stop  posterity  ? 
Thou  art  thy  mother's  glass,  and  she  in  thee 
Calls  back  the  lovely  April  of  her  prime  : 
So  thou  through  windows  of  thine  age  shalt  see, 
Despite  of  wrinkles,  this  thy  golden  time. 
But  if  thou  live,  remember'd  not  to  be, 
Die  single,  and  thine  image  dies  with  thee. 

IV. 

Unthrifty  loveliness,  why  dost  thou  spend 
Upon  thyself  thy  beauty's  legacy? 
Nature's  bequest  gives  nothing,  but  doth  lend ; 
And,  being  frank,  she  lends  to  those  are  free. 
Then,  beauteous  niggard,  why  dost  thou  abuse 
The  bounteous  largess  given  thee  to  give  1 
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I 

Profitless  usurer,  why  dost  thou  use 
So  great  a  sum  of  sums,  yet  canst  not  live  t 
For  having  traffic  with  thyself  alone, 
Thou  of  thyself  thy  sweet  self  dost  deceive. 
Then  how,  when  nature  calls  thee  to  be  gone. 
What  acceptable  audit  canst  thou  leave  f 

Thy  imus'd  beauty  must  be  tomb'd  with  thee, 

Which,  usfed,  lives  th'  executor  to  be. 

V. 

Those  hours,  that  with  gentle  work  did  frame 

The  lovely  gaze  where  every  eye  doth  dwell, 

Will  play  the  tyrants  to  the  very  same, 

And  that  unfair  which  fairly  doth  excel ; 

For  never-resting  time  leads  summer  on 

To  hideous  winter,  and  confounds  him  there ; 

Sap  check'd  with  frost,  and  lusty  leaves  quite  gone, 

Beauty  o'ersnow'd,  and  bareness  everywhere : 

Then,  were  not  summer's  distillation  left, 

A  liquid  prisoner  pent  in  walls  of  glass, 

Beauty's  effect  with  beauty  were  bereft, 

Nor  it,  nor  no  remembrance  what  it  was : 

But  flowers  distill'd,  though  they  with  winter  meet, 
I^eese  but  their  show ;  their  substance  still  lives  sweet 

• 
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Then  let  not  winter's  ragged  hand  deface 

In  thee  thy  summer,  ere  thou  be  distill'd  : 

Make  sweet  some  phial ;  treasure  thou  some  place 

With  beauty's  treasure,  ere  it  be  self-kill'd. 

That  use  is  not  forbidden  usury, 

Which  happies  those  that  pay  the  willing  loan ; 

That's  for  thyself  to  breed  another  thee, 

Or  ten  times  happier,  be  it  ten  for  one ; 

Ten  times  thyself  were  happier  than  thou  art. 

If  ten  of  thine  ten  times  refigur'd  thee : 

Then  what  could  death  do,  if  thou  shouldst  depart, 

Leaving  thee  living  in  posterity] 

Be  not  self-will'd,  for  thou  art  much  too  fair 

To  be  Death's  conquest,  and  make  worms  thine  heir. 

VII. 

Lo.  in  the  orient  when  the  gracious  light 
Lifts  up  his  burning  head,  each  under  eye 
VOL.  IV.  a  u 


k 


674  SONNETS. 

Doth  homage  to  his  new-appearing  sight. 
Serving  with  looks  his  sacred  majesty; 
And  having  climb'd  the  steep-up  heaveply  luli. 
Resembling  strong  youth  in  his  middle  age, 
Yet  mortal  looks  adore  his  beauty  still, 
Attending  on  his  golden  pilgrimage ; 
But  when  from  high-most  pitch,  with  weary  car. 
Like  feeble  age,  he  reeleth  from  the  day, 
The  eyes,  'fore  duteous,  now  converted  are 
From  his  low  tract,  and  look  another  way : 
So  thou,  thyself  outgoing  in  thy  noon, 
Unlook'd  on  diest,  unless  thou  get  a  son. 

vm. 

Music  to  hear,  why  hear'st  thou  music  sadly? 
Sweets  with  sweets  war  not,  joy  delights  in  joy. 
Why  lov'st  thou  that  .which  thou  receiv'st  not  gladlf. 
Or  else  receiv'st  with  pleasure  thine  annoy  1 
If  the  true  concord  of  well-tunbd  sounds, 
By  unions  married,  do  offend  thine  ear, 
They  do  but  sweetly  chide  thee,  who  confounds 
In  singleness  the  parts  that  thou  shouldst  bear. 
Mark  how  one  string,  sweet  husband  to  another, 
Strikes  each  in  each  by  mutual  ordering ; 
Resembling  sire  and  child  and  happy  mother. 
Who,  all  in  one,  one  pleasing  note  do  sing : 

Whose  speechless  song,  being  many,  seeming  one, 
Sings  this  to  thee,  "  thou  single  wilt  prove  none."* 

IX. 

Is  it  for  fear  to  wet  a  widow's  eye 
That  thou  consum'st  thyself  in  single  life  1 
Ah  1  if  thou  issueless  shalt  hap  to  die, 
The  world  will  wail  thee,  like  a  makeless  wife ; 
The  world  will  be  thy  widow,  and  still  weep 
That  thou  no  form  of  thee  hast  left  behind. 
When  every  private  widow  well  may  keep. 
By  children's  eyes,  her  husband's  shape  in  mind 
Look,  what  an  unthrift  in  the  worid  doth  spend, 
Shifts  but  his  place,  for  still  the  world  enjoys  it ; 
But  beauty's  waste  hath  in  the  world  an  end. 
And  kept  unus'd,  the  user  so  destroys  it 
No  love  toward  others  in  that  bosom  sits, 
That  on  himself  such  murderous  shame  commiu» 
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For  shame !  deny  that  thou  bear'st  love  to  any, 
Who  for  thyself  art  so  unprovident. 
Grant,  if  thou  wilt,  thou  art  belov'd  of  many, 
But  that  thou  none  lov'st  is  most  evident ; 
For  thou  art  so  possessed  with  murderous  hate, 
That  'gainst  thyself  thou  stick'st  not  to  conspire, 
Seeking  that  beauteous  roof  to  ruinate, 
Which  to  repair  should  be  thy  chief  desire. 
O,  change  thy  thought,  that  I  may  change  my  mind  I 
Shall  hate  be  fairer  iodg'd  than  gentle  love  1 
Be,  as  thy  presence  is,  gracious  and  kind, 
Or  to  thyself,  at  least,  kind-hearted  prove : 
Make  thee  another  self,  for  love  of  me, 
That  beauty  still  may  live  in  thine  or  thee. 


XL 

As  fast  as  thou  ^hah  wane,  so  fast  thou  growest 
in  one  of  thine,  from  that  which  thou  departest ; 
And  that  fresh  blood  which  youngly  thou  bestowest, 
Thou  mayst  call  thine,  when  thou  from  youth  convertest 
Herein  lives  wisdom,  beauty,  and  increase ; 
Without  this,  folly,  age,  and  cold  decay  : 
If  all  were  minded  so,  the  times  should  cease, 
And  threescore  years  would  make  the  world  away. 
Let  those  whom  Nature  hath  not  made  for  store, 
Harsh,  featureless,  and  rude,  barrenly  perish  : 
Look,  whom  she  best  endow'd,  she  gave  the  more ; 
Which  bounteous  gift  thou  shouldst  in  bounty  cherish  i 
She  carv'd  thee  for  her  seal,  and  meant  thereby 
Thou  shouldst  print  more,  not  let  that  copy  die. 

KII. 

When  I  do  count  the  clock  that  tells  the^time, 
And  see  the  brave  day  sunk  in  hideous  night ; 
When  I  behold  the  violet  past  prime. 
And  sable  curls  all  silver'd  o'er  with  white ; 
When  lofty  trees  I  see  barren  of  leaves. 
Which  erst  from  heat  did  canopy  the  herd, 
And  sununer's  green,  all  girded  up  in  sheaves. 
Borne  on  the  bier  with  white  and  bristly  beard ; 
Then  of  thy  beauty  do  I  question  make. 
That  thou  among  the  wastes  of  time  must  go^ 
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Since  sweets  and  beauties  do  themselves  forsake, 
And  die  as  fast  as  they  see  others  grow; 
And  nothing  'gainst  Time's  scythe  can  make  defence 
Save  breed,  to  brave  him  when  he  takes  thee  hence. 

XIII. 

O,  that  you  were  yourself!  but,  love,  you  are 
No  longer  yours  than  you  yourself  here  live : 
Against  this  coming  end  you  should  prepare, 
And  your  sweet  semblance  to  some  other  give. 
So  should  that  beauty  which  you  hold  in  lease 
Find  no  determination ;  then  you  were 
Yourself  again,  after  yourselfs  decease, 
When  your  sweet  issue  your  sweet  form  should  bear. 
AVho  lets  so  fair  a  house  fall  to  decay. 
Which  husbandry  in  honour  might  uphold 
Against  the  stormy  gusts  of  winter's  day. 
And  barren  rage  of  death's  eternal  cold  ? 

O,  none  but  unthrifts : — dear  my  love,  you  know 
You  had  a  father ;  let  your  son  say  so. 

XIV. 

Not  from  the  stars  do  I  my  judgment  pluck ; 
And  yet  methinks  I  have  astronomy, 
But  not  to  tell  of  good  or  evil  luck,. 
Of  plagues,  of  dearths,  or  season's  quality ; 
Nor  can  I  fortune  to  brief  minutes  tell, 
Pointing  to  each  his  thunder,  rain,  and  wind, 
Or  say  with  princes  if  it  shall  go  well. 
By  oft  predict  that  I  in  heaven  find  : 
But  from  thine  eyes  my  knowledge  I  derive. 
And,  constant  stars,  in  them  I  read  such  art. 
As  truth  and  beauty  shall  together  thrive. 
If  from  thyself  to  store  thou  wouldst  convert ; 
Or  else  of  thee  this  I  prognosticate, — 
Thy  end  is  truth's  and  beauty's  doom  and  date. 

XV. 

When  I  consider  every  thing  that  grows 
Holds  in  perfection  but  a  little  moment. 
That  this  huge  stage  presenteth  naught  but  shows, 
Whereon  the  stars  in  secret  influence  comment ; 
When  I  perceive  that  men  as  plants  increase, 
Cheerfed  and  check'd  even  by  the  selfsame  sky, 
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Vaunt  in  their  youthful  sap,  at  height  decrease, 
And  wear  their  brave  state  out  of  memory ; 
Then  the  conceit  of  this  inconstant  stay 
Sets  you  most  rich  in  youth  before  my  sight, 
Where  wasteful  time  debateth  with  decay, 
To  change  your  day  of  youth  to  sullied  night ; 

And,  all  in  war  with  Time,  for  love  of  you, 

As  he  takes  from  you,  I  engraft  you  new. 

XVI. 

But  wherefore  do  not  you  a  mightier  way 
Make  war  upon  this  bloody  tyrant,  Time  ] 
And  fortify  yourself  in  your  decay 
With  means  more  blessed  than  my  barren  rhyme  ? 
Now  stand  you  on  the  top  of  happy  hours ; 
And  many  maiden  gardens,  yet  unset, 
With  virtuous  wish  would  bear  your  living  flowers, 
Much  liker  than  your  painted  counterfeit : 
So  should  the  lines  of  life  that  life  repair, 
Which  this.  Time's  pencil,  or  my  pupil  pen. 
Neither  in  inward  worth,  nor  outward  fair. 
Can  make  you  live  yourself  in  eyes  of  men. 

To  give  away  yourself  keeps  yourself  still ; 

And  you  must  live,  drawn  by  your  own  sweet  skill 

XVIL 

Who  will  believe  my  verse  in  time  to  come. 
If  it  were  filled  with  your  most  high  deserts  I 
Though  yet.  Heaven  knows,  it  is  but  as  a  tomb 
Which  hides  your  life,  and  shows  not  half  your  parts* 
If  I  could  write  the  beauty  of  your  eyes. 
And  in  fresh  numbers  number  all  your  graces. 
The  age  to  come  would  say,  "this  poet  lies, 
Such  heavenly  touches  ne'er  touch'd  earthly  faces." 
So  should  my  papers,  yellow'd  with  their  age. 
Be  scom'd,  like  old  men  of  less  truth  than  tongue ; 
And  your  true  rights  be  term'd  a  poet's  rage. 
And  stretchy  metre  of  an  antique  song : 
But  were  some  child  of  yours  alive  that  time, 
You  should  live  twice, — ^in  it,  and  in  my  rhyme. 

XVIII. 

Shall  I  compare  thee  to  a  summer's  day] 
Thou  art  more  lovely  and  more  temperate : 
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Rough  winds  do  shake  the  darling  buds  of  May, 
And  summer's  lease  hath  all  too  short  a  date : 
Sometime  too  hot  the  eye  of  heaven  shines, 
And  often  is  his  gold  complexion  dimm'd ; 
And  every  fair  from  fair  sometime  declines, 
By  chance,  or  nature's  changing  course,  untrimm'd  ; 
But  thy  eternal  summer  shall  not  fade, 
Nor  lose  possession  of  that  fair  thou  owest ; 
Nor  shall  Death  brag  thou  wander'st  in  his  shade, 
When  in  eternal  lines  to  time  thou  growest : 
So  long  as  men  can  breathe,  or  eyes  can  see. 
So  long  lives  this,  and  this  gives  life  to  thee. 

XIX. 

Devouring  Time,  blunt  thou  the  lion's  paws, 
And  make  the  earth  devour  her  own  sweet  brood ; 
Pluck  the  keen  teeth  from  the  fierce  tiger's  jaws. 
And  bum  the  long-liv'd  phoenix  in  her  blood ; 
Make  glad  and  sorry  seasons  as  thou  fleets. 
And  do  whate'er  thou  wilt,  swift-footed  Time, 
To  the  wide  world,  and  all  her  fading  sweets ; 
But  I  forbid  thee  one  most  heinous  crime : 
O,  carve  not  with  thy  hours  my  love's  fair  brow, 
Nor  draw  no  lines  there  with  thine  antique  pen ; 
Him  in  thy  course  untainted  do  allow. 
For  beauty's  pattern  to  succeeding  men. 

Yet,  do  thy  worst,  old  Time ;  despite  thy  wrongs 
My  love  shall  in  my  verse  ever  live  young. 

XX. 

A  woman's  face,  with  nature's  own  hand  painted. 

Hast  thou,  the  master-mistress  of  my  passion ; 

A  woman's  gentle  heart,  but  not  acquainted 

With  shifting  change,  as  is  false  women's  fashion  ; 

An  eye  more  bright  than  theirs,  less  false  in  rolling. 

Gilding  the  object  whereupon  it  gazeth ; 

A  man  in  hue,  all  hues  in  his  controlling, 

Which  steals  men's  eyes,  and  women's  souls  amazeth. 

And  for  a  woman  wert  thou  first  created  ; 

Till  Nature,  as  she  wrought  thee,  fell  a-doting. 

And  by  addition  me  of  thee  defeated. 

By  adding  one  thing  to  my  purpose  nothing. 

But  since  she  prick'd  thee  out  for  women's  pleasure. 
Mine  be  thy  love,  and  thy  love's  use  their  treasure. 
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XXI. 

So  is  it  not  with  me  as  with  that  Muse 

Stirr'd  by  a  painted  beauty  to  his  verse, 

Who  heaven  itself  for  ornament  doth  use, 

And  every  fair  with  his  fair  doth  rehearse ; 

Making  a  compliment  of  proud  compare. 

With  sun  and  moon,  with  earth  and  sea's  rich  gem% 

With  April's  firstborn  flowers,  and  all  things  rare 

That  heaven's  air  in  this  huge  rondure  hems. 

O,  let  me,  true  in  love,  but  truly  write. 

And  then  believe  me,  my  love  is  as  fair 

As  any  mother's  child,  though  not  so  bright 

As  those  gold  candles  fix'd  in  heaven's  air : 

Let  them  say  more  that  like  of  hearsay  well  j 

I  will  not  praise,  that  purpose  not  to  sell 

XXII. 

My  glass  shall  not  persuade  me  I  am  old, 
So  long  as  youth  and  thou  are  of  one  date ; 
But  when  in  thee  time's  furrows  I  behold. 
Then  look  I  death  my  days  should  expiate. 
For  all  that  beauty  that  doth  cover  thee, 
Is  but  the  seemly  raiment  of  my  heart. 
Which  in  thy  breast  doth  live,  as  thine  in  me : 
How  can  I,  then,  be  elder  than  thou  art  ? 
O,  therefore,  love,  be  of  thyself  so  wary, 
As  I,  not  for  myself^  but  for  thee  will; 
Bearing  thy  heart,  which  I  will  keep  so  chary 
As  tender  nurse  her  babe  from  faring  ilL 

Presume  not  on  thy  heart  when  mine  is  slain ; 

Thou  gav'st  me  thine,  not  to  give  back  again. 

XXIII. 

As  an  unperfect  actor  on  the  stage. 

Who  with  his  fear  is  put  besides  his  part. 

Or  some  fierce  thing  replete  with  too  much  rage, 

Whose  strength's  abundance  weakens  his  own  heart ; 

So  I,  for  fear  of  trust,  foiget  to  say 

The  perfect  ceremony  of  love's  rite. 

And  in  mine  own  love's  strength  seem  to  decay, 

O'ercharg'd  with  burden  of  mine  own  love's  might. 

O,  let  my  books  be,  then,  the  eloquence 

And  dumb  presagers  of  my  speaking  breast ; 
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But  that  I  hope  some  good  conceit  of  thine 

In  thy  soul's  thought,  all  naked,  will  bestow  it ; 

Till  whatsoever  star  that  guides  my  moving, 

Points  on  me  graciously  with  fair  aspect, 

And  puts  apparel  on  my  tatter'd  loving, 

To  show  me  worthy  of  thy  sweet  respect : 
Then  may  I  dare  to  boast  how  I  do  love  thee , 
Till  then,  not  show  my  head  where  thou  mayst  prove  me. 

XXVI  I. 

Weary  with  toil,  I  haste  me  to  my  bed. 

The  dear  repose  for  limbs  with  travel  tir'd  ; 

But  then  begins  a  journey  in  my  head. 

To  work  my  mind,  when  body's  work 's  expir'd : 

For  then  my  thoughts  (from  far  where  I  abide) 

Intend  a  zealous  pilgrimage  to  thee. 

And  keep  my  drooping  eyelids  open  wide. 

Looking  on  darkness  which  the  blind  do  see  : 

Save  that  my  soul's  imaginary  sight 

Presents  my  shadow  to  my  sightless  view, 

Which,  like  a  jewel  hung  in  ghastly  night, 

Makes  black  night  beauteous,  and  her  old  face  new. 

Lo,  thus,  by  day  my  limbs,  by  night  my  mind, 

For  thee  and  for  myself  no  quiet  find. 

XXVIII. 

How  can  I,  then,  return  in  happy  plight, 

That  am  debarred  the  benefit  of  rest  H 

When  day's  oppression  is  not  eas*d  by  night. 

But  day  by  night,  and  night  by  day,  oppress'd  ? 

And  each,  though  enemies  to  either's  reign. 

Do  in  consent  shake  hands  to  torture  me ; 

The  one  by  toil,  the  other  to  complain 

How  far  I  toil,  still  farther  oflF  from  thee. 

I  tell  the  day,  to  please  him,  thou  art  bright. 

And  dost  him  grace  when  clouds  do  blot  the  heaven : 

So  flatter  I  the  swart-complexion'd  night ; 

When  sparkling  stars  twire  not,  thou  gild'st  the  even. 
But  day  doth  daily  draw  my  sorrows  longer. 
And  night  doth  nightly  make  griefs  length  seem  stronger. 

XXIX. 

When  in  disgrace  with  fortune  and  men's  eyes, 
I  all  alone  beweep  my  outcast  state, 
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And  trouble  deaf  Heaven  with  my  bootless  crieSi 
And  look  upon  myself^  and  curse  my  fate, 
Wishing  me  like  to  one  more  rich  in  hope, 
Featur'd  like  him,  like  him  with  friends  possessed 
Desiring  this  man's  art,  and  that  man's  scope, 
With  what  I  most  enjoy  contented  least ; 
Yet  in  these  thoughts  myself  almost  despising. 
Haply  I  think  on  thee, — and  then  my  state 
(Like  to  the  lark  at  break  of  day  arising* 
From  sullen  earth)  sings  h)rmns  at  heaven's  gate ; 
For  thy  sweet  love  remember'd  such  wealth  brings, 
That  then  I  scorn  to' change  my  state  with  kings. 

XXX. 

When  to  the  sessions  of  sweet  silent  thought 

I  summon  up  remembrance  of  things  past, 

I  sigh  the  lack  of  many  a  thing  I  sought. 

And  with  old  woes  new  wail  my  dear  time's  waste : 

Then  can  I  drown  an  eye,  unus*d  to  flow. 

For  precious  friends  hid  in  death's  dateless  night, 

And  weep  afresh  love's  long-since  cancell'd  woe. 

And  moan  the  expense  of  many  a  vanish'd  sight: 

Then  can  I  grieve  at  grievances  foregone, 

And  heavily  from  woe  to  woe  tell  o'er 

The  sad  account  of  fore-bemoanM  moan, 

Which  I  new  pay  as  if  not  paid  before. 

But  if  the  while  I  think  on  thee,  dear  friend. 
All  losses  are  restor'd,  and  sorrows  end. 

XXXI. 

Thy  bosom  is  endearfed  with  all  hearts. 
Which  I  by  lacking  have  supposed  dead ; 
And  there  reigns  love,  and  all  love's  loving  parts, 
And  all  those  friends  which  I  thought  buried. 
How  many  a  holy  and  obsequious  tear 
Hath  dear  religious  love  stol'n  from  mine  eye, 
As  interest  of  the  dead,  which  now  appear 
But  things  remov'd,  that  hidden  in  thee  lie  I 
Thou  art  the  grave  where  buried  love  doth  live, 
Hung  with  the  trophies  of  my  lovers  gone. 
Who  all  their  parts  of  me  to  thee  did  give ; 
That  due  of  many  now  is  thine  alone : 
Their  images  I  lov'd  I  view  in  thee, 
And  thou,  all  they,  hast  all  the  all  of  me. 
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XXXII. 


If  thou  survive  my  well-contented  day, 
AVhen  that  churl  Death  my  bones  with  dust  shall  cover^ 
And  shalt  by  fortune  once  more  re-survey 
These  poor  rude  lines  of  thy  deceased  lover, — 
Compare  them  with  the  bettering  of  the  time ; 
And  though  they  be  outstripped  by  every  pen, 
Reserve  them  for  my  love,  not  for  their  rhyme, 
Exceeded  by  the  height  of  happier  men. 
O,  then  vouchsafe  me  but  this  loving  thought, — 
"  Had  my  friend's  muse  grown  with  this  growing  age, 
A  dearer  birth  than  this  his  love  had  brought, 
To  march  in  ranks  of  better  equipage : 
But  since  he  died,  and  poets  better  prove, 
Theirs  for  their  style  I  '11  read,  his  for  his  love." 

XXXIII. 

Full  many  a  glorious  morning  have  I  seen 
Flatter  the  mountain-tops  with  sovereign  eye, 
Kissing  with  golden  face  the  meadows  green, 
Gilding  pale  streams  with  heavenly  alchemy ; 
Anon  permit  the  basest  clouds  to  ride 
With  ugly  rack  on  his  celestial  face, 
And  from  the  f<Jrlorn  world  his  visage  hide^ 
Stealing  unseen  to  west  with  this  disgrace : 
Even  so  my  sun  one  early  mom  did  shine 
With  all  triumphant  splendour  on  my  brow ; 
But,  out,  alack !  he  was  but  one  hour  mine. 
The  region  cloud  hath  mask'd  him  from  me  now. 

Yet  him  for  this  my  love  no  whit  disdaineth ; 

Suns  of  the  world  may  stain,  when  heaven's  sun  stunetlu 

xxxrv. 

Why  didst  thou  promise  such  a  beauteous  day. 
And  make  me  travel  forth  ^vithout  my  cloak, 
To  let  base  clouds  o'ertake  me  in  my  way. 
Hiding  thy  bravery  in  their  rotten  smoke  I 
'Tis  not  enough  that  through  the  cloud  thou  break, 
To  dry  the  rain  on  my  storm-beaten  face. 
For  no  man  well  of  such  a  salve  can  speak. 
That  heals  the  wound,  and  cures  not  the  disgrace  2 
Nor  can  thy  shame  give  physic  to  my  grief; 
Though  thou  repent,  yet  I  have  stiU  the  loss : 
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The  offender's  sorrow  lends  but  weak  relief 
To  him  that  bears  the  strong  offence*s  cross. 

Ah,  but  those  tears  are  pearl  which  thy  love  shedsi 
And  they  are  rich,  and  ransom  all  ill  deeds. 

XXXV. 

No  more  be  griev'd  at  that  which  thou  hast  done : 
Roses  have  thorns,  and  silver  fountains  mud  ; 
Clouds  and  eclipses  stain  both  moon  and  sun, 
And  loathsome  canker  lives  in  sweetest  bud. 
All  men  make  faults,  and  even  I  in  this. 
Authorising  thy  trespass  with  compare, 
Myself  corrupting,  salving  thy  amiss, 
Excusing  thy  sins  more  than  thy  sins  are : 
For  to  thy  sensual  fault  I  bring  in  sense, — 
Thy  adverse  party  is  thy  advocate, — 
And  'gainst  myself  a  lawful  plea  commence  : 
Such  civil  war  is  in  my  love  and  hate. 
That  I  an  accessary  needs  must  be 
To  that  sweet  thief  which  sourly  robs  from  mc 

XXXVI. 

Let  me  confess  that  we  two  must  be  twain, 
Although  our  undivided  loves  are  one  : 
So  shall  those  blots  that  do  with  me  remain, 
Without  thy  help,  by  me  be  borne  alone. 
In  our  two  loves  there  is  but  one  respect. 
Though  in  our  lives  a  separable  spite, 
Which  though  it  alter  not  love's  sole  effect. 
Yet  doth  it  steal  sweet  hours  from  love's  delight 
I  may  not  evermore  acknowledge  thee, 
Lest  my  bewailed  guilt  should  do  thee  shame  ; 
Nor  thou  with  public  kindness  honour  me, 
Unless  thou  take  that  honour  from  thy  name  : 
But  do  not  so ;  I  love  thee  in  such  sort. 
As,  thou  being  mine,  mine  is  thy  good  repoit^ 

XXXVI  r. 

As  a  decrepit  father  takes  delight 
To  see  his  active  child  do  deeds  of  youth, 
So  I,  made  lame  by  fortune's  dearest  spite. 
Take  all  my  comfort  of  thy  worth  and  truth ; 
For  whether  beauty,  birth,  or  wealth,  or  wit, 
Or  any  of  these  all,  or  all,  or  more. 
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Entitled  in  thy  parts  do  crowned  sit, 

I  make  my  love  engrafted  to  this  store : 

So  then  I  am  not  lame,  poor,  nor  despis'd, 

Whilst  that  this  shadow  doth  such  substance  give. 

That  I  in  thy  abundance  am  sufficed,    . 

And  by  a  part  of  all  thy  glory  live. 

Look,  what  is  best,  that  best  I  wish  in  thee : 
This  wish  I  have ;  then  ten  times  happy  me ! 

XXXVIII, 

How  can  my  Muse  want  subject  to  invent, 

While  thou  dost  breathe,  that  pour'st  into  my  verse 

Thine  own  sweet  argument,  too  excellent 

For  every  vulgar  paper  to  rehearse  1 

O,  give  thyself  the  thanks,  if  aught  in  me 

Worthy  perusal  stand  against  thy  sight ; 

For  who 's  so  dumb  that  cannot  write  to  thee. 

When  thou  thyself  dost  give  invention  light  1 

Be  thou  the  tenth  Muse,  ten  times  more  in  worth 

Than  those  old  nine  which  rhymers  invocate ; 

And  he  that  calls  on  thee,  let  him  bring  forth 

Eternal  numbers  to  outlive  long  date. 
If  my  slight  Muse  do  please  these  curious  days, 
The  pain  be  mine,  but  thine  shall  be  the  praise. 

XXXIX. 

O,  how  thy  worth  with  manners  may  I  sing. 
When  thou  art  all  the  better  part  of  me  1 
What  can  mine  own  praise  to  mine  own  self  bring  1 
And  what  is 't  but  mine  own,  when  I  praise  thee  i 
Even  for  this  let  us  divided  live. 
And  our  dear  love  lose  name  of  single  one, 
That  by  this  separation  I  may  give 
That  due  to  thee,  which  thou  deserv'st  alone. 
O  absence,  what  a  torment  wouldst  thou  prove, 
Were  it  not  thy  sour  leisure  gave  sweet  leave 
To  entertain  the  time  with  thoughts  of  love, — 
Which  time  and  thoughts  so  sweetly  doth  deceive, — • 
And  that  thou  teachest  how  to  make  one  twain, 
By  praising  him  here,  who  doth  hence  remain  ! 

xu 

Take  all  my  loves,  my  love,  yea,  take  them  all ; 
What  hast  thou  then  more  than  thou  hadst  before  f 
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No  love,  my  love,  that  thou  mayst  true  love  cali ; 

All  mine  was  thine  before  thou  hadst  this  more. 

Then,  if  for  my  love  thou  ray  love  receivest, 

I  cannot  blame  thee  for  my  love  thou  usest ; 

But  yet  be  blam'd,  if  thou  thyself  deceivest 

By  wilful  taste  of  what  thyself  refusesL 

I  do  forgive  thy  robbery,  gentle  thief. 

Although  thou  steal  thee  all  my  poverty ; 

And  yet,  love  knows,  it  is  a  greater  grief 

To  bear  love's  wrong,  than  hate's  known  injury. 
Lascivious  grace,  in  whom  all  ill  well  shows, 
Kill  me  with  spites ;  yet  we  must  not  be  foes. 

XLT. 

Those  pretty  wrongs  that  liberty  commits 
When  I  am  sometime  absent  from  thy  heart, 
Thy  beauty  and  thy  years  full  well  befits, 
For  still  temptation  follows  where  thou  art 
Gentle  thou  art,  and  therefore  to  be  won. 
Beauteous  thou  art,  therefore  to  be  assail'd  ; 
And  when  a  woman  woos,  what  woman's  son 
Will  sourly  leave  her  till  she  have  prevaird  1 
Ah  me  !  but  yet  thou  mightst  my  seat  forbear. 
And  chide  thy  beauty  and  thy  straying  youth, 
Who  lead  thee  in  their  riot  even  there 
Where  thou  art  forc'd  to  break  a  two-fold  truth, 
Hers,  by  thy  beauty  tempting  her  to  thee. 
Thine,  by  thy  beauty  being  false  to  me. 

XLII. 

That  thou  hast  her,  it  is  not  all  my  grief. 

And  yet  it  may  be  said  I  lov'd  her  dearly ; 

That  she  hath  thee,  is  of  my  waiUng  chief, 

A  loss  in  love  that  touches  me  more  nearly. 

Loving  offenders,  thus  I  will  excuse  ye : — 

Thou  dost  love  her,  because  thou  know'st  I  love  her; 

And  for  my  sake  even  so  doth  she  abuse  me. 

Suffering  my  friend  for  my  sake  to  approve  her. 

If  I  lose  thee,  my  loss  is  my  love's  gain. 

And,  losing  her,  my  friend  hath  found  that  loss ; 

Both  find  each  other,  and  I  lose  both  twain. 

And  both  for  my  sake  lay  on  me  this  cross  : 

But  here 's  the  joy, — my  friend  and  I  are  one ; 

Sweet  flattery ! — ^then  she  loves  but  me  aione. 
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XLIII. 

When  most  I  wink,  then  do  mine  eyes  best  see, 
For  all  the  day  they  view  things  unrespected ; 
But  when  I  sleep,  in  dreams  they  look  on  thee. 
And,  darkly  bright,  are  bright  in  dark  directed. 
Then  thou,  whose  shadow  shadows  doth  .make  bright, 
How  would  thy  shadow's  form  form  happy  show 
To  the  clear  day  with  thy  much  clearer  light. 
When  to  unseeing  eyes  thy  shade  shines  so ! 
How  would,  I  say,  mine  eyes  be  blessM  made 
By  looking  on  thee  in  the  living  day, 
When  in  dead  night  thy  fair  imperfect  shade 
Through  heavy  sleep  on  sightless  eyes  doth  stay ! 
All  days  are  nights  to  see,  till  I  see  thee, 
And  nights  bright  days,  when  dreams  do  show  thee  me. 

XLIV. 

If  the  dull  substance  of  my  flesh  were  thought, 
Injurious  distance  should  not  stop  my  way ; 
For  then,  despite  of  space,  I  would  be  brought. 
From  limits  far  remote,  where  thou  dost  stay. 
No  matter  then,  although  my  foot  did  stand 
Upon  the  farthest  earth  remov'd  from  thee ; 
For  nimble  thought  can  jump  both  sea  and  land, 
As  soon  as  think  the  place  where  he  would  be. 
But,  ah,  thought  kills  me,  that  I  am  not  thought, 
To  leap  large  lengths  of  miles  when  thou  art  gone, 
But  that,  so  much  of  earth  and  water  wrought, 
I  must  attend  time's  leisure  with  my  moan ; 

Receiving  naught  by  elements  so  slow 

But  heavy  tears,  badges  of  cither's  woe : 

XLV. 

The  other  two,  slight  air  and  purging  fire, 

Are  both  with  thee,  wherever  I  abide ; 

The  first  my  thought,  the  other  my  desire, 

These  present-absent  with  swift  motion  slide. 

For  when  these  quicker  elements  are  gone 

In  tender  embassy  of  love  to  thee, 

My  life,  being  made  of  four,  with  two  alone 

Sinks  down  to  death,  oppressed  with  melancholy ; 

Until  life's  composition  be  recur'd 

By  those  swft  messengers  retum'd  from  thee, 
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AVho  even  but  now  come  back  again,  assured 
Of  thy  fair  health,  recounting  it  to  me : 
This  told,  I  joy ;  but  then  no  longer  glad, 
I  send  them  back  again,  and  straight  grow  sad. 

XLVI. 

Mine  eye  and  heart  are  at  a  mortal  war, 
How  to  divide  the  conquest  of  thy  sight ; 
Mine  eye  my  heart  thy  picture's  sight  would  bar, 
My  heart  mine  eye  the  freedom  of  that  right 
My  heart  doth  plead  that  thou  in  him  dost  lie, — 
A  closet  never  pierc'd  with  crystal  eyes, — 
But  the  defendant  doth  that  plea  deny. 
And  says  in  him  thy  fair  appearance  lies. 
To  'cide  this  title  is  impannell^d 
A  quest  of  thoughts,  all  tenants  to  the  heart  * 
And  by  their  verdict  is  determined 
The  clear  eye's  moiety,  and  the  dear  heart's  part : 
As  thus, — mine  eye's  due  is  thine  outward  part, 
And  my  heart's  right  thine  inward  love  of  hearL 

XLVII. 

Betwixt  mine  eye  and  heart  a  league  is  took. 
And  each  doth  good  turns  now  unto  the  other : 
When  that  mine  eye  is  famish'd  for  a  look, 
Or  heart  in  love  with  sighs  himself  doth  smother, 
With  my  love's  picture  then  my  eye  doth  feast, 
And  to  the  painted  banquet  bids  my  heart ; 
Another  time  mine  eye  is  my  heart's  guest. 
And  in  his  thoughts  of  love  doth  share  a  part : 
So,  either  by  thy  picture  or  my  love. 
Thyself  away  art  present  still  with  me ; 
For  thou  not  farther  than  my  thoughts  canst  movc^ 
And  I  am  still  with  them,  and  they  with  thee ; 
Or,  if  they  sleep,  thy  picture  in  my  sight 
Awakes  my  heart  to  heart's  and  eye's  delight 

XLVIII. 

How  careful  was  I  when  I  took  my  way. 

Each  trifle  under  truest  bars  to  thrust. 

That  to  my  use  it  might  unused  stay 

From  hands  of  falsehood,  in  sure  wards  of  trust  I 

But  thou,  to  whom  my  jewels  trifles  are. 

Most  worthy  comfort,  now  my  greatest  grief, 
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Thou,  best  of  dearest,  and  mine  only  care, 

Art  left  the  prey  of  every  vulgar  thie£ 

Thee  have  I  not  lock'd  up  in  any  chest, 

Save  where  thou  art  not,  though  I  feel  thou  art, 

Within  the  gentle  closiu'e  of  my  breast. 

From  whence  at  pleasure  thou  mayst  come  and  part; 

And  even  thence  thou  wilt  be  stolen  I  fear, 

For  truth  proves  thievish  for  a  prize  so  dear, 

XLIX. 

Against  that  time,  if  ever  that  time  come, 
When  I  shall  see  thee  frown  on  my  defects, 
Whenas  thy  love  hath  cast  his  utmost  sum, 
Caird  to  that  audit  by  advis'd  respects ; 
Against  that  time  when  thou  shalt  strangely  pass 
And  scarcely  greet  me  with  that  sun,  thine  eye. 
When  love,  converted  from  the  thing  it  was. 
Shall  reasons  find  of  settled  gravity, — 
Against  that  time  do  I  ensconce  me  here 
Within  the  knowledge  of  mine  own  desert. 
And  this  my  hand  against  myself  uprear. 
To  guard  the  lawful  reasons  on  thy  part : 

To  leave  poor  me  thou  hast  the  strength  of  Jaws^ 

Since,  why  to  love,  I  can  allege  no  cause. 

How  heavy  do  I  journey  on  the  way. 

When  what  I  seek, — my  weary  traveFs  end, — 

Doth  teach  that  ease  and  that  repose  to  say, 

"  Thus  far  the  miles  are  measured  from  thy  friend !" 

The  beast  that  bears  me,  tirbd  with  my  woe, 

Plods  dully  on,  to  bear  that  weight  in  me. 

As  if  by  some  instinct  the  wretch  did  know 

His  rider  lov'd  not  speed,  being  made  from  thee : 

The  bloody  spur  cannot  provoke  him  on 

That  sometimes  anger  thrusts  into  his  hide  \ 

Which  heavily  he  answers  with  a  groan, 

More  sharp  to  me  than  spurring  to  his  side ; 

For  that  same  groan  doth  put  this  in  my  mind. 

My  grief  lies  onward,  and  my  joy  behind. 

LI. 

Thus  can  my  love  excuse  the  slow  offence  » 

Of  my  dull  bearer,  when  from  thee  I  speed :  j 
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From  where  thou  art  why  should  I  haste  me  thence  I 
Till  I  return,  of  posting  is  no  need. 
O,  what  excuse  will  my  poor  beast  then  find, 
When  swift  extremity  can  seem  but  slowl 
Then  should  I  spur,  though  mounted  on  the  wind. 
In  winged  speed  no  motion  shall  I  know : 
Then  can  no  horse  with  my  desire  keep  pace ; 
Therefore  desire,  of  perfect  love  being  made. 
Shall  neigh  (no  dull  flesh)  in  his  fiery  race ; 
But  love,  for  love,  thus  shall  excuse  my  jade, — 
Since  from  thee  going  he  went  wilful-slow. 
Towards  thee  I  '11  run,  and  give  him  leave  to  g»^ 

ui. 

So  am  I  as  the  rich,  whose  blessed  key 
Can  bring  him  to  his  sweet  up-locked  treasure, 
The  which  he  will  not  every  hour  survey. 
For  blunting  the  fine  point  of  seldom  pleasure; 
Therefore  are  feasts  so  solemn  and  so  rare, 
Since,  seldom  coming,  in  the  long  year  set, 
Like  stones  of  worth  they  thinly  placed  are, 
Or  captain  jewels  in  the  carkanet 
So  is  the  time  that  keeps  you,  as  my  chest, 
Or  as  the  wardrobe  which  the  robe  doth  hide> 
To  make  some  special  instant  special-blest. 
By  new  unfolding  his  imprisoned  pride. 
Blessed  are  you,  whose  worthiness  gives  scopc^ 
Being  had,  to  triumph,  being  lacked,  to  hope. 

UII. 

What  is  your  substance,  whereof  are  you  made, 
^        That  millions  of  strange  shadows  on  you  tend  I 
Since  every  one  hath,  every  one,  one  shade, 
And  you,  but  one,  can  every  shadow  lend. 
Describe  Adonis,  and  the  counterfeit 
Is  poorly  imitated  after  you ; 
On  Helen's  cheek  all  art  of  beauty  set, 
And  you  in  Grecian  tires  are  painted  new : 
Speak  of  the  spring,  and  foison  of  the  year; 
The  one  doth  shadow  of  your  beauty  show. 
The  other  as  your  bounty  doth  appear ; 
And  you  in  every  blessed  shape  we  know. 
In  all  external  grace  you  have  some  part, 
But  you  like  none,  none  you,  for  constant  heart 
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LIV. 

O,  how  much  more  doth  beauty  beauteous  seem^ 

By  that  sweet  ornament  which  truth  doth  give ! 

The  rose  looks  fair,  but  fairer  we  it  deem 

For  that  sweet  odour  which  doth  in  it  live. 

The  canker-blooms  have  full  as  deep  a  dye 

As  the  perfumed  tincture  of  the  roses, 

Hang  on  such  thorns,  and  play  as  wantonly 

When  summer's  breath  their  masked  buds  discloses : 

But,  for  their  virtue  only  is  their  show, 

They  live  unwoo'd,  and  unrespected  fade ; 

Die  to  themselves.     Sweet  roses  do  not  so ; 

Of  their  sweet  deaths  are  sweetest  odours  made : 
And  so  of  you,  beauteous  and  lovely  youth, 
When  that  shall  vade,  by  verse  distils  your  truth* 

LV. 

Not  marble,  nor  the  gilded  monuments 

Of  princes,  shall  outlive  this  powerful  rhyme ; 

But  you  shall  shine  more  bright  in  these  contents 

Than  unswept  stone,  besmeared  with  sluttish  time. 

When  wasteful  war  shall  statues  overturn, 

And  broils  root  out  the  work  of  masonry. 

Nor  Mars  his  sword  nor  war's  quick  fire  shall  bum 

The  living  record  of  your  memory. 

'Gainst  death  and  all-oblivious  enmity 

Shall  you  pace  forth ;  your  praise  shall  still  find  rooQ>, 

Even  in  the  eyes  of  all  posterity 

That  wear  this  world  out  to  the  ending  doom. 

So,  till  the  judgment  that  yourself  arise. 

You  live  in  this,  and  dwell  in  lovers'  eyes.  *^ . 

LVI. 

Sweet  love,  renew  thy  force ;  be  it  not  said. 

Thy  edge  should  blunter  be  than  appetite. 

Which  but  to-day  by  feeding  is  alla/d. 

To-morrow  sharpen'd  in  his  former  might : 

So,  love,  be  thou ;  although  to-day  thou  fill 

Thy  hungry  eyes,  even  till  they  wink  with  fuUnesSi 

To-morrow  see  again,  and  do  not  kill 

The  spirit  of  love  with  a  perpetual  dullness. 

Let  this  sad  interim  like  the  ocean  be 

Which  parts  the  shore,  wliere  two  contracted  new 
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Come  daily  to  the  banks,  that,  when  they  see 
Return  of  love,  more  blest  may  be  the  view ; 
Or  call  it  winter,  which,  being  full  of  care. 
Makes  summer's  welcome  thrice  more  wish'd,  more  rare. 

LVII. 

Being  your  slave,  what  should  I  do  but  tend 
Upon  the  hours  and  times  of  your  desire ) 
I  have  no  precious  time  at  all  to  spend, 
Nor  services  to  do,  till  you  require. 
Nor  dare  I  chid^  the  world-without-end  hgur, 
Whilst  I,  ray  sovereign,  watch  the  clock  for  you, 
Nor  think  the  bitterness  of  absence  sour, 
AVhen  you  have  bid  your  servant  once  adieu ; 
Nor  dare  I  question  with  my  jealous  thought 
Where  you  may  be,  or  your  affairs  suppose. 
But,  like  a  sad  slave,  stay  and  think  of  naught. 
Save,  where  you  are,  how  happy  you  make  those. 
So  true  a  fool  is  love,  that  in  your  will. 
Though  you  do  anything,  he  thinks  no  ill 

LVIII. 

That  God  forbid,  that  made  me  first  your  slave, 

I  should  in  thought  control  your  times  of  pleasure. 

Or  at  your  hand  the  account  of  hours  to  crave, 

Being  your  vassal,  bound  to  stay  your  leisure ! 

O,  let  me  suffer,  being  at  your  beck. 

The  imprisoned  absence  of  your  liberty ; 

And  patience,  tame  to  sufferance,  bide  each  check, 

Without  accusing  you  of  injury. 

Be  where  you  list,  your  charter  is  so  strong. 

That  you  yourself  may  privilege  your  time 

To  what  you  will ;  to  you  it  doth  belong 

Yourself  to  pardon  of  self-doing  crime. 

I  am  to  wait,  though  waiting  so  be  hell ; 

Not  blame  your  pleasure,  be  it  ill  or  welL 

LIX. 

If  there  be  nothing  new,  but  that  which  is 
Hath  been  before,  how  are  our  brains  beguird^ 
Which,  labouring  for  invention,  bear  amiss 
The  second  burden  of  a  former  child ! 
O,  that  record  could  with  a  backward  look. 
Even  of  hyt  hundred  courses  of  the  sun. 
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Shove  me  your  image  in  some  antique  book. 

Since  mind  at  first  in  character  was  done ! 

That  I  might  see  what  the  old  world  could  say 

To  this  composM  wonder  of  your  frame ; 

Whether  we  are  mended,  or  whe'r  better  they, 

Or  whether  revolution  be  the  same. 
O,  sure  I  am,  the  wits  of  former  days 
To  subjects  worse  have  given  admiring  praise. 

LX. 

Like  as  the  waves  make  towards  the  pebbled  shore,  . 

So  do  our  minutes  hasten  to  their  end ; 

Each  changing  place  with  that  which  goes  before. 

In  sequent  toil  all  forwards  do  contend. 

Nativity,  once  in  the  main  of  light, 

Crawls  to  maturity,  wherewith  being  crown'd, 

Crooked  eclipses  'gainst  his  glory  fight. 

And  Time,  that  gave,  doth  now  his  gift  confound. 

Time  doth  transfix  the  flourish  set  on  youth. 

And  delves  the  parallels  in  beauty's  brow ; 

Feeds  on  the  rarities  of  nature's  truth, 

And  nothing  stands  but  for  his  scythe  to  mow : 

And  yet,  to  times  in  hope  my  verse  shall  stand, 

Praising  thy  worth,  despite  his  cruel  hand. 

Lxr. 

Is  it  thy  will  thy  image  should  keep  open 
My  heav)'  eyelids  to  the  weary  night  f 
Dost  thou  desire  my  slumbers  should  be  broken, 
Wliile  shadows,  like  to  thee,  do  mock  my  sight  1 
Is  it  thy  spirit  that  thou  send'st  from  thee 
So  far  from  home,  into  my  deeds  to  pry ; 
To  find  out  shames  and  idle  hours  in  me. 
The  scope  and  tenor  of  thy  jealousy  t 
O,  no !  thy  love,  though  much,  is  not  so  great : 
It  is  my  love  that  keeps  mine  eye  awake  ; 
Mine  own  true  love  that  doth  my  rest  defeat. 
To  play  the  watchman  ever  for  thy  sake : 

For  thee  watch  I,  whilst  thou  dost  wake  elsewhev^ 

From  me  far  off,  with  others  all  too  near. 

1 XII. 

Sin  of  self-love  possesseth  all  mine  eye, 
And  all  mv  soul,  and  all  my  every  part ; 
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And  for  this  sin  there  is  no  remedy. 
It  is  so  grounded  inward  in  my  heart. 
Methinks  no  face  so  gracious  is  as  mine, 
No  shape  so  true,  no  truth  of  such  account ; 
And  for  myself  mine  own  worth  do  define. 
As  I  all  other  in  all  worths  surmount 
But  when  my  glass  shows  me  myself  indeed, 
Beated  and  chopped  with  tann'd  antiquity, 
Mine  own  self-love  quite  contrary  I  read ; 
Self  so  self-loving  were  iniquity. 
'Tis  thee  (myself)  that  for  myself  I  praise, 
Painting  my  age  with  beauty  of  thy  days. 

LXIII. 

Against  my  love  sh^U  be,  as  I  am  now. 
With  Time's  injurious  hand  crush'd  and  o'erwom ; 
When  hours  have  drain'd  his  blood,  and  filled  his  brow 
With  lines  and  wrinkles ;  when  his  youthful  mom 
Hath  trayell'd  on  to  age's  steepy  night  y 
And  all  those  beauties,  whereof  now  he 's  king, 
Are  vanishing  or  vanish'd  out  of  sight, 
Stealing  away  the  treasure  of  his  spring ; 
For  such  a  time  do  I  now  fortify 
Against  confounding  age's  cruel  knife, 
That  he  shall  never  cut  from  memory 
My  sweet  love's  beauty,  though  my  lover's  life : 
His  beauty  shall  in  these  black  lines  be  seen. 
And  they  shall  live,  and  he  in  them  still  green. 

LXIV. 

When  I  have  seen  by  Time's  fell  hand  defac'd 
The  rich-proud  cost  of  outworn  buried  age ; 
When  sometime  lofty  towers  I  see  down-raz'd, 
And  brass  eternal,  slave  to  mortal  rage ; 
When  I  have  seen  the  hungry  ocean  gain 
Advantage  on  the  kingdom  of  the  shore, 
And  the  firm  soil  win  of  the  watery  main, 
Increasing  store  with  loss,  and  loss  with  store  j 
When  I  have  seen  such  interchange  of  state. 
Or  state  itself  confounded  to  decay ; 
Ruin  hath  taught  me  thus  to  ruminate, — 
That  Time  will  come  and  take  my  love  away. 
This  thought  is  as  a  death,  which  cannot  choose 
But  weep  to  have  that  which  k  feaxs  to  lose. 
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LXY. 

Since  brass,  nor  stone,  nor  earth,  nor  boundless  sea. 

But  sad  mortality  o'ersways  their  power, 

How  with  this  rage  shall  beauty  hold  a  plea, 

Whose  action  is  no  stronger  than  a  flower  ? 

O,  how  shall  summer's  honey  breath  hold  out 

Against  the  wreckful  siege  of  battering  days, 

When  rocks  impregnable  are  not  so  stout, 

Nor  gates  of  steel  so  strong,  but  Time  decajrs  t 

O  fearful  meditation !  where,  alack, 

Shall  Time's  best  jewel  from  Time's  chest  lie  hid  t 

Or  what  strong  hand  can  hold  his  swifl  foot  back! 

Or  who  his  spoil  of  beauty  can  forbid  ? 
O,  none,  unless  this  miracle  have  might, 
That  in  black  ink  my  love  may  still  shine  bright 

LXVI. 

Tir'd  with  all  these,  for  restful  death  I  cry, — 
As,  to  behold  desert  a  beggar  bom. 
And  needy  nothing  trimm'd  in  jollity. 
And  purest  faith  unhappily  forsworn. 
And  gilded  honour  shamefully  misplac'd, 
And  maiden  virtue  rudely  strumpeted. 
And  right  perfection  wrongfully  disgrac'd, 
And  strength  by  limping  sway  disabled, 
And  art  made  tongue-tied  by  authority, 
And  folly,  doctor-like,  controlling  skill. 
And  simple  truth  miscall'd  simplicity. 
And  captive  good  attending  captain  ill : — 

Tir'd  with  all  these,  from  these  would  I  be  gone. 

Save  that,  to  die,  I  leave  my  love  alone. 

LXVIL 

Ah,  wherefore  with  iirfection  should  he  live, 
And  with  his  presence  grace  impiety. 
That  sin  by  him  advantage  should  achieve, 
And  lace  itself  with  his  society  1 
Why  should  false  painting  imitate  his  cheek. 
And  steal  dead  seeing  of  his  living  hue ) 
Why  should  poor  beauty  indirectly  seek 
Roses  of  shadow,  since  his  rose  is  true  ? 
Why  should  he  live,  now  Nature  bankrupt  is, 
Beggar'd  of  blood  to  blush  through  lively  veins  t 
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For  canker  vice  the  sweetest  buds  doth  love, 

And  thou  presenfst  a  pure  unstainM  prime. 

Thou  hast  passed  by  the  ambush  of  young  days, 

Either  not  assail'd,  or  victor  being  charged ; 

Yet  this  thy  praise  cannot  be  so  thy  praise, 

To  tie  up  envy,  evermofe  enlarged  : 

If  some  suspect  of  ill  mask'd  not  thy  show, 

Then  thou  alone  kingdoms  of  hearts  shouldst  owe: 

LXXI. 

No  longer  mourn  for  me  when  I  am  dead, 
Than  you  shall  hear  the  surly  sullen  bell 
Give  warning  to  the  world  that  I  am  fled 
From  this  vile  world,  with  vilest  worms  to  dwell : 
Nay,  if  you  read  this  line,  remember  not 
The  hand  that  writ  it ;  for  I  love  you  so, 
That  I  in  your  sweet  thoughts  would  be  forgot, 
If  thinking  on  me  then  should  make  you  woe. 
O,  if,  I  say,  you  look  upon  this  verse. 
When  I  perhaps  compounded  am  with  clay. 
Do  not  so  much  as  my  poor  name  rehearse ; 
But  let  your  love  even  with  my  life  decay ; 

Lest  the  wise  world  should  look  into  your  moan. 

And  mock  you  with  me  after  I  am  gone. 

LXXII. 

O,  lest  the  world  should  task  you  to  recite 

What  merit  liv'd  in  nie,  that  you  should  love 

After  my  death, — dear  love,  forget  me  quite. 

For  you  in  me  can  nothing  worthy  prove ; 

Unless  you  would  devise  some  virtuous  lie, 

To  do  more  for  me  than  mine  own  desert, 

And  hang  more  praise  upon  deceased  I 

Than  niggard  truth  would  willingly  impart : 

O,  lest  your  true  love  may  seem  false  in  this. 

That  you  for  love  speak  well  of  me  untrue. 

My  name  be  buried  where  my  body  is. 

And  live  no  more  to  shame  nor  me  nor  you. 
For  I  am  sham'd  by  that  which  I  bring  forth, 
And  so  should  you,  to  love  things  nothing  woith. 

LXXIII. 

That  time  of  year  thou  mayst  in  me  behold 
When  yellow  leaves,  or  none,  or  few,  do  hang 
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LXXVI. 

Why  is  my  verse  so  barren  of  new  pride, 

So  far  from  variation  or  quick  change  ? 

Why,  with  the  time,  do  I  not  glance  aside 

To  new-found  methods  and  to  compounds  strange  ? 

Why  write  I  still  all  one,  ever  the  same. 

And  keep  invention  in  a  noted  weed, 

That  every  word  doth  almost  tell  my  name, 

Showing  their  birth,  and  where  they  did  proceed  I 

O,  know,  sweet  love,  I  always  write  of  you, 

And  you  and  love  are  still  my  argument ; 

So  all  my  best  is  dressing  old  words  new. 

Spending  again  what  is  already  spent : 

For  as  the  sun  is  daily  new  and  old, 

So  is  my  love  still  telling  what  is  told. 

LXXVII. 

Tny  glass  will  show  thee  how  thy  beauties  wear, 

Thy  dial  how  thy  precious  minutes  waste ; 

The  vacant  leaves  thy  mind's  imprint  will  bear, 

And  of  this  book  this  learning  mayst  thou  taste. 

The  wrinkles  which  thy  glass  will  truly  show, 

Of  mouthed  graves  will  give  thee  memory ; 

Thou  by  thy  dial's  shady  stealth  mayst  know 

Time's  thievish  progress  to  eternity. 

Look,  what  thy  memory  cannot  contain. 

Commit  to  these  waste  blanks,  and  thou  shalt  find. 

Those  children  nurs'd,  delivered  from  thy  brain, 

To  take  a  new  acquaintance  of  thy  mind. 
These  offices,  so  oft  as  thou  wilt  look. 
Shall  profit  thee,  and  much  enrich  thy  book. 

LXXVIII. 

So  oft  have  I  invok'd  thee  for  my  Muse, 

And  found  such  fair  assistance  in  my  verse. 

As  every  alien  pen  hath  got  my  use, 

And  under  thee  their  poesy  disperse. 

Thine  eyes,  that  taught  the  dumb  on  high  to  sing, 

And  heavy  ignorance  aloft  to  fiy. 

Have  added  feathers  to  the  leamM's  wing, 

And  given  grace  a  double  majesty. 

Yet  be  most  proud  of  that  which  I  compile. 

Whose  influence  is  thine,  and  bom  of  thee : 
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The  earth  can  yield  me  but  a  common  grave 

When  you  entombed  in  men's  eyes  shall  lie. 

Your  monument  shall  be  my  gentle  verse. 

Which  eyes  not  yet  created  shall  o'er-read ; 

And  tongues  to  be,  your  being  shall  rehearse, 

When  all  the  breathers  of  this  world  are  dead  ; 
You  still  shall  live  (such  virtue  hath  my  pen) 
Where  breath  most  breathes, — even  in  the  mouths  of  men. 

LXXXIl. 

I  grant  thou  wert  not  married  to  my  Muse, 

And  therefore  mayst  without  attaint  o'erlook 

The  dedicated  words  which  writers  use 

Of  their  fair  subject,  blessing  every  book. 

Thou  art  as  fair  in  knowledge  as  in  hue, 

Finding  thy  worth  a  limit  past  my  praise ; 

And  therefore  art  enforced  to  seek  anew 

Some  fresher  stamp  of  the  time-bettering  days. 

And  do  so,  love ;  yet  when  they  have  devis'd 

What  strainM  touches  rhetoric  can  lend, 

Thou,  truly  fair,  wert  truly  sympathised 

In  true  plain  words  by  thy  true-telling  friend ; 
And  their  gross  painting  might  be  better  us'd 
Where  cheeks  need  blood, — in  thee  it  is  abus'd. 

LXXXIII. 

I  never  saw  that  you  did  painting  need. 
And  therefore  to  your  fair  no  painting  set ; 
I  found,  or  thought  I  found,  you  did  exceed 
The  barren  tender  of  a  poet's  debt : 
And  therefore  have  I  slept  in  your  report, 
That  you  yourself,  being  extant,  well  might  show 
How  far  a  modem  quill  doth  come  too  short, 
Speaking  of  worth,  what  worth  in  you  doth  grpw. 
This  silence  for  my  sin  you  did  impute, 
Which  shall  be  most  my  glory,  being  dumb ; 
For  I  impair  not  beauty,  being  mute. 
When  others  would  give  life,  and  bring  a  tomb. 

There  lives  more  life  in  one  of  your  fair  eyes, 

Than  both  your  poets  can  in  praise  devise. 

LXXXIV. 

Who  is  It  that  says  most  ?  which  can  say  more 
Than  this  rich  praise, — that  you  alone  are  youl 
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LXXXVII. 

Farewell !  thou  art  too  dear  for  my  possessing, 

And  like  enough  thou  know'st  thy  estimate : 

The  charter  of  thy  worth  gives  thee  releasing ; 

My  bonds  in  thee  are  all  determinate. 

For  how  do  I  hold  thee  but  by  thy  granting] 

And  for  that  riches  where  is  my  deserving] 

The  cause  of  this  fair  gift  in  me  is  wanting, 

And  so  my  patent  back  again  is  swerving. 

Thyself  thou  gav'st,  thy  own  worth  then  not  knowing^ 

Or  me,  to  whom  thou  gav'st  it,  else  mistaking ; 

So  thy  great  gift,  upon  misprision  growing. 

Comes  home  again,  on  better  judgment  making. 
Thus  have  I  had  thee,  as  a  dream  doth  flatter, 
In  sleep  a  king,  but,  waking,  no  such  matter. 

LXXXVIII. 

When  thou  shalt  be  dispos'd  to  set  me  light, 

And  place  my  merit  in  the  eye  of  scorn, 

Upon  thy  side  against  myself  I  '11  fight. 

And  prove  thee  virtuous,  though  thou  art  forsworn. 

With  mine  own  weakness  being  best  acquainted, 

Upon  thy  part  I  can  set  down  a  story 

Of  faults  conceaFd,  wherein  I  am  attainted ; 

That  thou,  in  losing  me,  sh^t  win  much  glory : 

And  I  by  this  will  be  a  gainer  too ; 

For  bending  all  my  loving  thoughts  on  thee, 

The  injuries  that  to  myself  I  do. 

Doing  thee  vantage,  double-vantage  me. 
Such  is  my  love,  to  thee  I  so  belong, 
That  for  thy  right  myself  will  bear  all  wrong. 

LXXXIX. 

Say  that  thou  didst  forsake  me  for  some  fault 
And  I  will  comment  upon  that  offence : 
Speak  of  my  lameness,  and  I  straight  will  halt, 
Against  thy  reasons  making  no  defence. 
Thou  canst  not,  love,  disgrace  me  half  so  ill, 
To  set  a  form  upon  desirbd  change. 
As  I  '11  myself  disgrace :  knowing  thy  will, 
I  will  acquaintance  strangle,  and  look  strange ; 
Be  absent  from  thy  walks ;  and  in  my  tongue 
Thy  sweet-belovfed  name  no  more  shall  dwell, 
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Lest  I,  too  much  profane,  should  do  it  wrong. 
And  haply  of  our  old  acquaintance  telL 
For  thee,  against  myself  I  '11  vow  debate, 
For  I  must  ne'er  love  him  whom  thou  dost  hate. 

xc. 
Then  hate  me  when  thou  wilt ;  if  ever,  now  ; 
Now,  while  the  world  is  bent  my  deeds  to  cross. 
Join  with  the  spite  of  fortune,  make  me  bow. 
And  do  not  drop  in  for  an  after-loss : 
Ah,  do  not,  when  my  heart  hath  scap'd  this  sorrow. 
Come  in  the  rearward  of  a  conquered  woe ; 
Give  not  a  windy  night  a  rainy  morrow, 
To  linger  out  a  purposed  overthrow. 
If  thou  wilt  leave  me,  do  not  leave  me  last. 
When  other  petty  griefs  have  done  their  spite, 
But  in  the  onset  come :  so  shall  I  taste 
At  first  the  very  worst  of  fortune's  might ; 
And  other  strains  of  woe,  which  now  seem  woe, 
Compar'd  with  loss  of  thee  will  not  seem  so. 

xci. 
Some  glory  in  their  birth,  some  in  their  skill, 
Some  in  their  wealth,  some  in  their  body's  force  ; 
Some  in  their  garments,  though  new-fangled  ill ; 
Some  in  their  hawks  and  hounds,  some  in  their  horse ; 
And  every  humour  hath  his  adjunct  pleasure, 
Wherein  it  finds  a  joy  above  the  rest : 
But  these  particulars  are  not  my  measure ; 
All  these  I  better  in  one  general  best. 
Thy  love  is  better  than  high  birth  to  me, 
Richer  than  wealth,  prouder  than  garments*  cost. 
Of  more  delight  than  hawks  or  horses  be  ; 
And,  having  thee,  of  all  men's  pride  I  boast : 
Wretched  in  this  alone,  that  thou  mayst  take 
All  this  away,  and  me  most  wretched  make. 

XCII. 

But  do  thy  worst  to  steal  thyself  away, 
For  term  of  life  thou  a(t  assured  mine ; 
And  life  no  longer  than  thy  love  will  stay, 
For  it  depends  upon  that  love  of  thine. 
Then  need  I  not  to  fear  the  worst  of  wrongs. 
When  in  the  least  of  them  my  life  hath  end. 


SONNETS.  70s 

I  see  a  better  state  to  me  belongs 
Than  that  which  on  thy  humour  dbth  depend : 
Thou  canst  not  vex  me  with  inconstant  mind| 
Since  that  my  life  on  thy  revolt  doth  lie. 
O,  what  a  happy  title  do  I  find, 
Happy  to  have  thy  love,  happy  to  die  I 
But  what's  so  blessbd-fair  that  fears  no  blot  i 
Thou  mayst  be  false,  and  yet  I  know  it  not  : 

XCIII. 

So  shall  I  live,  supposing  thou  art  true. 

Like  a  deceived  husband ;  so  love's  face 

May  still  seem  love  to  me,  though  altered  new ; 

Thy  looks  with  me,  thy  heart  in  other  place : 

For  there  can  live  no  hatred  in  thine  eye. 

Therefore  in  that  I  cannot  know  thy  change. 

In  man/s  looks  the  false  heart's  history 

Is  writ  in  moods,  and  frowns,  and  wrinkles  strange ; 

But  heaven  in  thy  creation  did  decree 

That  in  thy  face  sweet  love  should  ever  dwell ; 

Whatever  thy  thoughts  or  thy  heart's  workings  be, 

Thy  looks  should  nothing  thence  but  sweetness  telL 

How  like  Eve's  apple  doth  thy  beauty  grow. 

If  thy  sweet  virtue  answer  not  thy  show  J 

xciv. 

They  that  have  power  to  hurt  and  will  do  none, 
That  do  not  do  the  thing  they  most  do  show, 
Who,  moving  others,  are  themselves  as  stone. 
Unmoved,  cold,  and  to  temptation  slow ; 
They  rightly  do  inherit  heaven's  graces, 
And  husband  nature's  riches  from  expense ; 
They  are  the  lords  and  honours  of  their  faces. 
Others  but  stewards  of  their  excellence. 
The  summer's  flower  is  to  the  summer  sweet, 
Though  to  itself  it  only  live  and  die ; 
But  if  that  flower  with  base  infection  meet, 
The  basest  weed  outbraves  his  dignity : 

For  sweetest  things  turn  sourest  by  their  deeds ; 

Lilies  that  fester  smell  far  worse  than  weeds. 

xcv. 

How  sweet  and  lovely  dost  thou  make  the  shame. 
Which,  like  a  canker  in  the  firagrant  rose, 
vou  IV,  2  Y 
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Doth  spot  the  beauty  of  thy  budding  names' 
O,  in  what  sweets  dost  thou  thy  sins  enclose  i 
That  tongue  that  teUs  the  story  of  thy  days, 
Making  lascivious  comments  on  thy  sport, 
Cannot  dispraioC  but  in  a  kind  of  praise ; 
Naming  thy  name  blesses  an  ill  report. 
O,  what  a  mansion  have  those  vices  got 
Which  for  their  habitation  chose  out  thee, 
Where  beauty's  veil  doth  cover  every  blot, 
And  all  things  turn  to  fair,  that  eyes  can  see ! 

Take  heed,  dear  heart,  of  this  large  privilege; 

The  hardest  knife  ill-us'd  doth  lose  his  edge. 

xcvi. 

Some  say,  thy  fault  is  youth,  some  wantonness : 
Some  say,  thy  grace  is  youth  and  gentle  sport ; 
Both  grace  and  faults  are  lov'd  of  more  and  less : 
Thou  uiak'st  faults  graces  that  to  thee  resort 
As  on  the  finger  of  a  throned  queen 
The  basest  jewel  will  be  well  esteem*d. 
So  are  those  errors  that  in  thee  are  seen 
To  truths  translated,  and  for  true  things  deem'A 
How  many  lambs  might  the  stem  wolf  betray, 
If  like  a  lamb  he  could  his  looks  translate ! 
How  many  gazers  mightst  thou  lead  away. 
If  thou  wouldst  use  the  strength  of  all  thy  state  I 
But  do  not  so ;  I  love  thee  in  such  sort. 
As,  thou  being  mine,  mine  is  thy  good  report 

XCVIL 

How  Hke  a  winter  hath  my  absence  been 
From  thee,  the  pleasure  of  the  fleeting  year ! 
What  freezings  have  I  felt,  what  dark  days  seen ! 
What  old  December's  bareness  everywhere ! 
And  yet  this  time  removed  was  summer's  time ; 
The  teeming  autumn,  big  with  rich  increase, 
Bearing  the  wanton  burden  of  the  prime, 
Like  widow'd  wombs  after  their  lords'  decease : 
Yet  this  abundant  issue  seem'd  to  me 
But  hope  of  orphans,  and  unfather'd  fruit ; 
For  summer  and  his  pleasures  wait  on  thee, 
And,  thou  away,  the  very  birds  are  mute ; 
Or,  if  they  sing,  'tis  with  so  dull  a  cheer. 
That  leaves  look  pale,  dreading  the  winter's  near. 
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XCVIIL 

From  you  have  I  been  absent  in  the  spring, 

When  proud-pied  April,  dress'd  in  all  his  trim, 

Hath  put  a  spirit  of  youth  in  everything, 

That  heavy  Saturn  laugh'd  and  leaped  with  him. 

Yet  nor  the  lays  of  birds,  nor  the  sweet  smell 

Of  different  flowers  in  odour  and  in  hue, 

Could  make  me  any  summer's  story  tell, 

Or  from  their  proud  lap  pluck  them  where  they  grew : 

Nor  did  I  wonder  at  the  lilies  white. 

Nor  praise  the  deep  vermilion  in  the  rose ; 

They  were  but  sweet,  but  figures  of  delight, 

Drawn  after  you, — ^you  pattern  of  all  those. 
Yet  seem'd  it  winter  still,  and,  you  away. 
As  with  your  shadow  I  with  these  did  play : 

xcix. 

The  forward  violet  thus  did  I  chide : — 
Sweet  thief,  whence  didst  thou  steal  thy  sweet  that  smells, 
If  not  from  my  love's  breath?    The  purple  pride, 
Which  on  thy  soft  cheek  for  complexion  dwells. 
In  my  love's  veins  thou  hast  too  grossly  dy'd. 
The  lily  I  condemned  for  thy  hand ; 
And  buds  of  marjoram  had  stoFn  thy  hair : 
The  roses  fearfully  on  thorns  did  stand, 
One  blushing  shame,  another  white  despair ; 
A  third,  nor  red  nor  white,  had  stol'n  of  both, 
And  to  his  robbery  had  annex'd  thy  breath ; 
But,  for  his  theft,  in  pride  of  all  his  growth 
A  vengeful  canker  eat  him  up  to  death. 
More  flowers  I  noted,  yet  I  none  could  see, 
But  sweet  or  colour  it  had  stol'n  from  thee. 

c 

Where  art  thou.  Muse,  that  thou  forgett'st  so  long 
To  speak  of  that  which  gives  thee  all  thy  might) 
Spend'st  thou  thy  fiiry  on  some  worthless  song. 
Darkening  thy  power  to  lend  base  subjects  light  t 
Return,  foigetful  Muse,  and  straight  redeem 
In  gentle  numbers  time  so  idly  spent ; 
Sing  to  the  ear  that  doth  thy  Lays  esteem. 
And  gives  thy  pen  both  skill  and  argument 
Rise,  resty  Muse,  my  love's  sweet  face  survey, 
Tf  Time  have  any  wrinkle  graven  there ; 
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If  any,  be  a  satire  to  decay, 

And  make  Time's  spoils  despised  everywhere. 

Give  my  love  fame  faster  than  Time  wastes  life ; 

So  thou  prevent'st  his  scythe  and  crooked  knife. 

CI. 

0  truant  Muse,  what  shall  be  thy  amends 
For  thy  neglect  of  truth  in  beauty  d/d  1 
Both  truth  and  beauty  on  my  love  depends ; 
So  dost  thou  too,  and  therein  dignified. 
Make  answer.  Muse :  wilt  thou  not  haply  say, 
"  Truth  needs  no  colour,  with  his  colour  fix^d ; 
Beauty  no  pencil,  beauty's  truth  to  lay ; 

But  best  is  best,  if  never  intermixed  1 " 
Because  he  needs  no  praise,  wilt  thou  be  dumb? 
Excuse  not  silence  so ;  for 't  lies  in  thee 
To  make  him  much  outlive  a  gilded  tomb. 
And  to  be  prais'd  of  ages  yet  to  be. 

Then  do  thy  office.  Muse ;  I  teach  thee  how 
To  make  him  seem  long  hence  as  he  shows  now. 

CII. 

My  love  is  strengthened,  though  more  weak  in  seeming  j 

1  love  not  less,  though  less  the  show  appear : 
That  love  is  merchandized,  whose  rich  esteeming 
The  owner's  tongue  doth  publish  everywhere. 
Our  love  was  new,  and  then  but  in  the  spring, 
When  I  was  wont  to  greet  it  with  my  lays ; 

As  Philomel  in  summer's  front  doth  sing. 
And  stops  her  pipe  in  growth  of  riper  days : 
Not  that  the  summer  is  less  pleasant  now 
Than  when  her  mournful  hymns  did  hush  the  night, 
But  that  wild  music  burdens  every  bough. 
And  sweets  grown  common  lose  their  dear  delight 
Therefore,  like  her,  I  sometime  hold  my  tongue. 
Because  I  would  not  dull  you  with  my  song. 

cm. 

Alack,  what  poverty  my  Muse  brings  forth, 
That  having  such  a  scope  to  show  her  pride. 
The  argument,  all  bare,  is  of  more  worth. 
Than  when  it  hath  my  added  praise  beside  I 
O,  blame  me  not,  if  I  no  more  can  write ! 
Look  in  your  glass,  and  there  appears  a  face 
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That  over-goes  my  blunt  invention  quite, 

Dulling  my  lines,  and  doing  me  disgrace. 

Were  it  not  sinful,  then,  striving  to  mend, 

To  mar  the  subject  that  before  was  welll 

For  to  no  other  pass  my  verses  tend. 

Than  of  your  graces  and  your  gifts  to  tell ; 

And  more,  much  more,  than  in  my  verse  can  sit, 
Your  own  glass  shows  you,  when  you  look  in  it 

CIV. 

To  me,  fair  friend,  you  never  can  be  old, 
For  as  you  were  when  first  your  eye  I  ey'd. 
Such  seems  your  beauty  still.     Three  winters'  cold 
Have  from  the  forests  shook  three  summers*  pride, 
Tliree  beauteous  springs  to  yellow  autumn  tum'd 
In  process  of  the  seasons  have  I  seen. 
Three  April  perfumes  in  three  hot  Junes  bum*d, 
Since  first  I  saw  you  fresh,  which  yet  are  green. 
Ah,  yet  doth  beauty,  like  a  dial-hand, 
Steal  from  his  figure,  and  no  pace  perceiv'd  ; 
So  your  sweet  hue,  which  methinks  still  doth  stand. 
Hath  motion,  and  mine  eye  may  be  deceived : 
For  fear  of  which,  hear  this,  thou  age  unbred, — 
Ere  you  were  bom,  was  beauty*s  summer  dead 

cv. 

Let  not  my  love  be  call'd  idolatry. 

Nor  my  belovM  as  an  idol  show, 

Since  all  alike  my  songs  and  praises  be 

To  one,  of  one,  still  such,  and  ever  so. 

Kind  is  my  love  to-day,  to-morrow  kind, 

Still  constant  in  a  wondrous  excellence ; 

Therefore  my  verse,  to  constancy  confined, 

One  thing  expressing,  leaves  out  difference. 

Fair,  kind,  and  true,  is  all  my  argument, — 

Fair,  kind,  and  true,  varying  to  other  words ; 

And  in  this  change  is  my  invention  spent. 

Three  themes  in  one,  which  wondrous  scope  affords. 
Fair,  kind,  and  true,  have  often  liv'd  alone, 
Which  three,  till  now,  never  kept  seat  in  one 

CVL 

When  in  the  chronicle  of  wasted  time 
I  see  descriptions  of  the  fairest  wights, 
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And  beauty  making  beautiful  old  rhyme. 

In  praise  of  ladies  dead,  and  lovely  knigbts ; 

Then  in  the  blazon  of  sweet  beauty's  best, 

Of  hand,  of  foot,  of  lip,  of  eye,  of  brow, 

I  see  their  antique  pen  would  have  expressed 

Even  such  a  beauty  as  you  master  now. 

So  all  their  praises  are  but  prophecies 

Of  this  our  time,  all  you  prefiguring ; 

And,  for  they  looked  but  with  divining  eyes. 

They  had  not  skill  enough  your  worth  to  sing : 
For  we,  which  now  behold  these  present  days, 
Have  eyes  to  wonder,  but  lack  tongues  to  praise 

evil. 

Not  mine  own  fears,  nor  the  prophetic  soul 
Of  the  wide  world  dreaming  on  things  to  come, 
Can  yet  the  lease  of  my  true  love  control. 
Supposed  as  forfeit  to  a  confin'd  doom. 
The  mortal  moon  hath  her  eclipse  endur'd. 
And  the  sad  augurs  mock  their  own  presage ; 
Incertainties  now  crown  themselves  assured, 
And  peace  proclaims  olives  of  endless  age. 
Now  with  the  drops  of  this  most  balmy  time 
My  love  looks  fresh,  and  death  to  me  subscribes, 
Since,  spite  of  him,  I  '11  live  in  this  poor  rhyme, 
While  he  insults  o'er  dull  and  speechless  tribes : 
And  thou  in  this  shalt  find  thy  monument, 
When  tyrants'  crests  and  tombs  of  brass  are  spent 

CVIII. 

What's  in  the  brain,  that  ink  may  character. 
Which  hath  not  figur'd  to  thee  my  true  spirit? 
What's  new  to  speak,  what  now  to  register. 
That  may  express  my  love,  or  thy  dear  merit ) 
Nothing,  sweet  boy ;  but  yet,  like  prayers  divine* 
I  must  each  day  say  o'er  the  very  same ; 
Counting  no  old  thing  old,  thou  mine,  I  thine. 
Even  as  when  first  I  hallow'd  thy  fair  name. 
So  that  eternal  love  in  love's  fresh  case 
Weighs  not  the  dust  and  injury  of  age. 
Nor  gives  to  necessary  wrinkles  place, 
But  makes  antiquity  for  aye  his  page ; 

Finding  the  first  conceit  of  love  there  bred. 
Where  time  and  outward  form  would  show  it  dead. 
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cix. 

O,  neve:  say  that  I  was  false  of  heart, 
Though  absence  seem*d  my  flame  to  qualify. 
As  easy  might  I  from  myself  depart, 
As  from  my  soul,  which  in  thy  breast  doth  lie: 
That  is  my  home  of  love :  if  I  have  rang'd, 
Like  him  that  travels,  I  return  again ; 
Just  to  the  time,  not  with  the  time  exchanged, — 
So  that  myself  bring  water  for  my  stain. 
Never  believe,  though  in  my  nature  reign'd 
All  frailties  that  besiege  all  kinds  of  blood. 
That  it  could  so  preposterously  be  stain'd, 
To  leave  for  nothing  all  thy  sum  of  good ; 

For  nothing  this  wide  universe  I  call, 

Save  thou,  my  rose ;  in  it  thou  art  my  aH 

ex. 

Alas,  'tis  true  I  have  gone  here  and  there, 

And  made  myself  a  motley  to  the  view, 

Gor'd  mine  own  thoughts,  sold  cheap  what  is  most  dear, 

Made  old  offences  of  affections  new ; 

Most  true  it  is,  that  I  have  look'd  on  truth 

Askance  and  strangely :  but,  by  all  above. 

These  blenches  gave  my  heart  another  youth. 

And  worse  essays  proved  thee  my  best  of  love. 

Now  all  is  done,  have  what  shall  have  no  end : 

Mine  appetite  I  never  more  will  grind 

On  newer  proo^  to  try  an  older  friend, 

A  god  in  love,  to  whom  I  am  confin'd. 

Then  give  me  welcome,  next  my  heaven  the  best. 
Even  to  thy  pure  and  most  most  loving  breast 

CXI. 

O,  for  my  sake  do  you  with  fortune  chide, 
The  guilty  goddess  of  my  harmful  deeds. 
That  did  not  better  for  my  life  provide. 
Than  public  means,  which  public  manners  breeds. 
Thence  comes  it  that  my  name  receives  a  brand ; 
And  almost  thence  my  nature  is  subdu'd 
To  what  it  works  in,  like  the  dyer's  hand  : 
Pity  me,  then,  and  wish  I  were  renewed ; 
Whilst,  like  a  willing  patient,  I  will  drink 
Potions  of  eisel  'gainst  my  strong  infection ; 
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No  bitterness  that  I  will  bitter  think, 
Nor  double  penance,  to  correct  correction. 
Pity  me,  then,  dear  friend,  and  I  assure  ye. 
Even  that  your  pity  is  enough  to  cure  me. 

CXII. 

Your  love  and  pity  doth  th'  impression  fill 
Which  vulgar  scandal  stamped  upon  my  brow ; 
For  what  care  I  who  calls  me  well  or  ill, 
So  you  o'ergreen  my  bad,  my  good  allow] 
You  are  my  all-the- world,  and  I  must  strive 
To  know  my  shames  and  praises  from  your  tongue  ^ 
None  else  to  me,  nor  I  to  none  alive. 
That  my  steeFd  sense  or  changes  right  or  wrong. 
In  so  profound  abysm  I  throw  all  care 
Of  other's  voices,  that  niy  adder's  sense 
To  critic  and  to  flatterer  stopped  are. 
Mark  how  with  my  neglect  I  do  dispense : — 
You  are  so  strongly  in  my  purpose  bred. 
That  all  the  world  besides  methinks  they  're  dead. 

CXIII. 

Since  I  left  you,  mine  eye  is  in  my  mind  j 
And  that  which  governs  me  to  go  about 
Doth  part  his  function,  and  is  partly  blind. 
Seems  seeing,  but  effectually  is  out ; 
For  it  no  form  delivers  to  the  heart 
Of  bird,  of  flower,  or  shape,  which  it  doth  latch : 
Of  his  quick  objects  hath  the  mind  no  part, 
Nor  his  own  vision  holds  what  it  doth  catch ; 
For  if  it  see  the  rud'st  or  gentlest  sight. 
The  most  sweet  favour,  or  deformed'st  creature, 
The  mountain  or  the  sea,  the  day  or  night, 
The  crow  or  dove,  it  shapes  them  to  your  feature  • 
Incapable  of  more,  replete  with  you. 
My  most  true  mind  thus  maketh  mine  untrue. 

cxiv. 
Or  whether  doth  my  mind,  being  crown'd  with  you, 
Drink  up  the  monarch's  plague,  this  flattery  ] 
Or  whether  shall  I  say,  mine  eye  saith  true, 
And  that  your  love  taught  it  this  alchemy. 
To  make  of  monsters  and  things  indigest 
Such  cherubins  as  your  sweet  self  resemble. 
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Cre&ting  every  bad  a  perfect  best, 

As  fast  as  objects  to  his  beams  assemble  1 

O,  'tis  the  first ;  'tis  flattery  in  my  seeing, 

And  my  great  mind  most  kingly  drinks  it  up : 

Mine  eye  well  knows  what  with  his  gust  is  'greeing, 

^d  to  his  palate  doth  prepare  the  cup : 
If  it  be  poison'd,  *tis  the  lesser  sin 
That  mine  eye  loves  it,  and  doth  first  begin. 

cxv. 

Those  lines  that  I  before  have  writ,  do  lie ; 
Even  those  that  said  I  could  not  love  you  dearer : 
Yet  then  my  judgment  knew  no  reason  why 
My  most  full  flame  should  afterwards  burn  clearer. 
But  reckoning  Time,  whose  million'd  accidents 
Creep  in  'twixt  vows,  and  change  decrees  of  kings, 
Tan  sacred  beauty,  blunt  the  sharpest  intents, 
Divert  strong  minds  to  the  course  of  altering  things ; 
Alas,  why,  fearing  of  Time's  tyranny. 
Might  I  not  then  say,  "  Now  I  love  you  best," 
When  I  was  certain  o*er  incertainty, 
Crowning  the  present,  doubting  of  the  rest? 
Love  is  a  babe ;  then  might  I  not  say  so. 
To  give  full  growth  to  that  which  still  doth  growf 

cxvi. 

Let  me  not  to  the  marriage  of  true  minds 

Admit  impediments.     Love  is  not  love 

Which  alters  when  it  alteration  finds. 

Or  bends  with  the  remover  to  remove : 

O,  no !  it  is  an  ever-fix^d  mark, 

That  looks  on  tempests,  and  is  never  shaken ; 

It  is  the  star  to  every  wandering  bark. 

Whose  worth 's  unknown,  although  his  height  be  takea 

Love 's  not  Time's  fool,  though  rosy  lips  and  cheeks 

Within  his  bending  sickle's  compass  come ; 

Love  alters  not  with  his  brief  hours  and  weeks, 

But  bears  it  out  even  to  the  edge  of  doom. 

If  this  be  error,  and  upon  me  prov'd, 

I  never  writ,  nor  no  man  ever  lov'd. 

CXVII. 

Accuse  me  thus : — that  I  have  scanted  all 
Wherein  I  should  your  great  deserts  repay ; 
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cxx. 

That  you  were  once  unkind  befriends  me  now, 
And  for  that  sorrow,  which  I  then  did  feel, 
Needs  must  I  under  my  transgression  bow. 
Unless  my  nerves  were  brass  or  hammer'd  steel 
For  if  you  were  by  my  unkindness  shaken, 
As  I  by  yours,  you  've  passed  a  hell  of  time ; 
And  I,  a  tyrant,  have  no  leisure  taken 
To  weigh  how  once  I  suffered  in  your  crime. 
O,  that  our  night  of  woe  might  have  remembered 
My  deepest  sense,  how  hard  true  sorrow  hits. 
And  soon  to  you,  as  you  to  me,  then  tendered 
The  hiunble  salve  which  wounded  bosoms  fits ! 

But  that  your  trespass  now  becomes  a  fee ; 

Mine  ransoms  yours,  and  yours  must  ransom  me. 

cxxi. 

Tis  better  to  be  vile  than  vile  esteem'd. 

When  not  to  be,  receives  reproach  of  being ; 

And  the  just  pleasure  lost,  which  is  so  deem'd 

Not  by  our  feeling,  but  by  others'  seeing : 

For  why  should  others'  false  adulterate  eye 

Give  salutation  to  my  sportive  blood  1 

Or  on  my  frailties  why  are  frailer  spies, 

\Vliich  in  their  wills  count  bad  what  I  think  good  ? 

No, — I  am  that  I  am ;  and  they  that  level 

At  my  abuses,  reckon  up  their  own : 

I  may  be  straight,  though  they  themselves  be  bevel ; 

By  their  rank  thoughts  my  deeds  must  not  be  shown ; 
Unless  this  general  evil  they  maintain, — 
All  men  are  bad,  and  in  their  badness  reiga 

CXXII. 

Thy  gift,  thy  tables,  are  within  my  brain 
Full  charactered  with  lasting  memory. 
Which  shall  above  that  idle  rank  remain. 
Beyond  all  date,  even  to  eternity : 
Or,  at  the  least,  so  long  as  brain  and  heart 
Have  faculty  by  nature  to  subsist ; 
Till  each  to  raz'd  oblivion  yield  his  part 
Of  thee,  thy  record  never  can  be  miss'd. 
That  poor  retention  could  not  so  much  hold, 
Nor  need  I  tallies  thy  dear  love  to  score  -, 
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For  compound  sweet  foregoing  simple  savour. 
Pitiful  thrivers,  in  their  ga/.mg  spent) 
No,  let  me  be  obsequious  in  thy  heart, 
And  take  thou  my  oblation,  poor  but  free. 
Which  is  not  mix'd  with  seconds,  knows  no  art, 
But  mutual  render,  only  me  for  thee. 

Hence,  thou  subom'd  informer !  a  true  soul, 
When  most  impeached,  stands  least  in  thy  control 

cxxvi. 

O  thou,  my  lovely  boy,  who  in  thy  power 
Dost  hold  Time's  fickle  glass,  his  sickle,  hour ; 
Who  hast  by  waning  grown,  and  therein  showst 
Thy  lovers  withering,  as  thy  sweet  self  grow'st ; 
If  Nature,  sovereign  mistress  over  wrack, 
As  thou  goest  onwards,  still  will  pluck  thee  back. 
She  keeps  thee  to  this  purpose,  that  her  skill 
May  time  disgrace,  and  wretched  minutes  kill. 
Yet  fear  her,  O  thou  minion  of  her  pleasure ! 
She  may  detain,  but  not  still  keep,  her  treasure : 
Her  audit,  though  dela/d,  answer'd  must  be, 
And  her  quietus  is  to  render  thee. 

CXXVII. 

In  the  old  age  black  was  not  counted  fair, 
Or  if  it  were,  it  bore  not  beauty's  name ; 
But  now  is  black  beauty's  successive  heir. 
And  beauty  slandered  with  a  bastard  shame : 
For  since  each  hand  hath  put  on  nature's  power, 
Fairing  tlie  foul  with  art's  false  borrow'd  face. 
Sweet  beauty  hath  no  name,  no  holy  bower. 
But  is  profan'd,  if  not  lives  in  disgrace. 
Therefore  my  mistress'  eyes  are  raven  black ; 
Her  eyes  so  suited,  as  they  mourners  seem 
At  such,  who,  not  bom  fair,  no  beauty  lack, 
Slandering  creation  with  a  false  esteem : 
Yet  so  they  mourn,  becoming  of  their  woe, 
That  every  tongue  says,  beauty  should  look  so. 

CXXVIII. 

How  oft,  when  thou,  my  music,  music  pla/st, 
Upon  that  blessed  wood  whose  motion  sounds 
With  thy  sweet  fingers,  when  thou  gently  swa/st 
The  wiry  concord  that  mine  ear  confounds, 


7i7 


SONNETS.  719 

For  well  thou  know'st  to  my  dear  doting  heart 

Thou  art  the  fairest  and  most  precious  jewel 

Yet,  in  good  faith,  some  say  that  thee  behold, 

Thy  face  hath  not  the  power  to  make  love  groan : 

To  say  they  err,  I  dare  not  be  so  bold, 

Although  I  swear  it  to  myself  alone. 

And,  to  be  sure  that  is  not  false  I  swear, 

A  thousand  groans,  but  thinking  on  thy  face. 

One  on  another's  neck,  do  witness  bear 

Thy  black  is  fairest  in  my  judgment's  place. 
In  nothing  art  thou  black,  save  in  thy  deeds, 
And  thence  this  slander,  as  I  think,  proceeds. 

CXXXII. 

Thuie  eyes  I  love,  and  they,  as  pitying  me. 

Knowing  thy  heart  torments  me  with  disdain, 

Have  put  on  black,  and  loving  mourners  be, 

Looking  with  pretty  ruth  upon  my  pain. 

And  truly  not  the  morning  sun  of  heaven  1 

Better  becomes  the  grey  cheeks  of  the  east, 

Nor  that  full  star  that  ushers  in  the  even 

Doth  half  that  glory  to  the  sober  west, 

As  those  two  mourning  eyes  become  thy  face : 

Of  let  it,  then,  as  well  beseem  thy  heart 

To  mourn  for  me,  since  mourning  doth  thee  gnkCt, 

And  suit  thy  pity  like  in  every  part 

Then  will  I  swear  beauty  herself  is  black, 
And  all  they  foul  that  thy  complexion  lack. 

CXXXIII. 

Beshrew  that  heart  that  makes  ray  heart  to  groan 
For  that  deep  wound  it  gives  my  friend  and  me  I 
Is 't  not  enough  to  torture  me  alone. 
But  slave  to  slavery  my  sweet'st  friend  must  be? 
Me  from  myself  thy  cruel  eye  hath  taken. 
And  my  next  self  thou  harder  hast  engrossed : 
Of  him,  myself,  and  thee,  I  am  forsaken  ; 
A  torment  thrice  three-fold  thus  to  be  crossed. 
Prison  my  heart  in  thy  steel  bosom's  ward. 
But  then  my  friend's  heart  let  my  poor  heart  bail ; 
Who  e'er  keeps  me,  let  my  heart  be  his  guard ; 
Thou  canst  not  then  use  rigour  in  my  gaol : 

And  yet  thou  wilt ;  for  I,  being  pent  in  thec^ 

Perforce  am  tliine,  and  all  that  is  in  me. 
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CXXXIV. 

bo,  now  I  have  confessed  that  he  is  thiue, 
And  I  myself  am  mortgaged  to  thy  will, 
Myself  I  '11  forfeit,  so  that  other  mine 
Thou  wilt  restore,  to  be  my  comfort  still  : 
But  thou  wilt  not,  nor  he  will  not  be  free, 
For  thou  art  covetous,  and  he  is  kind ; 
He  leam'd  but,  surety-like,  to  write  for  me. 
Under  that  bond  that  him  as  fast  doth  bind. 
The  statute  of  thy  beauty  thou  wilt  take. 
Thou  usurer,  that  putt'st  forth  all  to  use. 
And  sue  a  friend,  came  debtor  for  my  sake ; 
So  him  I  lose  through  my  unkind  abuse. 

Him  have  I  lost ;  thou  hast  both  him  and  me : 
He  pays  the  whole,  and  yet  am  I  not  free. 

cxxxv. 

Whoever  hath  her  wish,  thou  hast  thy  WiH^ 
And  Will  to  boot,  and  Will  in  over-plus ; 
More  than  enough  am  I  that  vex  thee  still, 
To  thy  sweet  will  making  addition  thus. 
Wilt  thou,  whose  will  is  large  and  spacious. 
Not  once  vouchsafe  to  hide  my  will  in  thine  1 
Shall  will  in  others  seem  right  gracious, 
And  in  my  will  no  fair  acceptance  shine  ? 
The  sea,  all  water,  yet  receives  rain  still. 
And  in  abundance  addeth  to  his  store ; 
So  thou,  being  rich  in  Will,  add  to  thy  Will 
One  will  of  mine,  to  make  thy  large  Will  more. 

Let  no  unkind,  no  fair  beseechers  kill ; 

Thmk  all  but  one,  and  me  in  that  one  Wili, 

cxxxvi. 

If  thy  soul  check  thee  that  I  come  so  near, 
Swear  to  thy  blind  soul  that  I  was  thy  Willj 
And  will,  thy  soul  knows,  is  admitted  there ; 
Thus  far  for  love,  my  love-suit,  sweet,  fulfil 
Will  will  fulfil  the  treasure  of  thy  love. 
Ay,  fill  it  full  with  wills,  and  my  will  one. 
In  things  of  great  receipt  with  ease  we  prove, 
Among  a  number  one  is  reckoned  none : 
Then  in  the  number  let  me  pass  untold. 
Though  in  thy  stores'  account  I  one  must  be ; 
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For  nothing  hold  me,  so  it  please  thee  hold 
That  nothing  me,  a  something  sweet  to  thee : 
Make  but  my  name  thy  love,  and  love  that  still, 
And  then  thou  lov'st  me, — for  my  name  is  WiiL 

CXXXVII. 

Thou  blind  fool.  Love,  what  dost  thou  to  mine  eyes, 

That  they  behold,  and  see  not  what  they  see? 

They  know  what  beauty  is,  see  where  it  lies. 

Yet  what  the  best  is,  t^e  the  worst  to  be. 

If  eyes,  corrupt  by  over-partial  looks. 

Be  anchored  in  the  bay  where  all  men  ride. 

Why  of  eyes'  falsehood  hast  thou  forged  hooks, 

Whereto  the  judgment  of  my  heart  is  tied  ? 

Why  should  my  heart  think  that  a  several  plot, 

Which  my  heart  knows  the  wide  world's  common  place ! 

Or  mine  eyes,  seeing  this,  say  this  is  not. 

To  put  fair  truth  upon  so  foul  a  face  ? 

In  things  right  true  my  heart  and  eyes  have  err'd. 
And  to  this  false  plague  are  they  now  transferred. 

CXXXVIII. 

When  my  love  swears  that  she  is  made  of  truth, 
I  do  believe  her,  though  I  know  she  lies. 
That  she  might  think  me  some  untutored  youth, 
UnleamM  in  the  world's  false  subtleties. 
Thus  vainly  thinking  that  she  thinks  me  young, 
Although  she  knows  my  days  are  past  the  best, 
Simply  I  credit  her  false-speaking  tongue : 
On  both  sides  thus  is  simple  truth  supprest 
But  wherefore  says  she  not  she  is  unjust  % 
And  wherefore  say  not  I  that  I  am  old  ? 
O,  love's  best  habit  is  in  seeming  trust. 
And  age  in  love  loves  not  to  have  years  told  : 
Therefore  I  lie  with  her,  and  she  with  me, 
And  in  our  faults  by  lies  we  flattefd  be. 

CXXXIX. 

O,  call  not  me  to  justify  the  wrong 
That  thy  unkindness  lays  upon  my  heart ; 
Wound  me  not  with  thine  eye,  but  with  thy  tongue  \ 
Use  power  with  power,  and  slay  me  not  by  art 
Tell  me  thou  los'st  elsewhere ;  but  in  my  sight, 
Dear  heart,  forbear  to  glance  thine  eye  aside  : 

VOL.  IV.  2  2 
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What  need'st  thou  wound  with  cunning,  when  thy  might 
Is  more  than  my  o'erpress'd  defence  can  'bide? 
Let  me  excuse  thee :  ah,  my  love  well  knows 
Her  pretty  looks  haTe  been  mine  enemies ; 
And  therefore  from  my  face  she  turns  my  foes, 
That  they  elsewhere  might  dart  their  injuries  : 
Yet  do  not  so ;  but  since  I  am  near  slain, 
Kill  me  outright  with  looks,  and  rid  my  pain. 

CXL. 

Be  wise  as  thou  art  cruel ;  do  not  press 
My  tongue-tied  patience  with  too  much  disdain ; 
Lest  sorrow  lend  me  words,  and  words  express 
The  manner  of  my  pity-wanting  pain. 
If  I  might  teach  thee  wit,  better  it  were, 
Though  not  to  love,  yet,  love,  to  tell  me  so  ; — 
As  testy  sick  men,  when  their  deaths  be  near. 
No  news  but  health  from  their  physicians  know  ^— 
For,  if  I  should  despair,  I  should  grow  mad. 
And  in  my  madness  might  speak  ill  of  thee : 
Now  this  ill-wresting  world  is  grown  so  bad. 
Mad  slanderers  by  mad  ears  believed  be. 

That  I  may  not  be  so,  nor  thou  belied. 

Bear  thine  eyes  straight,  though  thy  proud  heart  go  wide. 

CXLU 

In  faith,  I  do  not  love  thee  with  mine  eyes, 
For  they  in  thee  a  thousand  errors  note ; 
But  'tis  my  heart  that  loves  what  they  despise. 
Who,  in  despite  of  view,  is  pleas'd  to  dote ; 
Nor  are  mine  ears  with  thy  tongue's  tune  delighted 
Nor  tender  feeling,  to  base  touches  prone. 
Nor  taste,  nor  smell,  desire  to  be  invited 
To  any  sensual  feast  with  thee  alone : 
But  my  five  wits,  nor  my  five  senses  can 
Dissuade  one  foolish  heart  from  serving  thee. 
Who  leaves  unswa/d  the  likeness  of  a  man, 
Thy  proud  heart's  slave  and  vassal  wretch  to  be 
Only  my  plague  thus  far  I  count  my  gain, 
That  she  that  makes  me  sin,  awards  me  paia 

CXLII. 

Love  is  my  sin,  and  thy  dear  virtue  hate. 
Hate  of  my  sin,  grounded  on  sinful  loving 
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O,  but  with  mine  compare  thou  thine  own  state. 
And  thou  shalt  find  it  merits  not  reproving ; 
Or,  if  it  do,  n^t  from  those  lips  of  thine, 
That  have  profan'd  their  scarlet  ornaments, 
And  seal'd  false  bonds  of  love  as  oil  as  mine, 
Robb'd  others'  beds'  revenues  of  their  rents. 
Be  it  lawful  I  love  thee,  as  thou  lov'st  those 
Whom  thine  eyes  woo  as  mine  impdrtune  thee : 
Root  pity  in  thy  heart,  that,  when  it  grows, 
Thy  pity  may  deserve  to  pitied  be. 

If  thou  dost  seek  to  have  what  thou  dost  hide, 

By  self-example  mayst  thou  be  denied ! 

CXLIII. 

Lo,  as  a  careful  housewife  runs  to  catch 
One  of  her  feather'd  creatures  broke  away. 
Sets  down  her  babe,  and  makes  all  swift  despatch 
In  pdrsuit  of  the  thing  she  would  have  stay ; 
Whilst  her  neglected  child  holds  her  in  chase, 
Cries  to  catch  her  whose  busy  care  is  bent 
To  follow  that  which  flies  before  her  face. 
Not  pnzing  her  poor  infant's  discontent : 
So  runn'st  thbu  after  that  which  flies  from  thee, 
Whilst  I  thy  babe  chase  thee  afar  behind ; 
But  if  thou  catch  thy  hope,  turn  back  to  me, 
And  play  the  mother's  part,  kiss  me,  be  kind : 

So  will  I  pray  that  thou  mayst  have  thy  Wiil^ 

If  thou  turn  back,  and  my  loud  crying  stilL 

CXLIV. 

Two  ioves  I  have  of  comfort  and  despair, 
Which  like  two  spirits  do  suggest  me  still  : 
The  better  angel  is  a  man  right  fair, 
The  worser  spmt  a  woman  colour'd  ilL 
To  win  me  soon  to  hell,  my  female  evil 
Tempteth  my  better  angel  firom  my  side. 
And  would  corrupt  my  saint  to  be  a  devil, 
Wooing  his  purity  with  her  foul  pride. 
And  whether  that  my  angel  be  tum'd  fiend, 
Suspect  I  may,  yet  not  directly  tell ; 
But  being  both  from  me,  both  to  each  friend, 
I  guess  one  angel  in  another's  hell : 

Yet  this  shall  I  ne'er  know,  but  live  in  doubt. 

Till  my  bad  angel  fire  my  good  one  out 


That  follow'd  it  as  gentle  day 
Doth  follow  night,  who,  like  a  fiend, 
From  heaven  to  hell  is  flown  away ; 

"  I  hate,"  from  hate  away  she  threw. 

And  sav'd  my  life,  saying — "  not  you." 

CXLVI. 

Poor  soul,  the  centre  of  my  sinful  earth, 
Fool'd  by  these  rebel  powers  that  thee  array. 
Why  dost  thou  pine  within,  and  sufifer  deaitli. 
Painting  thy  outward  walls  so  costly  gayl 
Why  so  large  cost,  having  so  short  a  lease, 
Dost  thou  upon  thy  fading  mansion  spend  1 
Shall  worms,  inheritors  of  this  excess, 
Eat  up  thy  charge  J    Is  this  thy  body's  end! 
Then,  soul,  live  thou  upon  thy  servant's  loss, 
And  let  that  pine  to  aggravate  thy  store ; 
Buy  terms  divine  in  selling  hours  of  dross ; 
Within  be  fed,  without  be  rich  no  more : 

So  shalt  thou  feed  on  Death,  that  feeds  on  mtn. 
And,  Death  once  dead,  there 's  no  more  dying  tliav 

CXLVII. 

My  love  is  as  a  fever,  longing  still 

For  that  which  longer  nurseth  the  disease ; 

Feeding  on  that  which  doth  preserve  the  ill, 
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My  thoughts  and  my  discourse  as  mad  men's  are, 
At  random  from  the  truth  vainly  expressed ; 

For  I  nave  sworn  thee  fair,  and  thought  thee  bright. 

Who  art  as  black  as  hell,  as  dark  as  night 

CXLVIII. 

O  me,  what  eyes  hath  Love  put  in  my  head. 

Which  have  no  correspondence  with  true  sight  I 

Or,  if  they  have,  where  is  my  judgment  fled, 

That  censures  falsely  what  they  see  aright  ? 

If  that  be  fair  whereon  my  false  eyes  dote> 

\\Tiat  means  the  world  to  say  it  is  not  so  1 

If  it  be  not,  then  love  doth  well  denote 

Love's  eye  is  not  so  true  as  all  men's :  no. 

How  can  it?    O,  how  can  Love's  eye  be  true, 

That  is  so  vex'd  with  watching  and  with  tears  I 

No  marvel,  then,  though  I  mistake  my  view ; 

The  sun  itself  sees  not,  till  heaven  clears. 

O  cunning  Love !  with  tears  thou  keep'st  me  blind. 
Lest  eyes  well-seeing  thy  foul  faults  should  find. 

CXLIX. 

Canst  thou,  O  cruel !  say  I  love  thee  not, 
When  I,  against  myself,  with  thee  partake  t 
Do  I  not  think  on  thee,  when  I  forgot 
Am  of  myself,  all  tyrant,  for  thy  sake  t 
Who  hateth  thee  that  I  do  call  my  friend  ? 
On  whom  frown'st  thou  that  I  do  fawn  upon  t 
Nay,  if  thou  low'rst  on  me,  do  1  not  spend 
Revenge  upon  myself  with  present  moan  1 
What  merit  do  I  in  myself  respect. 
That  is  so  proud  thy  service  to  despise, 
When  all  my  best  doth  worship  thy  defect, 
Commanded  by  the  motion  of  thine  eyes  1 

But,  love,  hate  on,  for  now  I  know  thy  mind; 

Those  that  can  see  thou  lov'st,  and  I  am  blind. 

CL. 

O,  from  what  power  hast  thou  this  powerful  might. 

With  insufficiency  my  heart  to  sway  ? 

To  make  me  give  the  lie  to  my  true  sight, 

And  swear  that  brightness  doth  not  grace  the  day  1 

Whence  hast  thou  this  becoming  of  things  ill, 

'T'hat  in  the  very  refuse  of  thy  deeds 
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And  his  love-kindling  fire  did  quickly  steep 

In  a  cold  valley-fountain  of  that  ground ; 

Which  borrowed  from  this  holy  fire  of  Love 

A  dateless  lively  heat,  still  to  endure, 

And  grew  a  seething  bath,  which  yet  men  prove 

Against  strange  maladies  a  sovereign  cure. 

But  at  my  mistress'  eye  Love's  brand  new-fir'd, 

The  boy  for  trial  needs  would  touch  my  breast ; 

I,  sick  withal,  the  help  of  bath  desifd, 

And  thither  hied,  a  sad  distempered  guest, 
But  found  no  cure :  the  bath  for  my  help  lies 
Where  Ci^id  got  new  fire, — my  mistress'  eye*. 

• 

CLIV. 

The  little  Love-god,  lying  once  asleep. 

Laid  by  his  side  his  heart-infiaming  brand. 

Whilst  many  nymphs  that  vow'd  chaste  life  to  keep 

Came  tripping  by ;  but  in  her  maiden  hand 

The  Purest  votary  took  up  that  fire 

Which  many  legions  of  true  hearts  had  warm'd ; 

And  so  the  general  of  hot  desire 

Was,  sleeping,  by  a  virgin  hand  disarm'd. 

This  branch  she  quenchM  in  a  cool  well  by, 

Which  from  Love's  fire  took  heat  perpetual. 

Growing  a  bath  and  healthfiil  remedy 

For  men  diseas'd ;  but  I,  my  mistress'  thrall. 
Came  there  for  cure,  and  this  by  that  I  proves 
Love's  lire  heats  water,  water  cools  not  lova 
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I. 

From  off  a  hill  whose  concave  womb  re-worded 
A  plaintfiil  story  from  a  sistering  vale, 
My  spirits  to  attend  this  double  voice  accorded, 
And  down  I  laid  to  list  the  sad-tun'd  tale : 
Ere  long  espied  a  fickle  maid  full  pale, 
Tearing  of  papers,  breaking  rings  a-twain, 
Storming  her  world  with  sorrow's  wind  and  rain. 

2. 

Upon  her  head  a  platted  hive  of  straw, 

Which  fortified  her  visage  from  the  sun. 

Whereon  the  thought  might  think  sometime  it  saw 

The  carcase  of  a  beauty  spent  and  done : 

Time  had  not  scythM  all  that  youth  begun, 

Nor  youth  all  quit ;  but,  spite  of  Heaven's  fell  rage, 

^me  beauty  peep'd  through  lattice  of  sear'd  age. 

3- 
Oft  did  she  heave  her  napkin  to  her  eyne, 
Which  on  it  had  conceited  characters. 
Laundering  the  silken  figures  in  the  brine 
That  seasoned  woe  had  pelleted  in  tears, 
And  often  reading  what  contents  it  bears ; 
As  often  shrieking  undistinguished  woe, 
in  clamours  of  all  size,  both  high  and  low. 

Sometimes  her  levell'd  eyes  their  carriage  ride^ 
As  they  did  battery  to  the  spheres  intend ; 
Sometime,  diverted,  their  poor  balls  are  tied 
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And,  privileged  by  age,  desires  to  know 

In  brief  the  grounds  and  motives  of  her  woe. 

10. 
So  slides  he  down  upon  his  grainM  bat, 
And  comely-distant  sits  he  by  her  side ; 
When  he  again  desires  her,  being  sat, 
Her  grievance  with  his  hearing  to  divide : 
If  that  from  him  there  may  be  aught  applied 
Which  may  her  suffering  ecstasy  assuage, 
'Tis  promised  in  the  charity  of  age. 

II. 
••Father,"  she  says,  "though  in  me  you  behold 
The  injury  of  many  a  blasting  hour, 
Let  it  not  tell  your  judgment  I  am  old ; 
Not  age,  but  sorrow,  over  me  hath  power: 
X  might  as  yet  have  been  a  spreading  flower, 
Fresh  to  myself,  if  I  had  self-applied 
Love  to  myself,  and  to  no  love  beside. 

12. 
"  But,  woe  is  me !  too  early  I  attended 
A  youthful  suit  (it  was  to  gain  my  grace) 
Of  one  by  nature's  outwards  so  commended, 
That  maidens'  eyes  stuck  over  all  his  face : 
Love  lack'd  a  dwelling,  and  made  him  her  place; 
And  when  in  his  fair  parts  she  did  abide, 
She  was  new  lodg'd,  and  newly  deified. 

"  His  browny  locks  did  hang  in  crooked  curls; 
And  every  light  occasion  of  the  wind' 
Upon  his  lips  their  silken  parcels  hurls. 
What 's  sweet  to  do,  to  do  will  aptly  find : 
Each  eye  that  saw  him  did  enchant  the  mind ; 
For  on  his  visage  was  in  little  drawn, 
What  largeness  thinks  in  paradise  was  sawn. 

14. 
"  Small  show  of  man  was  yet  upon  his  chin ; 
His  phoenix  down  began  but  to  appear. 
Like  unshorn  velvet,  on  that  termless  skin, 
Whose  bear  out-bragg'd  the  web  it  seem'd  to  wear: 
Yet  show'd  his  visage  by  that  cost  more  dear ; 
And  nice  affections  wavering  stood  in  doubt 
If  best  were  as  it  was,  or  best  without 
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"  Many  there  were  that  did  his  picture  get, 

To  serve  their  eyes,  and  in  it  put  their  mind ; 

Like  fools  that  in  the  imagination  set 

The  goodly  objects  which  abroad  they  find 

Of  lands  and  mansions,  theirs  in  thought  assigned ; 

And  labouring  in  more  pleasures  to  bestow  them, 

Than  the  true  gouty  landlord  which  doth  owe  them  : 

21. 

"  So  many  have,  that  never  touched  his  hand, 
Sweetly  supposed  them  mistress  of  his  heart 
My  woful  self,  that  did  in  freedom  stand, 
And  was  my  own  fee-simple,  (not  in  part,) 
What  with  his  art  in  youth,  and  youth  in  art. 
Threw  my  affections  in  his  charmed  power, 
Reserv'd  the  stalk,  and  gave  him  all  my  flower. 

22. 

"  Yet  did  I  not,  as  some  my  equab.did. 

Demand  of  him,  nor,  being  desirM,  yielded ; 

Finding  myself  in  honour  so  forbid, 

With  safest  distance  I  mine  honour  shielded  : 

Experience  for  me  many  bulwarks  builded 

Of  proofs  new-bleeding,  which  remained  the  foil 

Of  this  false  jewel,  and  his  amorous  spoil 

23- 
"  But,  ah,  who  ever  shunn'd  by  precedent 
The  destin'd  ill  she  must  herself  assay  ? 
Or  forc'd  examples,  'gainst  her  own  content, 
To  put  the  by-pass*d  perils  in  her  way? 
Counsel  may  stop  a  while  what  will  not  stay ; 
For  when  we  rage,  advice  is  often  seen 
By  blunting  us  to  make  our  wits  more  keen. 

24. 
"  Nor  gives  it  satisfaction  to  our  blood, 
That  we  must  curb  it  upon  others'  proof; 
To  be  forbid  the  sweets  that  seem  so  good, 
For  fear  of  harms  that  preach  in  our  behoof. 
O  appetite,  from  judgment  stand  aloof! 
The  one  a  palate  hath  that  needs  will  taste, 
Though  reason  weep,  and  cry,  *  It  is  thy  last' 
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25- 

"  For  farther  I  could  say,  *  This  man's  untrue/ 
And  knew  the  patterns  of  his  foul  beguiling ; 
Heard  where  his  plants  in  others'  orchards  grew, 
Saw  how  deceits  were  gilded  in  his  smiling ; 
Knew  vows  were  ever  brokers  to  defiling ; 
Thought  characters  and  words  merely  but  art, 
And  bastards  of  his  foul  adulterate  heart 

^  26. 

"  And  long  upon  these  terms  I  held  my  city, 
Till  thus  he  'gan  besiege  me :  *  Gentle  maid, 
Have  of  my  suffering  youth  some  feeling  pity. 
And  be  not  of  my  holy  vows  afiraid : 
That 's  to  you  sworn,  to  none  was  ever  said ; 
For  feasts  of  love  I  have  been  call'd  unto. 
Till  now  did  ne'er  invite,  nor  never  woa 

27. 

"  *  All  my  offences  that  abroad  you  see 

Are  errors  of  the  blood,  none  of  the  mind ; 

Love  made  them  not :  with  acture  they  may  be, 

\Vhere  neither  party  is  nor  true  nor  kind : 

They  sought  their  shame  that  so  their  shame  did  find ; 

And  so  much  less  of  shame  in  me  remains, 

By  how  much  of  me  their  reproach  contains. 

28. 

"  *  Among  the  many  that  mine  eyes  have  seen. 

Not  one  whose  flame  my  heart  so  much  as  wami*d, 

Or  my  affection  put  to  the  smallest  teen. 

Or  any  of  my  leisures  ever  charm'd : 

Harm  have  I  done  to  them,  but  ne'er  was  harm'd ; 

Kept  hearts  in  liveries,  but  mine  own  was  free. 

And  reign'd,  commanding  in  his  monarchy. 

29. 

"  *  Look  here,  what  tributes  wounded  fancies  sent  me, 

Of  pal^d  pearls,  and  rubies  red  as  blood ; 

Figuring  that  they  their  passions  likewise  lent  me 

Of  grief  and  blushes,  aptly  understood 

In  bloodless  white  and  the  encrimson'd  mood ; 

Effects  of  terror  and  dear  modesty, 

Encamp'd  in  hearts,  but  fighting  outwardly. 


A  LOVER'S  COMPLAINT.  735 

30- 
"  *  And,  lo,  behold  these  talents  of  their  hair, 
With  twisted  metal  amorously  impleach'd, 
I  have  received  from  many  a  several  fair, 
(Their  kind  acceptance  weepingly  beseech^d,) 
With  the  annexions  of  fair  gems  enrich'd, 
And  deep-brain'd  sonnets  that  did  amplify 
Each  stone's  dear  nature,  worth,  and  quality. 

31- 
"  *  The  diamond, — why,  'twas  beautiful  and  hard. 
Whereto  his  invis'd  properties  did  tend ; 
The  deep-green  emerald,  in  whose  fresh  regard 
Weak  sights  their  sickly  radiance  do  amend ; 
The  heaven-hu'd  sapphire  and  the  opal  blend 
With  objects  manifold :  each  several  stone, 
With  wit  well  blazon'd,  smil'd  or  made  some  moaa 

"  *  Lo,  all  these  trophies  of  affections  hot, 
Of  pensiv'd  and  subdu'd  desires  the  tender. 
Nature  hath  charged  me  that  I  hoard  them  not. 
But  yield  them  up  where  I  myself  must  render. 
That  is,  to  you,  my  origin  and  ender ; 
For  these,  of  force,  must  your  oblations  be, 
Since  I  their  altar,  you  enpatron  me. 

33- 
"  *  O,  then,  advance  of  yours  that  phraseless  hand, 
Whose  white  weighs  down  the  airy  scale  of  praise ; 
Take  all  these  similes  to  your  own  command, 
Hallow'd  with  sighs  that  burning  lungs  did  raise ; 
What  me  your  minister,  for  you  obeys. 
Works  under  you ;  and  to  your  audit  comes 
Their  distract  parcels  in  combined  sums. 

34. 
"  *  Lo,  this  device  was  sent  me  from  a  nun. 
Or  sister  sanctified,  of  holiest  note ; 
Which  late  her  noble  suit  in  court  did  shun. 
Whose  rarest  havings  made  the  blossoms  dote  ; 
For  she  was  sought  by  spirits  of  richest  coat. 
But  kept  cold  distance,  and  did  thence  remove, 
To  spend  her  living  in  eternal  love. 
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4a 

•• '  Now  all  these  hearts  that  do  on  mine  depends 
Feeling  it  break,  with  bleeding  groans  they  pine ; 
And,  supplicant,  their  sighs  to  you  extend. 
To  leave  the  battery  that  you  make  'gainst  mine. 
Lending  soft  audience  to  my  sweet  design, 
And  credent  soul  to  that  strong-bonded  oath. 
That  sha.U  prefer  and  undertake  my  troth.' 

41. 
*•  This  said,  his  watery  eyes  he  did  dismount, 
Whose  sights  till  then  were  levelled  on  my  face ; 
Each  cheek  a  river  running  from  a  fount. 
With  brinish  current,  downward  flow'd  apace : 
O,  how  the  channel  to  the  stream  gave  grace ! 
Who  glaz'd  with  crystal  gate  the  glowing  roses, 
That  flame  through  water  which  their  hue  encloses^ 

42. 

"  O  father,  what  a  hell  of  Mritchcraft  lies 
In  the  small  orb  of  one  particular  tear ! 
But  with  the  inundation  of  the  eyes 
What  rocky  heart  to  water  will  not  wear! 
What  breast  so  cold  that  is  not  warmM  here! 
O  cleft  effect  I  cold  modesty,  hot  wrath, 
Both  fire  from  hence  and  chill  extincture  hatL 

43- 
"  For,  lo,  his  passion,  but  an  art  of  craft. 
Even  there  resolv'd  my  reason  into  tears ; 
There  my  white  stole  of  chastity  I  daff 'd, 
Shook  off  my  sober  guards,  and  civil  fearer 
Appear  to  him,  as  he  to  me  appears. 
All  melting ;  though  our  drops  this  difference  bore« 
His  poison'd  me,  and  mine  did  him  restore. 

44. 

"  In  him  a  plenitude  of  subtle  matter. 

Applied  to  cautels,  all  strange  forms  receives, 

Of  biu'ning  blushes,  or  of  weeping  water, 

Or  swooning  paleness ;  and  he  takes  and  leaves, 

In  either's  aptness,  as  it  best  deceives. 

To  blush  at  speeches  rank,  to  weep  at  woes, 

Or  to  turn  white  and  swoon  at  tragic  shows : 

VOL,  IV.  3  A 
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4S- 
''  That  not  a  heart  which  in  his  level  came 
Could  'scape  the  hail  of  his  all-hurting  aim, 
Showing  fair  nature  is  both  kind  and  tame ; 
And,  veird  in  them,  did  win  whom  he  would  maim : 
Against  the  thing  he  sought  he  would  exclaim ; 
When  he  most  bum*d  in  heart-wish'd  luxury, 
He  preach'd  pure  maid,  and  prais'd  cold  chastity. 

46. 

"  Thus  merely  with  the  garment  of  a  Grace 
The  naked  and  concealed  fiend  he  covered ; 
That  th'  unexperient  gave  the  tempter  place, 
Which,  like  a  cherubin,  above  them  hover'd. 
Who,  young  and  simple,  would  not  be  so  lover'd? 
Ah  me  1  I  fell ;  and  yet  do  question  make 
What  I  should  do  again  for  such  a  sake. 

47- 
"  O,  tliat  infected  moisture  of  his  eye, 
O,  that  false  fire  which  in  his  cheek  so  glow'd, 
O,  that  forc'd  thunder  from  his  heart  did  fiy, 
O,  that  sad  breath  his  spungy  lungs  bestow'df 
O,  all  that  borrowed  motion,  seeming  ow*^ 
Would  yet  again  betray  the  fore-betra/d, 
And  new  pervert  a  reconciled  maid  I* 
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Sweet  Cytherea,  sitting  by  a  brook 

With  young  Adonis,  lovely,  fresh,  and  green, 

Did  court  the  lad  with  many  a  lovely  look, — 

Such  looks  as  none  could  look  but  beauty's  queeo. 

She  told  him  stories  to  delight  his  ear ; 

She  show'd  him  favours  to  allure  his  eye ; 

To  win  his  heart,  she  touched  him  here  and  there : 

Touches  so  soft  still  conquer  chastity. 

But  whether  unripe  years  did  want  conceit. 

Or  he  refused  to  take  her  figur'd  proffer, 

The  tender  nibbler  would  not  touch  the  bait, 

But  smile  and  jest  at  every  gentle  offer : 

Then  fell  she  on  her  back,  fair  queen,  and  toward : 
He  rose  and  ran  away ;  ah,  fool  too  froward  i 

II. 

Scarce  had  the  sun  dried  up  the  dewy  mom, 
And  scarce  the  herd  gone  to  the  hedge  for  shade. 
When  Cytherea,  all  in  love  forlorn, 
A  longing  tarriance  for  Adonis  made, 
Under  an  osier  growing  by  a  brook, 
A  brook  where  Adon  us'd  to  cool  his  spleen : 
Hot  was  the  day ;  she  hotter  that  did  look 
For  his  approach,  that  often  there  had  been. 
Anon  he  comes,  and  throws  his  mantle  by. 
And  stood  stark  naked  on  the  brook's  green  brim : 
The  sun  look'd  on  the  world  with  glorious  eye. 
Yet  not  so  wistly  as  this  queen  on  him. 

He,  spying  her,  bounc'd  in,  whereas  he  stood : 
"O  Jove,"  quoth  she,  "why  was  not  I  a  flood  1* 
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She  bum'd  with  love,  as  straw  with  fire  flameth ; 
She  bum'd  out  love,  as  soon  as  straw  out-bumeth ; 
She  fram'd  the  love,  and  yet  she  foil'd  the  framing ; 
She  bade  love  last,  and  yet  she  fell  a-tuming. 

Was  this  a  lover,  or  a  lecher  whether? 

Bad  in  the  best,  though  excellent  in  neithex; 

VI. 

If  music  and  sweet  poetry  agree, 
As  they  must  needs,  the  sister  and  the  brother, 
Then  must  the  love  be  great  'twixt  thee  and  me, 
Because  thou  lov'st  the  one,  and  I  the  other. 
Dowland  to  thee  is  dear,  whose  heavenly  touch 
Upon  the  lute  doth  ravish  human  sense ; 
Spenser  to  me,  whose  deep  conceit  is  such, 
As,  passing  all  conceit,  needs  no  defence. 
Thou  lov'st  to  hear  the  sweet  melodious  sound 
That  Phoebus'  lute,  the  queen  of  music,  makes ; 
And  I  in  deep  delight  am  chiefly  drown'd, 
Whenas  himself  to  singing  he  betakes. 

One  god  is  god  of  both,  as  poets  feign ; 

One  knight  loves  both,  and  both  in  thee  remain. 

VIL 

Sweet  rose,  fair  flower,  untimely  pluck'd,  soon  vaded, 

Pluck'd  in  the  bud,  and  vaded  in  the  spring ! 

Bright  orient  pearl,  alack,  too  timely  shaded ! 

Fair  creature,  kiird  too  soon  by  death's  shaip  sting ! 
Like  a  green  plum  that  hangs  upon  a  tree. 
And  falls,  through  wind,  before  the  fall  should  be. 

I  weep  for  thee,  and  yet  no  cause  I  have ; 

For  why  thou  lefVst  me  nothing  in  thy  will : 

And  yet  thou  leftist  me  more  than  I  did  crave ; 

For  why  I  cravbd  nothing  of  thee  still : 
O  yes,  dear  friend,  I  pardon  crave  of  thee,— 
Thy  discontent  thou  didst  bequeath  to  me. 

VIXL 

Crabbed  age  and  youth 

Cannot  live  together : 
Youth  is  full  of  pleasance. 

Age  is  full  of  care ; 
Youth  like  simimer  mom. 

Age  like  winter  weather; 
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Youth  like  summer  brave, 

Age  J  ike  winter  bare. 
Youth  is  full  of  sport, 
Age's  breath  is  short ; 

Youth  is  nimble,  age  is  lame ; 
Youth  is  hot  and  bold, 
Age  is  weak  and  cold  ; 

Youth  is  wild,  and  age  is  tame 
Age,  I  do  abhor  thee, 
Youth,  I  do  adore  thee  ; 

O,  my  love,  my  love  is  young  ! 
Age,  I  do  defy  thee : — 
O,  sweet  shepherd,  hie  thee, 

For  methinks  thou  sta/st  too  lon|^ 

IX. 

Beauty  is  but  a  vain  and  doubtful  good ; 

A  shining  gloss,  that  vadeth  suddenly ; 

A  flower  that  dies,  when  first  it  'gins  to  bud  ; 

A  brittle  glass,  that 's  broken  presently : 
A  doubtful  good,  a  gloss,  a  glass,  a  flower. 
Lost,  vaded,  broken,  dead  within  an  hour. 

And  as  goods  lost  are  seld  or  never  found, 

As  vaded  gloss  no  rubbing  will  refresh, 

As  flowers  dead  lie  wither'd  on  the  ground. 

As  broken  glass  no  cement  can  redress, 
So  beauty,  blemish'd  once,  for  ever's  lost. 
In  spite  of  physic,  painting,  pain,  and  cost 

X. 

Good  night,  good  rest.     Ah,  neither  be  my  share  : 

She  bade  good  night,  that  kept  my  rest  away ; 

And  daff^d  me  to  a  cabin  hang'd  with  care. 

To  descant  on  the  doubts  of  my  decay. 

"  Farewell,"  quoth  she,  "and  come  again  to-morrow 
Fare  well  I  could  not,  for  I  supp'd  with  sorrow. 

Yet  at  my  parting  sweetly  did  she  smile, 
In  scorn  or  friendship,  nill  I  construe  whether : 
Tmay  bo,  she  jo/d  to  jest  at  my  exile, 
'Tmay  be,  again  to  make  me  wander  thither : 
"  Wander,"  a  word  for  shadows  like  myself, 
As  take  the  pain,  but  cannot  pluck  the  pel£ 
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XI. 

Lord,  how  mine  eyes  throw  gazes  to  the  east ! 

My  heart  doth  charge  the  watch ;  the  morning  rise 

Doth  cite  each  moving  sense  from  idle  rest 

Not  daring  trust  the  office  of  mine  eyes, 
While  Philomela  sits  and  sings,  I  sit  and  mark. 
And  wish  her  lays  were  tunfed  like  the  lark ; 

For  she  doth  welcome  daylight  with  her  ditty. 
And  drives  away  dark  dismal-dreaming  night : 
The  night  so  packed,  I  post  unto  my  pretty ; 
Heart  hath  his  hope,  and  eyes  their  wished  sight ; 

Sorrow  chang'd  to  solace,  solace  mix*d  with  sorrow ; 

For  why  she  sighed,  and  bade  me  come  to-morrow.    . 

Were  I  with  her,  the  night  would  post  too  soon ; 

But  now  are  minutes  added  to  the  hours ; 

To  spite  me  now,  each  minute  seems  a  moon ; 

Yet  not  for  me,  shine  sun  to  succour  flowers ! 

Pack  night,  peep  day ;  good  day,  of  night  now  borrow : 
Short,  night,  to-night,  and  length  thyself  to-morrow. 

XII. 

It  was  a  lording's  daughter,  the  fairest  one  of  three. 

That  lik^d  of  her  master  as  well  as  well  might  be, 

Till  looking  on  an  Englishman,  the  faur'st  that  eye  could  see, 

Her  fancy  fell  a-tuming. 
Long  was  the  combat  doubtful,  that  love  with  love  did  fight. 
To  leave  the  master  loveless,  or  kill  the  gallant  knight ; 
To  put  in  practice  either,  alas,  it  was  a  spite 

Unto  the  silly  damsel ! 
But  one  must  be  refused ;  more  mickle  was  the  pain, 
That  nothing  could  be  us^d,  to  turn  them  .both  to  gain ; 
For  of  the  two  the  trusty  knight  was  wounded  with  disdain : 

Alas,  she  could  not  help  it ! 
Thus  art,  with  arms  contending,  was  victor  of  the  day. 
Which  by  a  gift  of  learning  did  bear  the  maid  away : 
Then,  lullaby,  the  learned  man  hath  got  the  lady  gay; 

For  now  my  song  is  ended 


XIIL 


My  flocks  feed  not. 
My  ewes  breed  not. 
My  rams  speed  not, 
All  is  amiss : 
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Love  is  dying, 
Faith's  defying, 
Heaif  s  denying, 

Causer  of  this. 
All  my  merry  jigs  are  quite  forgot, 
All  my  lady's  love  is  lost,  Grod  wot : 
Where  her  faith  was  firmly  fix*d  in  love, 
There  a  nay  is  plac'd  without  remove. 
One  silly  cross 
Wrought  all  my  loss ; 

O  firowning  Fortune,  cursed,  fickle  dame  1 
For  now  I  see, 
Inconstancy 

More  in  women  than  in  men  remaia 
In  black  mourn  I, 
All  fears  scorn  I, 
Love  hath  forlorn  me. 

Living  in  thrall : 
Heart  is  bleeding, 
All  help  needing, — 
O  cruel  speeding  1 — 

Fraughted  with  galL 
My  shepherd's  pipe  can  sound  no  deal ; 
My  wether's  bell  rings  doleful  knell ; 
My  curtail  dog,  that  wont  to  have  pla/dt 
Plays  not  at  all,  but  seems  afraid ; 
My  sighs  so  deep 
Procure  to  weep. 

In  howling  wise,  to  see  my  doleful  plight 
How  sighs  resound 
Through  heartless  ground. 

Like  a  thousand  vanquished  men  in  bloody  figlit  I 
Clear  wells  spring  not. 
Sweet  birds  sing  not. 
Green  plants  bring  not 

Forth  their  dye ; 
Herds  stand  weeping. 
Flocks  all  sleeping, 
Nymphs  back  peeping 

Fearfully : 
All  our  pleasure  known  to  us  poor  swaln^ 
All  our  merry  meetings  on  the  plains, 
All  our  evening  sport  from  us  is  fled. 
All  our  love  is  lost,  for  love  is  dead. 
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Farewell,  sweet  lass, 
Thy  like  ne'er  was 

For  a  sweet  content,  the  cause  of  all  my  moan : 
Poor  Corydon 
Must  live  alone ; 

Other  help  for  him  I  see  that  there  is  none. 

XIV. 

Whenas  thine  eye  hath  chose  the  dame, 
And  staird  the  deer  that  thou  shouldst  strikjc^ 
Let  reason  rule  things  worthy  blame, 
As  well  as  partial  fancy  like : 

Take  counsel  of  some  wiser  head, 

Neither  too  young,  nor  yet  unwed. 

And  when  thou  com/st  thy  tale  to  tell, 
Smooth  not  thy  tongue  with  fil^d  talk, 
Lest  she  some  subtle  practice  smell ; 
(A  cripple  soon  can  find  a  halt :) 

But  plainly  say  thou  lov'st  her  well, 

And  set  thy  person  forth  to  sell 

What  though  her  frowning  brows  be  bent^ 
Her  cloudy  looks  will  clear  ere  night ; 
And  then  too  late  she  will  repent, 
That  thus  dissembled  her  delight ; 

And  twice  desire,  ere  it  be  day, 

That  which  with  scorn  she  put  away. 

What  though  she  strive  to  try  her  strength. 
And  ban  and  brawl,  and  say  thee  nay. 
Her  feeble  force  will  yield  at  length. 
When  craft  hath  taught  her  thus  to  say, — 

''  Had  women  been  so  strong  as  men. 

In  faith,  you  had  not  had  it  then." 

And  to  her  will  frame  all  thy  ways ; 
Spare  not  to  spend, — and  chiefly  there 
Where  thy  desert  may  merit  praise, 
By  ringing  in  thy  lady's  ear : 

The  strongest  castle,  tower,  and  tov/n^ 

The  golden  bullet  beats  it  down. 

Serve  always  with  assured  trust. 
And  in  thy  suit  be  humble,  true ; 
Unless  thy  lady  prove  unjust, 
Seek  never  thou  to  choose  anew : 
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When  time  shall  serve,  be  thou  not  slack 
To  proflfer,  though  she  put  thee  back. 

The  wiles  and  guiles  that  women  work, 
Dissembled  with  an  outward  show, 
The  tricks  and  toys  that  in  them  lurk» 
The  cock  that  treads  them  shall  not  know. 
Have  you  not  heard  it  said  full  oft, 
A  woman's  nay  doth  stand  for  naught  1 

Think  women  love  to  match  with  men, 
And  not  to  live  so  like  a  saint : 
Here  is  no  heaven ;  they  holy  then 
Begin,  when  age  doth  them  attaint. 
Were  kisses  all  the  joys  in  bed. 
One  woman  would  another  wed. 

But,  soft !  enough, — too  much  I  fear ; 
For  if  my  mistress  hear  my  song. 
She  will  not  stick  to  warm  my  ear. 
To  teach  my  tongue  to  be  so  long  : 
Yet  will  she  blush,  here  be  it  said, 
To  hear  her  secrets  so  bewra/d, 

XV. 

As  it  fell  upon  a  day, 
In  the  merry  month  of  May, 
Sitting  in  a  pleasant  shade 
Which  a  grove  of  myrtles  made. 
Beasts  did  leap,  and  birds  did  sing, 
Trees  did  grow,  and  plants  did  spring ; 
Everything  did  banish  moan, 
Save  the  nightingale  alone : 
She,  poor  bird,  as  all  forlorn, 
Lean'd  her  breast  up-till  a  thorn, 
And  there  sung  the  dolefull'st  ditty. 
That  to  hear  it  was  great  pity : 
"  Fie,  fie,  fie,"  now  would  she  cry ; 
"  Tereu,  Tereu !  "  by  and  by ; 
That  to  hear  her  so  complam. 
Scarce  I  could  from  tears  refrain ; 
For  her  griefs,  so  lively  shown. 
Made  me  think  upon  mine  own. 
Ah,  thought  I,  thou  moum'st  in  vain  I 
None  takes  pity  on  thy  pain : 
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Senseless  trees,  they  cannot  hear  thee  j 

Ruthless  bears,  they  will  not  cheer  thee : 

King  Pandion,  he  is  dead ; 

All  thy  friends  are  lapp'd  in  lead  3 

All  thy  fellow-birds  do  sing. 

Careless  of  thy  sorrowing. 

Even  so,  poor  bird,  like  thee, 

None  alive  will  pity  me. 

Whilst  as  fickle  Fortune  smird, 

Thou  and  I  were  both  beguil'd. 

Every  one  that  flatters  thee 

Is  no  friend  in  misery. 

Words  are  easy,  like  the  wind ; 

Faithful  friends  are  hard  to  find : 

Every  man  will  be  thy  friend, 

Whilst  thou  hast  wherewith  to  spend ." 

But  if  store  of  crowns  be  scant, 

No  man  will  supply  thy  want 

If  that  one  be  prodigal, 

Bountiful  they  will  him  call. 

And  with  such-like  flattering, 

"  Pity  but  he  were  a  king." 

If  he  be  addict  to  vice, 

Quiddy  him  they  will  entice ; 

If  to  women  he  be  bent, 

They  have  him  at  commandbmsnt : 

But  if  fortune  once  do  frown, 

Then  farewell  his  great  renown ; 

They  that  fawn'd  on  him  before, 

Use  his  company  no  more. 

He  that  is  thy  friend  indeed. 

He  will  help  thee  in  thy  need : 

If  thou  sorrow,  he  will  weep ; 

If  thou  wake,  he  cannot  sleep  ; 

Thus,  of  every  grief  in  heart. 

He  with  thee  does  bear  a  part 

These  are  certain  signs  to  know 

Faithful  friend  from  flattering  foe. 


THE  PHCENIX  AND  TURTLE. 

(.From  the  additional  poems  to  Chester's  Lov^s  Martyr^  or  RosalitCi  Com* 

plaint^  i6ou) 


Let  the  bird  of  loudest  lay, 

On  the  sole  Arabian  tree. 

Herald  sad  and  trumpet  be, 

To  whose  sound  chaste  wings  obejr. 

But  thoU;,  shrieking  harbinger, 
Foul  pre-currer  of  the  fiend, 
Augur  of  the  fever's  end, 
To  this  troop  come  thou  not  ne&i; 

From  this  session  interdict 
Every  fowl  of  tyrant  wing, 
Save  the  eagle,  feathered  king ; 
Keep  the  obsequy  so  strict 

Let  the  priest  in  surplice  white, 
That  defunctive  music  can. 
Be  the  death-divining  swan, 
Lest  the  requiem  lack  his  right. 

And  thou,  treble-dated  crow. 
That  thy  sable  gender  mak'st 
With  the  breath  thou  giv'st  and  tak'st, 
'Mongst  our  mourners  shalt  thou  go. 

Here  the  anthem  doth  commence  :— 
Love  and  constancy  is  dead ; 
Phoenix  and  the  turtle  fled 
Xo  a  mutual  flame  from  hence 
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So  they  loVd,  as  love  in  twain 
Had  the  essence  but  in  one ; 
Two  distincts,  division  none : 
Number  there  in  love  was  slain. 

Hearts  remote,  yet  not  asunder ; 
Distance,  and  no  space  was  seen 
'Twixt  the  turtle  and  his  queen : 
But  in  them  it  were  a  wonder. 

So  between  them  love  did  shine- 
That  the  turtle  saw  his  right 
Flaming  in  the  phoenix*  sight ; 
Either  was  the  other's  mine. 

Property  was  thus  appall'd, 
That  the  self  was  not  the  same 
Single  nature's  double  name 
Neither  two  nor  one  was  calFd 

Reason,  in  itself  confounded, 
Saw  division  grow  together, 
To  themselves  yet  either-neither. 
Simple  were  so  well  compounded  j 

That  it  cried,  how  true  a  twain 
Seemeth  this  concordant  one ! 
Love  hath  reason,  reason  none, 
If  what  parts  cati  ro  remain. 

Whereupon  it  made  this  threne 
To  the  phoenix  and  the  dove, 
Co-supremes  and  stars  of  lovc« 
As  chorus  to  their  tragic  scene. 


TH  RENOS. 

Beauty,  truth,  and  rarity, 
Grace  in  all  simplicity. 
Here  enclos'd  in  cinders  lie. 

Death  is  now  the  phoenix'  nest ; 
And  the  turtle's  loyal  breast 
To  eternity  doth  rest, 


THE  PHOENIX  AND  TURTLE. 

Leaving  no  posterity : — 
'Twas  not  their  infirmity, 
It  was  married  chastity. 

Truth  may  seem,  but  cannot  be ; 
Beauty  brag,  but  'tis  not  she ; 
Truth  and  beauty  buried  be. 

To  this  urn  let  those  repair 
That  are  either  true  or  fair ; 
Fur  these  dead  birds  sigh  a  prayer. 


THE  END. 
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